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Editor’s Note:

Once again we read about the journeys, the reflections, and 
the challenges faced by sisters and brothers who have retired. 
The various accounts demonstrate the tremendous diversity 
in the Reformed Church in America, and that’s something 
to celebrate. The workings of the Holy Spirit never cease to 
amaze me. What’s your story?

If you would like to share your thoughts, your reflections, your 
journey, shoot me an email.

Thanks,

Bob Terwilliger, editor 
terwilliger@juno.com

Jim Lester

Linda is my awesome wife and life companion of 55 years. 
We started dating in our senior year of high school. It was 
through her and her family’s influence that I came to the Lord. 
After we married, I landed a mid-level job with the National 
Park Service. It was all God’s hand at work in my life.

Being a park ranger was a wonderful, but relatively short, 
career. We were at Rocky Mountain National Park, Grand 
Canyon National Park, Golden Gate National Recreation Area 
around San Francisco, and Everglades National Park. I loved 
my career but it was interrupted by my being drafted into the 
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U.S. Army during the Vietnam era. By God’s providence, I was 
assigned the role of chaplain’s assistant at a chapel at Fort 
Sam Houston, in San Antonio, Texas.

A few years beyond active duty with the Army, and while I 
was an area manager at the Everglades, I realized the Lord 
had different plans for me. By then, we were a family of four. 
Our daughter was born in San Francisco, our son in Miami. 
The transition from the National Park Service to Western 
Theological Seminary took over a year, but it was affirmed 
several times. 

The summer after my first year of seminary, my ministry 
experience was with an organization called A Christian 
Ministry in the National Parks. I was assigned to Glacier 
National Park as the leader of the ministry in the park. I 
worked Monday through Friday as a back-country patrol 
ranger. On Saturday and Sunday, as the ministry supervisor, 
I visited the teams of college and seminary students leading 
worship in campgrounds and the lodges around the park. My 
responsibility was to work out problems and encourage the 
teams. During the summer, I developed a good relationship 
with the chief park ranger. This was the first of three 
challenges to my calling. He and I discussed my staying at 
Glacier, picking up my career where I’d ended it a year before. 
I decided to return to seminary for a second year. 

Finishing the second year, I accepted a summer internship 
at an RCA church without a pastor. The main responsibility 
was preaching twice weekly.  During the following winter 
months of my third year, that church asked if I would accept 
a promise of a call upon graduation. I did and a few months 
later was ordained. On the first anniversary of being their 
pastor, a group of elders invited me to a restaurant for lunch. 
As we ate, they each told me how I was not meeting their 
expectations. Upon reflection, they made some good points. 
But, at the time, I was thinking they weren’t meeting my 
expectations either.

This was the second challenge to my calling into full time 
ministry. Back at my office that afternoon, I recalled that just 
before leaving the National Park Service, the Superintendent 
of the Everglades drove an hour to my district just to say 
goodbye. He assured me I’d be missed. He gave his card and 
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phone number and told me that if ministry didn’t work out 
to give him a call and he’d have a place for me. Then I prayed 
about it. I stayed at that church for 16 more years. The Lord 
had more for me to do and learn there.

After ten years at that first church, I learned the founder 
and director of A Christian Ministry in the National Parks 
was retiring. I applied for the job. Six weeks later, I received 
a phone call from the chairman of the board of directors 
inviting me to New York City, along with three other 
candidates, to interview for the job. I was interviewed on a 
Thursday afternoon and was told the board would make their 
decision the following Saturday evening. All the candidates 
were to stay until Sunday morning. 

For two days, I meditated over the interview and where 
I would best serve the Lord. Before Saturday evening, I 
concluded that, if chosen, I would decline. When the chairman 
called my room, he told me I was not selected. I responded 
by saying I was relieved and that I wanted to talk personally 
to him about the process as I experienced it. We discussed 
my retreat resulting in a renewed calling to continue pastoral 
ministry. I called Linda, told her what happened, and flew 
home on Sunday. Back home on Monday morning, I received 
a phone call from him, saying, “Last night we fired the person 
we chose just the night before.” He then offered me the job. 
Thus, the third challenge to my calling ended when I told him, 
“No, thank you.”  

This has been an important time of reflection for me. In 
sharing it with you, my hope is you will do likewise. These 
three challenges were not crisis events. Each was a fork in my 
road of life. Contemplating how the Lord has moved in our 
lives can be helpful in understanding how he’s with us now.

Perhaps your path through ministry was never challenged. If 
so, you have been spared that particular testing. As in Robert 
Frost’s famous poem, I’m “sorry I could not travel both” paths 
in life. Yes, looking back, it appears to be a series of tests 
about continuing on the road “less traveled by, and that has 
made all the difference.” If you can relate to any part of my 
story, or even if your challenges were different, then I pray the 
Lord has or will encounter you in a retreat, a personal “Peniel” 
(the place where Jacob wrestled with God). 
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The Lord has equipped and placed us into ministries. 
Retirement is not the end of our calling. The first four years 
after retirement, Linda and I focused on ministry to her 
parents. I still preach some and teach adults at church and 
in the community. It is a blessing the Lord grants me, even 
though now I serve with a limp (Genesis 32:31).

Resolve to be involved. Each of us brings much value to the 
kingdom. Press on, sisters and brothers. Nothing done in 
obedience to Jesus will be wasted. Even the smallest things 
matter.  

Jim received a BS from Michigan State University, an MDiv 
from Western Theological Seminary, and a DMin from Western 
Theological Seminary. He served in the National Park Service, 
in the U.S. Army as a chaplain’s assistant, and at North Park 
Reformed in Kalamazoo, Michigan; Peace Christian Reformed 
in South Holland, Illinois; and Hager Park Reformed in Jenison, 
Michigan. He and his wife, Linda, live in Hudsonville, Michigan. 
jimdeelester@gmail.com 

Lou Lotz

I joined the ranks of the retired in 2016. I still preach 
frequently, but sermonizing was always the part of ministry 
that I enjoyed the most, and I’m thankful that I still get to 
do it. Preaching regularly keeps my nose in the Bible, keeps 
me thinking, reading, writing. Other duties I was formerly 
expected to perform—administration, staff supervision, 
fundraising, conducting performance reviews, steering 
building campaigns—are no longer on my To Do list. I do not 
miss them.

