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Editor’s Note:

Got something you’d like to share with other retirees? 
Some brilliant reflection? An idea that is burning a hole in 
your brain? A memory that touches your heart and soul? A 
reaction to the COVID-19 pandemic? An account of your life 
in retirement? An experience in your ministry that continues 
to demonstrate the activity of God in your life? Send me an 
email. You could be included in the next issue of In Touch!

								      
Thanks, 
Bob Terwilliger, editor
terwilliger@juno.com

Roberta Arden

“Did You Forget I Am 68?”

“No. Moses was 80 when he was called.” That was the answer 
I received from God.

My faith journey actually began at age 5 when I fell in love 
with Jesus at a Presbyterian Sunday School. My family was 
not a church family. In fact, my father said there was no God. 
He believed in “Mother Nature,” though, not knowing that 
was a name for God also. He loved quoting Proverbs, not 
even realizing he was quoting the Bible. This I learned when, 
influenced by a neighbor, I began confirmation at age 13 in a 
Lutheran church close to our home.



I married at 16, and we moved to Florida. I became a widow at 
19 with two young daughters. I remarried a Southern Baptist 
a year later. Becoming very angry with the “hellfire and 
damnation” sermons of my husband’s church, I left the church 
entirely, not to return for many years. I divorced my husband 
and never married again.

My faith journey was eclectic, covering many, many years as 
I delved into a variety of religious beliefs, had many mystical 
experiences, and eventually spent over seven years in 
seminary. I wandered in the wilderness often between times 
of attending church, trying to discern who and what God was, 
and what I wanted.

When the children were