For some folks, retirement is a time to travel, see the world. 
Me, I’ve already seen about as much of the world as I wish 
to see—Africa, the Philippines, Italy, Russia, Israel. Friends 
invited me to join them on a weekend visit to New York City. 
I thought: And do what? Take the Gideon’s Bible out of the 
drawer in my hotel room and look out the window and circle 
the Ten Commandments as you see them being broken? I 
declined. The world I want to see at this stage of my life is my 
vineyard, my apple and peach orchard, my bee hives, and my 
garden. I built raised beds in my garden, which make it easier 
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to weed and water the veggies, and now the deer don’t have 
to bend over so far to eat. Mary Jean and I go fishing in the 
summer and snowshoeing in the winter. I have taken up fly 
fishing, which really is the most fun you can have standing up. 
I dote on my grandchildren, chop tons of firewood, and write 
for various publications. Life is good, and I am a happy man.

Granted, there have been losses. Old friends and colleagues 
pass away. Health begins to erode. The most painful loss has 
been watching my denominational family come undone. I 
care deeply about the Reformed Church. I am RCA born, RCA 
bred, and when I die, I’ll be RCA dead. It hurts to watch the 
church come apart.

Hundreds of congregations have left the RCA, accounting for 
more than 40 percent of our total membership. The financial 
impact has been staggering. Almost 2 million dollars have 
already been cut from the denomination’s annual operating 
budget, and more cuts are expected. General secretary Eddy 
Alemán implores us to focus on the people and churches that 
remain, not on those who have left. Amen to that. But still, it 
is impossible to ignore the strife and acrimony that this grand 
old church has had to endure.

The RCA has been debating issues of human sexuality since 
the 1970s, and I think we are exhausted. I know I am. In 
divorce proceedings, warring couples will sometimes cite 
“irreconcilable differences” as the reason for their breakup. 
I think that is where the Reformed Church finds itself in this 
seemingly never-ending debate about human sexuality—our 
differences are irreconcilable. As painful as it is to watch 
clergy and congregations leave the RCA family, maybe it is 
for the best. Hopefully, people on both sides of the human 
sexuality debate will find, on their own, the peace that eluded 
them when they were together. This separation hurts terribly, 
and it is ruinous to the RCA. But life goes on, and all is not 
lost. All is never lost.

When I first retired, I made a list of things I wanted to do, 
things that seemed important to me. Spend more time fishing. 
Read books that have nothing to do with the sermon I am 
working on. Do not begin sentences with, “When I was in 
the pastorate…” Overtip waitresses. Relax and lighten up and 
laugh at yourself now and then, as surely God must. Have a 
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little faith in the providence of God, and remember that what 
can’t happen won’t, and what must happen will. Plant more 
trees. Savor your grandchildren. On the whole, I think I’ve 
done rather well with the items on my list. 

For some folks, retirement is a time of decline and decay. 
But that has not been my experience. Retirement feels to 
me like a time of triumph, like the last miles of a marathon, 
where the runner feels exultant and deeply satisfied. The poet 
William Dean Howells wrote that “…death is at the bottom of 
everyone’s cup.” True. But there is still some wine in mine.  

And now it is time to go and fire up the grill (Propane Elaine), 
cook a couple of steaks, uncork the 2019 Cabernet Franc I’ve 
been saving, and have dinner on the deck with the wonderful 
woman I somehow talked into marrying me all those years 
ago. Life is good, and I am a happy man. 

Lou received his BA from Hope College, an MDiv from 
Western Theological Seminary, a ThM from Union Seminary, 
and a DMin from Union Seminary. He has served First 
Reformed in Rochester, New York; Morningside in Sioux City, 
Iowa; Central Reformed in Grand Rapids, Michigan, and as 
president of General Synod (1991). He and Mary Jean live in 
Hudsonville, Michigan. lltz@allcom.net 

Terry Maassen

My ministry journey began in July 1977 in the Maurice, Iowa, 
park when the Maurice Reformed Church was having their 
summer evening worship service. I shared my call to ministry 
with these foundational and personal calling verses: 

“When I came to you, brothers, I did not come with eloquence 
or superior wisdom as I proclaimed to you the testimony 
of God. For I resolved to know nothing while I was with 
you except Jesus Christ and him crucified. I came to you in 
weakness and fear, and with much trembling. My message 
and my preaching were not with wise and persuasive words, 
but with a demonstration of the Spirit’s power, so that your 
faith might not rest on men’s wisdom, but on God’s power” (1 
Corinthians 2:1-5, NIV).

After I graduated from Iowa State University (Ames, Iowa) in 
1972 with a major in animal science, I returned to the family 
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farm. It was at ISU that I began to seriously get involved in 
campus ministry. From experience with Campus Crusade for 
Christ and InterVarsity Christian Fellowship, my spiritual walk 
with Jesus Christ began to grow.

After a few years farming with my father and younger brother, 
the Lord called me to seminary in preparation for church 
ministry. In the fall of 1978, my wife (Cheryl Bleeker) and I and 
our two young daughters (18 months and 4 years) moved 
to La Mirada, California, to begin our seminary journey at 
Talbot Theological Seminary. Talbot Seminary shares the 
same campus as BIOLA (Bible Institute of Los Angeles) 
and Rosemead Graduate School of Christian Psychology. 
Coming from a Reformed background and now attending an 
interdenominational seminary was a great spiritual learning 
experience. And living in a very different cultural climate—
from Sioux County, Iowa, to southern California—our social 
boundaries were stretched!

I graduated from seminary with a Bible exposition degree 
in the spring of 1981 and was ordained in the Maurice 
Reformed Church. My first call was as an associate pastor 
at Hope Reformed Church in Lincoln, Nebraska, with a 
focus on Christian education and spiritual formation. After 
serving there for three years, the Lord called us to the Pacific 
Northwest to become pastor of The Church of the Good 
Shepherd (now called The Refuge Church) in Lynnwood, 
Washington. It was there that I realized my seminary 
experience in southern California was preparing me for this 
setting—the greater Seattle area and the culture. Following 
the state of Oregon, Washington had the greatest number of 
unchurched people. So, our ministry developed into reaching 
the unchurched population.  

While I served here for about 16 years, I also served as 
president of Cascades Classis and president of the Regional 
Synod of the Far West and various committee chair positions.

It was the summer of 2000 that we received a call to return 
to the midwest to become the lead pastor of Hope Reformed 
Church in Lincoln, Nebraska. Our time of ministry here was 
focused on redevelopment and relocation. From a central 
city location to the growing edge of this community, from a 
traditional ministry to contemporary, a name change to Hope 
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Community Church, to serving the needs of young families 
with a 60-child day care and preschool, all was a personal 
growing experience. I retired from Hope Community Church 
in July 2016.

Retirement has been an adjustment, but I am enjoying the 
freedom to participate in four of our six grandsons’ sports and 
school activities. I currently am a funeral service assistant for 
two Omaha area funeral homes and many times called upon 
to officiate at a funeral where there is no church affiliation. It’s 
a great opportunity to gracefully share the gospel message 
of hope and comfort for the extended family and gathered 
friends.

We call Westwood Church in Omaha our home fellowship. Out 
of this context, I lead a Tuesday morning men’s Bible study 
via Zoom. One of the rare blessings of the COVID pandemic 
is that we could no longer meet in person, so we transitioned 
to Zoom meetings. We now have men joining us from Arizona, 
New Mexico, Washington, and Nebraska.  

Our hopes and dreams for when we reached retirement were 
to kick back and travel. However, God had something else in 
mind for us and we are blessed beyond measure at this stage 
of our lives. We remain faithful on the front lines of sharing 
the good news of salvation and hope for this life and the life 
to come.

I am most grateful to the Lord for his faithfulness through this 
ministry journey.  We are thankful for good health and the 
ability to remain very active. We extend God’s blessings to 
each of you.

Terry received his BS degree from Iowa State University 
and an MDiv from Talbot Theological Seminary. He served 
RCA churches in Lincoln, Nebraska, and Lynnwood, 
Washington. Terry and Cheryl live in Papillion, Nebraska. 
tmaassen50@gmail.com 

Gloria McCanna

As 2017 rolled around, there was a “little tap on my shoulder,” 
and slowly it dawned on me that I was entering my last year 
in full time ministry. I was surprised, but knew it was right. I 
love leading worship, preaching, pastoring, and teaching. I 
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love being in the midst of the great congregation and planned 
on serving until I was 70. 

But I knew that I had neither the energy, nor the call, to 
continue. So, each “last time” with that beloved congregation 
became precious: last Easter, last confirmation class, last 
Bible study, last baptism, last Christmas, last coffee hour, last 
funeral, last celebration of the Lord’s Supper…. Oh, the gifts 
and the privileges granted me were abundant. 

Once retired, it took me a good fifteen minutes to adjust! 
But it took me a full year to feel rested. Making a deliberate 
decision not to be “busy,” I rested, began reading the books 
stacked up in the corner, completed an online French lessons, 
(still can’t speak it), took pottery classes, painted, committed 
to the NY Times crossword puzzle, tried new recipes, cooked 
for the emergency shelter, started a neighborhood text group 
to help with food drives, etc., and generally enjoyed each day 
fully. The first year I worshiped at all the churches in Mid-
Hudson Classis. This turned out to be delightful and opened 
my eyes to the many faithful and wonderful ministries in our 
classis. 

Without the constraints of working full-time, I now have the 
time to give back to the greater community. My response to 
the political scene is to work for the Dutchess County Board 
of Elections for the primaries and general elections. Daily 
walking my retired Guiding Eyes for the Blind breed dog and 
doing Tai Chi keep me moving. As a certified teacher of Tai 
Chi for Arthritis and Balance, I teach through the Office for 
the Aging.

The only time I step into the pulpit is when I visit my brother 
in West Virginia, who serves in the United Methodist Church. 
I haven’t been able to say no to him. With siblings all around 
the country, it is nice to have the time and funds to visit them.

On Sunday, you will find me at The Reformed Church in 
Poughkeepsie. It’s a good church, and Rev. Jason Elder is 
a good preacher, pastor, and friend. And the Mid-Hudson 
Classis, like the RCA, is full of good ministers, elders, deacons, 
and laity who faithfully show up, serve, pray, worship, and 
look out for one another. They know how to be the church. 
And they help me to discern my role in the body of Christ.
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But I’m not sure the recent decisions made by General 
Synod and GSC staff will help the local church. As the latest 
diagram is posted, we are like children with a new box of 
crayons, scrambling to color in the circles with our favorite 
color without even knowing what the circle is. New programs, 
new organizational charts, new buzz words are not going to 
suddenly deepen our faith, widen our circle, help us to hear 
one another, settle debates, or make us love one another or 
serve the greater community. If we struggle to follow the 
polity in our little orange book (yes, I still have a printed 
copy), how is a new system going to help us be the church? 
The beauty of our petite denomination shines when it enables 
classes and churches to be engaged in ministry. Gathering the 
people together to worship, working out our theology, doing 
church business, and then getting out of the way, so that 
ministry can happen. The focus of the denomination is not 
on itself, but on pointing to, listening to, and serving the local 
church, as we all seek to follow the One Lord in the midst of 
all of God’s glorious creation.

Who knows what will happen in the coming years? But I know 
I have too much love invested in the RCA to let go without a 
prayer and a fight, and I hope others feel the same. 

Gloria received a BA from Wheaton College and a BD from 
the University of Aberdeen in Scotland. She served the 
New Hackensack Reformed Church in Wappingers Falls, 
New York; First Reformed of Fishkill in New York; and First 
Reformed in Poughkeepsie, New York. She also served as 
assistant director of Ministry and Personnel Services for 
the RCA, on the Commission for Women, and the General 
Synod Council. Gloria lives in Poughkeepsie, New York. 
gloriajmccanna@gmail.com 

Terry Nyhuis

One way to understand my journey is to identify how I 
function. Three characteristics have formed much of my life 
and work: 

•	 First, my built-in drivenness. Wikipedia describes 
characteristics of Type A personalities as highly organized, 
ambitious, impatient, highly aware of time management, 
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and aggressive. I couldn’t describe myself better than this, 
at least into my mid-50s.  

•	 Second, a deep hunger for self-actualization. In Please 
Understand Me, David Keirsey and Marilyn Bates describe 
my temperament type as hungering for self-actualization, 
living with a deep need to be and become real. We seek to 
be genuine and to be in harmony with our inner selves. We 
also need to live a life of significance, to make a difference 
in the world. 

•	 Third, a passion for lifelong growth, transformation, and 
human development, both in myself and in others. For me, 
to be fully alive has been to experience lifelong physical, 
intellectual, social, emotional, and spiritual development. 
I determined long ago to never stop growing, being 
transformed, and welcoming ever-expanding seasons of 
human development.

This triad of built-in characteristics did not fit well in my 
conservative, rural community and Reformed Church in 
America congregation in Southwest Michigan. My questions, 
pressing against boundaries, and searching for inner meaning 
not only didn’t resonate well with others, but at times caused 
dissonance. I felt a bit like a resident alien.

Through my twenties, I explored and tested life. I enrolled in 
three colleges, finally graduating from Hope College; tried 
several career paths, from industrial research to farming, 
none of which fit me; and explored various spiritual paths, 
from megachurch settings to atheism. Toward the end of this 
season, a wise and influential person directed me toward 
seminary as a setting in which to stretch, explore inner life, 
and discover ways to grow.

Four years of seminary experience expanded me in amazing 
ways. I thrived, first for two years at Western Theological 
Seminary in Holland, Michigan, then for two years at Fuller 
Theological Seminary in Southern California. Western not only 
tolerated but even welcomed my drivenness, searching, and 
passion for expansion. But it did so within the limits of a more 
conservative context. It provided an intermediate setting 
that was just right for my first two years in seminary. Then 
Fuller provided a more open and diverse setting. It was still 
Reformed but broader in perspective, with a wider spectrum 
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of traditions and a richer culture of questioning and exploring.

Seminary not only helped me discover and live into who I 
was, it also channeled me into a career in which I thrived, 
could make a difference, and live a life of significance. As a 
pastor, I could work it all out, ask and prompt deep questions, 
and challenge myself and others to keep growing and being 
transformed.

My first pastoral experience was in Southern California, in a 
young, seven-year-old, large church that was still in the self-
discovery and crisis-to-crisis stage. Ministries were being 
developed. People with diverse backgrounds were joining. 
We expanded from 400 to 1,200 members in a little over a 
decade. Questions and experimentation abounded. There 
was always more to get done than we were geared up to 
accomplish. The setting was great for who I was and for the 
season of life I was in.

After 14 years and a senior pastor change that didn’t bode 
well for me, I left that church and moved into a new role 
as lead, preaching pastor in a smaller Holland, Michigan, 
congregation. Life and ministry there was especially stressful, 
both for the congregation and for both Anita (my attorney 
wife) and me. Ultimately, we recognized that I was a less-
than-ideal fit for a smaller congregation and Anita for a 
conservative law firm in Southwest Michigan. After eight 
years, it was time for us to move on.

We made a third 2,200-mile move between Southwest 
Michigan and Southern California, this time heading back 
west. I joined the senior staff pastor team at Crystal Cathedral 
Ministries, overseeing Congregational Life Ministries. 
Anita rejoined the thriving law firm that had honored and 
challenged her before. It was a good fit for both of us. At the 
Cathedral, I thrived in a setting with high expectations, the 
potential to make a difference, people with rich questions and 
openness, and a culture of growth and expansion. No matter 
how hard or long I worked, there was always more to get 
done and opportunities for high-potential ministry.

After seven years of all-out life at the Cathedral, at the peak 
of my career and at 57 years of age, I hit a wall physically, 
emotionally, and spiritually. More than three decades of 
over-stress caught up to me. I was tired, losing passion, 
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and confused about my emerging values, perspectives, and 
beliefs. Fortunately, because of the income and investments 
from our two careers, we had the freedom to retire early and 
did so. We made a fourth 2,200-mile move, this time heading 
back to Michigan.

From the beginning, I saw retirement as transitioning from 
one season of life and launching into another. I approached 
my first year as a sabbatical, a time of pausing, renewing, and 
relaunching. I didn’t see myself as being done with passionate 
and dynamic living. Instead, I was moving into midlife and 
beyond as a time for growth into fresh stages of growth, 
transformation, and development.

During my sabbatical year, I searched for what I called a 
University for Healthy, Older People (a U-HOP). After failing 
to find a church, organization, or program to launch me into 
later stages of human development, I set out to explore 
lifelong growth in a more self-directed way. The doctoral 
program through George Fox University in Portland, Oregon, 
provided guidance, resources, and structure to do so. I 
completed a doctorate at 67 years old. My dissertation was 
titled, “Aging Baby Boomers, Churches, and the Second Half 
of Life (Challenges for Boomers and Their Churches).”

Through doctoral studies and beyond, I’ve discovered a rich, 
though lesser known, understanding of lifelong growth in 
which human development continues, even intensifies, in the 
second half of life. I have come to see myself as having retired 
to pursue and experience growth, transformation, and human 
development throughout midlife and beyond. I tell people 
that they may feel free to call me old, elderly, senior, odd, or 
aged. Just don’t call me mature. At 74, I’m not nearly done 
maturing yet.

James Hollis describes why I am so excited about these later 
decades of life. He describes it as a season of life in which we 
are ready to discover that:

“Life is much riskier, more powerful, more mysterious than we 
had ever thought possible. [And,] while we are rendered more 
uncomfortable by this discovery, it is a humbling that deepens 
spiritual possibility. 

The world is more magical, less predictable, more 
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autonomous, less controllable, more varied, less simple, more 
infinite, less knowable, more wonderfully troubling than we 
could have imagined being able to tolerate when we were 
younger.” (From Finding Meaning in the Second Half of Life by 
James Hollis.)

Our Western culture and churches have named those of 
us who are continuing to expand into later seasons of 
development such things as mystics, poets, saints, sages, 
elders, and wise ones. They have also labeled us as heretics, 
disloyal, strange, confused, and lost. We, no matter how we 
are labeled, continue to emerge and thrive across centuries, 
faith traditions, cultures, and contexts.

I am now in my 17th year of retirement. While my wife and I 
haven’t found a local church that understands, appreciates, 
and supports our second-half development into mystical 
seasons of life, we keep watching. In the meantime, we 
continue to bump into and connect with people on a similar 
journey. We love helping them discover ways of seeing their 
later seasons of development as amazing and precious, even 
if sometimes misunderstood and unappreciated.

Yes, I’m having to occasionally patch up some things 
physically. I need to be more intentional about physical 
training and adjusting to shifting mental and physical 
characteristics. But at 74, I wouldn’t trade this mysterious, 
uncomfortable, potential-filled, and troubling season of life for 
any other. 

Me, mature? Not even close. Me, done? No way. Decreasing 
growth, purpose, and meaning? Not a bit. Me, a misfit? Yes, 
but a healthy, growing one, and you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.

Terry received a BA from Hope College, an MDiv from 
Western Theological Seminary, and a DMin from George 
Fox Seminary. He worked as a physicist, as the partner and 
operator of a cattle farm, and served Lake Hills Community 
Church in Laguna Hills, California; Trinity Reformed in 
Holland, Michigan; and Crystal Cathedral Ministries in Garden 
Grove, California. He and Cheryl live in Holland, Michigan. 
nyhuishome@hotmail.com   
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Dick Otterness

I’ve always believed a primary pastoral role is helping others 
discover and pay attention to signs of grace from God that 
fill their everyday lives, sometimes leading to new or deeper 
faith in Christ, and to respond to what Dietrich Bonhoeffer 
called the cost of discipleship. In my life, this awareness often 
occurs with hindsight. Lately, I have been recalling grace 
received through mentors and teachers in the past. I am 
sure some have been unaware of their influence in my life. 
Howard Hageman, Norman and Mary Kansfield, Bill and Lynn 
Hanousek, and Doug Walrath are just a few who come to 
mind. Certain pastors and Sunday school teachers have also 
had great influence in shaping my life, even to this day.

I am grateful for an amazing variety of opportunities in my 
work through the RCA, as pastor of three congregations in 
Upstate New York, as a regional synod executive, and with 
my wife, Carolyn, as a mission partner primarily working 
in Hungary and Ukraine on race relations and ministries 
of reconciliation between estranged ethnic groups. You 
can imagine how much passion I feel for the nation of 
Ukraine now. Most of our life together has been driven by 
Micah 6:8, as well as a sense of Jesus’s preferential regard 
for marginalized people too often ignored by institutions 
and local congregations. Carolyn and I often felt that we 
were working on things abroad that the RCA worked on 
domestically without pursuing active dialogue about our 
common interests and experiences where we could possibly 
learn from one another. This needs to improve.  

Life changed dramatically when we retired in 2018, moving 
from Budapest, a city of nearly 2,000,000 people, to a 
township in the remote Northwoods of Wisconsin with a 
population of 616 souls. We had plans for retirement, but 
Carolyn died in late 2020 from cancer. I never knew how 
deep my capacity for grief is. My health was diminishing too. 
I needed a kidney transplant to stay alive. Finding a qualified 
donor was a huge challenge. Several people offered to be 
tested, including a number of RCA colleagues. Finally, I had 
a donor who was a perfect match. My recovery has been 
excellent, though the side effects of the many medications 
can be tough. 
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Past and present have come together in an unexpected way 
this year. I’ve been reunited with a few classmates and friends 
from places such as New Brunswick Theological Seminary 
long ago. I enjoy seeing or anticipate seeing friends like L’Anni 
Hill, Marcia Westra, and others. As with any of you reading 
this, over the decades that have passed, we each have a 
treasure trove of experiences that are good to share.

I am blessed to live in the Northwoods of Wisconsin, south 
of Lake Superior. In my immediate area, I am surrounded by 
scores of lakes, wildflowers and other fauna, an abundance 
of wildlife, old growth trees, hundreds of acres of forest, 
canoeing streams, etc.  I am looking forward to being trained 
as a master naturalist at a local Discovery (nature) Center 
affiliated with the University of Wisconsin. I’ll continue 
to facilitate a Preaching Elder Circle for Albany Synod, 
and supervise classis congregations as needed. My main 
interests lie elsewhere, however: renewing old friendships 
and establishing new ones, continuing wood carving I 
learned from a Hungarian pastor, supporting Ukraine, and 
traveling. With our very long, dark winters that can reach -30° 
Fahrenheit, I am ready to find other places to spend in the 
winter, however! Any suggestions?

Dick received his BA from Hope College, an MDiv from New 
Brunswick Theological and Western Theological Seminaries 
(BLMS), and a DMin from the Divinity School at Colgate 
Rochester/Crozier Seminary. He served First in Sodus, New 
York; First in West Glenville, New York; Trinity in Rochester, 
New York; as the synod executive for the Regional Synod of 
Albany, and as a missionary partner for RCA Global Mission 
in Budapest, Hungary, and Ukraine. Dick lives in Northwoods, 
Wisconsin. rhotterness@icloud.com 

Karl Overbeek

I remember entering Hope College in 1962, looking at four 
years of college and then another three years of seminary, 
thinking I’d never get done with school.  Now, at 83, having 
completed 53 years in ministry, I can’t believe how quickly 
time has passed.

In high school, I was contemplating a career in medicine until 
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a distinct realization came into my mind that God was asking 
me to be a doctor of the soul, not the body. The clarity of 
that call pointed me to ministry. I have never regretted for a 
moment the joy and fulfillment I found in serving God in this 
way.

My first summer assignment after completing one year 
of seminary was in Santa Ana, California. Ruth Ann and I 
thoroughly loved our experience at Parkview Reformed 
Church, to the point we went back for a full year of internship 
after my middler year at Western Theological Seminary. 
That experience confirmed for Ruth Ann her call to serve in 
ministry as a pastor’s wife. We both fell in love with ministry 
and California.

After graduating from Western in 1966, we accepted a call to 
plant a church in Flint, Michigan. In our time there, we built 
a beautiful sanctuary and education facility—dedicated by 
Dr. Norman Vincent Peale. I discovered that the combination 
of customer service and leadership learned from our family 
grocery business in Holland, Michigan, along with my 
seminary training were foundational for planting a church. 
It was a challenging and rewarding way to begin my time 
in ministry. We also adopted our two children, Nathan and 
LeAnn, from Bethany Christian Services during this time.

Then came the call to Winding Way Community Church 
in Carmichael, California. Back in my internship days, I 
mentioned to a colleague that if Winding Way ever became 
available, I’d be interested. It proved to be a wonderful 
experience for us—back in California where we found doing 
ministry such a unique missional opportunity. We spent a 
little over 12 years there, relocating from our 2.8-acre site to a 
10-acre site about a mile away. We worshiped at the Seventh 
Day Adventist church while our new facilities were being built. 
We renamed our church Christ Community Church. One week 
before we were to move into our new “home,” a fire destroyed 
the sanctuary. Back to the Seventh Day Adventist church for 
another year. This congregation was so warm and supportive, 
we could not have had a better temporary “home” for this 
season of ministry. Through those trying days, God continued 
to grow our congregation. I have often referred to this time in 
ministry as the golden years of my career.
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Yet, after 12 plus years of exciting ministry, I found myself 
burned out. Instead of seeking a sabbatical, getting the rest 
to get back on my feet, which was virtually unheard of in 
those days, I accepted a call to another church. In retrospect, 
that was not a healthy or wise decision. I left the congregation 
I so dearly loved.

After a time at Second Reformed Church in Kalamazoo, 
Michigan, we moved back to California—Church of the Chimes 
in San Jose, California. We gave the final 15 years of our 
39 years in ministry to this congregation. We made some 
significant adjustments to meet specific needs. We added a 
contemporary worship service—a new concept in ministry. I 
remember well one of our elderly ladies saying to me, “We 
have had our ministry opportunities; please get this right 
for our kids and grandkids.” I found this gracious and loving 
attitude so refreshing and helpful. It was fun being back in my 
ministry element. I loved the missional culture of California.  

One of the most unique and fulfilling experiences in ministry 
was the invitation by the Billy Graham Association (BGA) 
to teach in the Billy Graham Schools of Evangelism (BGSE). 
During a Billy Graham Crusade in Sacramento, Larry Turner, 
a Billy Graham staffer, worshiped with us. We became close 
friends for a lot of years. The invitation to teach in the BGSE 
came through Larry. These were five-day training events for 
pastors and lay people. I taught on the themes of pastoral 
care and conducted a workshop on the pastor’s personal and 
work life. I participated in two events a year in the U.S. and 
Canada for 17 years. In my many years with the BGA, I never 
met a staff person I didn’t like. And what amazed me most to 
this day is the fact I came out of the Reformed faith; the BGA 
was a part of the Baptist tradition. Never once was I told what 
I could or could not say, and neither did I violate any aspect of 
their tradition. I loved the integrity of this ministry.

I retired from ministry in the local church in 2005. Thinking I 
would retire to a whole new way of life, the leadership of our 
classis—Central California Classis—asked if I would assume 
the leadership role of classis. Ruth Ann and I prayed about it 
and accepted the call and challenge. Originally I told them I 
would give them five years of ministry time. I loved it so much 
it turned out to be a 15-year experience. While there were 
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many challenges and lots of travel because of the geography 
of our classis, I found the pastor-to-pastor relationships most 
meaningful and rewarding. I had the joy and privilege of 
working side-by-side with a fantastic group of pastors and lay 
leaders.  

I retired again, after 53 years of ministry. It was time. Time 
to enjoy life and family in a whole new way. While I miss the 
rhythm of preaching/teaching and the interaction with the 
people, I love this season of life. I don’t miss meetings; in fact, 
if there are meetings in heaven, I hope somebody will cover 
for me.

Life hasn’t been without pain and challenge. We lost our son, 
Nathan, to the consequences of a long battle with diabetes. 
He was 53 years old. Barely getting beyond the grief of this 
loss, Nathan’s wife, Christine, died of cancer during Holy Week 
this past year. It was a very quiet Father’s Day this year. Yet, 
we have the joy of ongoing relationship with our daughter, 
LeAnn, her husband, Mark, and family. The joy of watching our 
grandkids grow up is nothing short of delightful. They are a 
huge blessing to us.

Yep, I’m 83 years old and enjoying good health—and so is my 
wife of 63 years.  We are forever grateful for God’s grace and 
provision over the years. We are committed to serving him 
and enjoying whatever time is given to us.

Karl received his BA from Hope College and an MDiv from 
Western Theological Seminary. He has served Resurrection 
Reformed in Flint, Michigan; Christ Community in Carmichael, 
California; Second Reformed in Kalamazoo, Michigan; and 
Church of the Chimes in San Jose, California. Karl and Ruth 
Ann live in Penn Valley, California. pklo1@comcast.net 

Arthur (Bud) Van Eck

My journey began in the early fall of 1924; I was born on June 
6, 1925 in Denver, Colorado, to Arthur W. Van Eck and Bessie 
(deVoogd) Van Eck. (At one time, there were six Arthur 
Van Ecks in Holland and Grand Rapids.) I was baptized in 
First Reformed Church (Denver). My childhood memories of 
Denver are slim but include going to the firehouse to watch 
my dad play horseshoes with the firemen, shortly after which 
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my dad was sent to Sunshine Tuberculosis (TB) Sanitarium 
in Grand Rapids, Michigan, for TB related to the mustard gas 
he had received in World War I. This move by Dad caused our 
move to Grand Rapids, an encumbered move for me at four 
years old, as I was wearing a full-length plaster cast on my 
broken left leg as a result of an accident.

Without a dad in the household and without adequate 
income, our family lived with various relatives until Dad 
was released from the sanitarium. (He re-entered several 
times in subsequent years and died in 1971 when his lung 
collapsed.) Although he was not present in my life some of 
the time, when he was, we did many things together, such as 
gardening, fishing, going to ball games, and singing. Both my 
mom and dad were strong spiritual influences but not in a 
“pushy” way.

A beneficent person sold a “needs repair” home to my 
parents. Since Dad was a carpenter by trade, it became livable 
with the help of other family members. He worked on this 
between his times in the sanitarium. My walk to Beckwith 
Country School, grades 1–8, was 1.5 miles each way. Being in 
the country gave us the opportunity for sledding, skating, and 
hikes in the woods at recess.

Creston High School (graduated in 1943) was a growing 
experience. I was a joiner: choir (started out as a tenor and 
ended up as a bass), Model Airplane Club, Reserve Officers’ 
Training Corps (ROTC), and Science Club. My intent was to 
become a research scientist. I played on the varsity tennis 
team and was head manager for the football team. During 
this period, war was declared. On the next Monday, rumor 
was that the ROTC would be deployed to guard the bridges 
over the Grand River.... only a rumor. In late February of 1943, 
I enlisted to be trained as a naval aviator. (Buzz Sawyer in the 
GR Herald was my hero and motivation.) Faculty voted me 
the outstanding male senior upon graduation.

My spiritual life, outside our home, was shaped by my church, 
Fourth Reformed in Grand Rapids, and by Christian Endeavor. 
At my last count, at least 40 of Fourth’s sons and daughters 
had entered ministry work of some kind. This included the 
social activist A.J. Muste and my sister, Ann Jane, who married 
Harmon (Bud) Wierenga.
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Christian Endeavor was not only a weekly meeting led by 
high-schoolers, but a monthly gathering of churches and an 
annual state-wide gathering. It played a significant role in 
forming me spiritually and as a leader. A Christian Endeavor 
event after the war was also the place where I first met Bea 
Van Heest, who would become my wife of more than 74 years. 

I entered the Navy on July 1, 1943. My first duty station was 
Central Michigan College (correct name at that time) where 
future officers, just out of high school, need some basic 
college education before going on to flight training. The 
education consisted of some college courses, Navy courses, 
lots of physical training and marching. I had a girlfriend at the 
time with a commitment to marriage; six months after Central 
Michigan, she sent me a “Dear John” letter. I didn’t even know 
she was dating. 

After two semesters at Central Michigan, those of us who 
were designated for Flight Training were sent for two months 
to Naval Air Station in Grosse Ile, Michigan. We were known as 
“tarmacs,” which meant that we were low on the work list and 
were assigned the low grade work. It was a good experience, 
however, as we worked with the airplane we would later fly, 
the Stearman. After two months, I was off to Wooster College, 
a Presbyterian School where again we did a lot of marching, 
played hardball athletics, learned overwater navigation, 
including celestial navigation, dated local coeds, and majored 
in hand-to-hand combat in case we survived a non-friendly 
landing. This was called Flight Preparatory School. I wouldn’t 
fly for another nine months.

Then I was off to the University of Iowa (why my sport loyalty 
is Hope, University of Michigan and Michigan State University, 
Iowa). This was Pre-Flight School. Hard, tough, disciplined. All 
sports. I didn’t like boxing or wrestling. Highlights included 
Baptist House (a place to hang out), meeting Jeanne P. 
there, who was my girlfriend throughout, compulsory church, 
and 4,000 people filling the Iowa Fieldhouse. I sang in the 
100-voice men’s choir—beautiful and moving.

I saw a lot of football as both Navy played and Iowa played. I 
still remember the Cadet Regiment marching into that packed 
stadium. No jet fly-over, though. 

My next stop was Primary Flight Training at the Naval Air 
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Station in Norman, Oklahoma. Here I learned to fly in the 
Yellow Peril, N2S Stearman open cockpit bi-plane.

My final training base was Pensacola, Florida, which included 
being trained at five different airfields on the SNJ and the 
SBD Dauntless Dive Bomber. I received my Wings as a Naval 
Aviator on March 26, 1946, and was commissioned a second 
Lieutenant, USMCR. I was discharged on July 25 of that same 
year but continued in the reserves for six more years. 

The fall of 1946 led me to enroll in Hope College along with 
my sister, Ann Van Eck, an Army Nurse returning from the 
Philippines. We graduated in 1948 from Hope together; I was 
president of the class; she was secretary. As in high school, 
I was a joiner: Men’s Glee Club, choir, Knicks, Inter-Varsity, 
Saraspotak Relief, and Pre-Sem Club. 

I had received nudgings toward ministry throughout much 
of my early life, confirmed by a progressive Southern Baptist 
preacher in Pensacola, Florida, where I had been stationed. 
I entered Western Theological Seminary in 1948. After my 
first year, Beatrice Van Heest and I were married (we just 
celebrated 74 years of marriage) and in due time welcomed 
Barbara. Toward the end of seminary years, the Board of 
Foreign Missions explored my willingness to go to Africa as 
a missionary pilot. However, the family TB strain is inactive in 
my system and this was a barrier.

We were challenged to begin a new congregation in the 
suburbs of Detroit, Michigan, just west of Wyandotte, in a 
community that became Southgate. We started ground-up 
with a handful of folk who belonged to Reformed churches 
miles away in Detroit. The congregation, Calvary Community 
Church, grew like a sunflower; surely God was at work. Within 
a few years, a much larger church building was necessary. 
During this time, at the synod’s request, I took a leave of 
absence to visit major eastern Great Lakes cities and to map 
out the directions of growth as possibilities of new church 
development. I would consult with city planners about those 
areas, then write a synod report called “Open Doors.”

During my time at Calvary, I had an interest in many things. 
I played on all the sports teams, directed the choirs until 
someone else came along, involved myself in teaching every 
grade level class, as well as teaching at the annual Leadership 
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School at Hope College. This led the RCA Board of Education 
to call me to the position of director of adult education in 
New York City, which I accepted. In early 1963, we sadly left 
our beloved community and moved to Waldwick, New Jersey.

I served for 19 years in various positions in the Board of 
Education, the Program Council, etc. Sometimes I had a staff; 
sometimes I was on someone else’s staff. It all depended on 
what reorganization we were in at the time and how long 
it lasted. When the church growth emphasis came along, 
everyone had to give at least 10 percent of their time to 
church growth. I don’t remember that we ever asked whether 
there were results from that 10 percent.

I was in charge of men’s work, the Brotherhood, which only 
older readers will remember. I had to visit and choose what 
hotels we were going to. Fun, really. The meetings were “hail 
fellow,” pretty much a shoring up of status quo but probably 
some glue that kept East and West RCA lay persons talking to 
each other.

One of my highlights was staffing the Festival of Evangelism 
at Cobo Hall in Detroit in June 1970. The RCA was on the 
verge of splitting and had an action prepared. But the spirit 
of the Festival turned aside such action. I also co-staffed 
with Ted Bechtel the Festival of Mission in 1971 in Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin, and participated in planning the Family Festival 
in the Rockies. Also during this time, the RCA curriculum 
“Heritage and Hope” was developed, edited by Dr. George 
Brown. Most of my ministry was in assisting teachers to 
become more effective and to develop curriculum more 
appropriate to the RCA. In 1969, I earned a Doctorate in 
Education from Teachers College, Columbia University.

In 1982, all eight RCA Education Staff were terminated due to 
budget cuts. At that time, an opening in the National Council 
of the Churches of Christ (NCCC) was available for Adult 
and Family Ministries, which I applied for and was given. 
This began a 15-year tenure with NCCC in various positions, 
including as associate general secretary and director of Bible 
Translation. It was in this later position that I became project 
manager for the NRSV, which led to my travel to English-
speaking countries to introduce the NRSV. I retired in 1976 
but was retained to assist the Russian Orthodox Church to 
develop a church school curriculum. 



While working for decades as a staff member at “475,” I had 
often wondered if I was still a pastor. I was invited by Hope 
Church (Holland, Michigan) to serve for one year as interim 
minister along with Evelyn Diephouse. Yes, God still enabled 
my pastoral gifts.

We had moved to our home on a small lake just east of the 
village of Fife Lake, Michigan, where we had had various 
cabins since 1952. We still live there; I am 98, and Bea is 94, 
both in relatively good health. We attend the Presbyterian 
Church in Traverse City where one of the pastors is a recent 
Western Theological Seminary grad.

How does one discern God’s call? For me, it was always a 
place of ministry that was open and interesting; I was open 
and interested. After thoughtful, prayerful time with my 
spouse and family, the decision was made.

After my interim at Hope Church, I decided that I would 
not do any more and would give myself to the community I 
lived in. I formed Friends of the Library and spearheaded the 
building of a new library. I am still a member of Friends after 
25 years. Also, I helped raise funds for the historical society to 
buy an old 1878 school house. There are now three museums 
in this small village.

Bea and I continue to participate in small groups, although 
the drive into Traverse City takes 50 minutes. We have four 
children: Barbara, Arthur, Mary, and Tim (deceased), eight 
grandchildren, and fifteen great-grandchildren, scattered all 
over the U.S.

Bud received his BA from Hope College, an MDiv from 
Western Theological Seminary, an EdD from Columbia 
University, and an honorary DD from Hope College. He served 
Calvary in Southgate, Michigan;, as director of adult education 
for the RCA; as secretary for Church Life and Mission for the 
RCA; as director of education for the National Council of 
Churches; as associate general secretary of education for the 
NCCC; as director of the NRSV Project for the NCCC; and as 
interim at Hope Reformed in Holland, Michigan. Bud and Bea 
live in Fife Lake, Michigan. budnbea@gmail.com 
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Sherwin Weener

I grew up on my grandparents’ farm in western Michigan. 
I walked almost two miles to my one room K–8 East Crisp 
School where I was the only kid in my grade. When our family 
moved three miles south to North Holland, I attended the 
nearby three-room school where I had some classmates and 
neighborhood kids who were my age.  

My faith grew stronger through the good influence of my 
parents and Sunday school and youth group leaders at North 
Holland Reformed Church. I remember singing, “Jesus loves 
the little children, all the children of the world. Red and yellow, 
black and white, all are precious in his sight….” These words 
influenced my calling to interracial ministry.

In 1961, at Hope College, I took a Social Problems class, which 
dealt with various social issues, including the injustice of 
racial segregation in our country. That shaped my calling to 
a ministry of racial reconciliation, which I lived out in three 
settings. 

In 1963, during my first year at Western Theological Seminary, 
I read about a group that was placing Black seminary 
students in white churches and white students in Black 
churches. I applied and was accepted. We were assigned to 
Mt. Pisgah Church in Rocky Mount, North Carolina, an African 
American congregation in a totally segregated town. Along 
with pastors from all of the Black churches in Rocky Mount, I 
attended weekly civil rights rallies where I was the only white 
person present. Shirley was in the last trimester of pregnancy 
with our first child. At the end of the summer, the Mt. Pisgah 
congregation sent us off with a car load of baby gifts. Our 
daughter, Martha, was born a few weeks after we returned to 
Holland.

Our second interracial ministry was a one-year internship at 
Hope Reformed Church in Los Angeles, California, in 1964 
and 1965. Hope Church was a white congregation in an 
increasingly Black neighborhood. At our first meeting, the 
pastor said, “I’ll take care of the white people and, Sherwin, 
you take care of the Black people.” I was blessed to serve with 
the outstanding Black leaders in the congregation, especially 
with Albert Terry, who eventually finished seminary and 



pastored Hope Church. Terry and Grace continue to be our 
life-long friends.

Our third experience in interracial ministry was in my first 
pastorate after seminary. I received three calls from three 
interracial churches during my senior year. I accepted the call 
from the First Reformed Church of Astoria in New York City, a 
small congregation with four elderly white members; the rest 
of the congregation was African American families who lived 
in a large low-income housing project along the East River, 
just a couple blocks from our church. Our second daughter, 
Sarah, was born shortly after I began my ministry there. Our 
older daughter, Martha, attended pre-school in the housing 
project and kindergarten and first grade at Public School 171, 
near our church. 

After four years in New York City, we accepted a call to Bethel 
Reformed Church, a small congregation in Sterling, Illinois. 
Our church building there was a second-hand Lutheran 
building with an adequate sanctuary but only a couple 
Sunday school rooms and very little off-street parking. In 
order to grow, we needed a better facility. It took a few years 
to develop the dream and to gather the needed resources 
for a new facility. Eventually, we bought five acres of land on 
the northern edge of Sterling. We employed a professional 
fundraising team. They developed a strategy to raise the 
needed funds and helped make the vision for a new building a 
reality.

After eight years in Sterling, we began to hear from pastoral 
search committees. In 1978, we accepted a call to Fellowship 
Reformed Church, east of Muskegon, Michigan. With Martha 
in middle school and Sarah in elementary school, this was 
a timely move. Since there was no parsonage, we bought a 
house that was our home for the next 17 years. 

Fellowship’s shoe box–shaped sanctuary seated only 200 
people. This necessitated two morning worship services. The 
earlier addition of a large metal building provided space for 
fellowship dinners and community ministries. Three head-
start classes were housed there and a dynamic senior center 
served noon meals there five days a week. We needed more 
worship space, but with the debt on the metal building, we 
were not ready to launch a major building program.
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As the congregation continued to grow, we called Rev. Doug 
Scholten and later Rev. John Opgenorth to be our associate 
pastors. We also called Rev. Jerry Worrel to serve as our 
youth minister. Each of these assisted in preaching and 
pastoral care.

Eventually, in 1984, we were able to focus on building a new 
worship center, a large nursery, and staff offices. With the 
purchase of adjacent properties, we were able to provide 
additional parking. The new worship center accommodated 
500 people. Soon, additional growth required us to return to 
two morning worship services. 

After serving Fellowship Church for 17 years, I began to 
wonder whether I could sustain that schedule for 10 more 
years before retirement. At the annual Synod of the Great 
Lakes meeting in 1994, I was elected to be the president of 
the synod. When the previous synod minister retired in 1995, 
I was called to fill that position. I accepted and served the 
regional synod for 10+ years until I retired in 2006. 

Retirement has three segments—the “go-go years,” the “slow-
go years,” and the “no-go years.” Shirley and I continued to 
live in our home in Jenison, Michigan, through our go-go 
years. We then moved to a condo in Hudsonville where we 
lived for seven slow-go years. Last December, we moved into 
an apartment at Waterford Place, a large senior living facility 
in Jenison. With Shirley’s on-going battle with cancer and my 
memory issues, this is a good place for us to be during our 
80s, our no-go years.

We are blessed to have our two daughters and their families 
living close by and thank God for his continuing generous 
provision.    

     

Sherwin received his BA from Hope College and an MDiv from 
Western Theological Seminary. He served First Reformed in 
Astoria, New York; Bethel in Sterling, Illinois; Fellowship in 
Muskegon, Michigan; and as synod minister for the Synod of 
the Great Lakes. Sherwin and Shirley live in Jenison, Michigan. 
sherwin.weener@gmail.com 
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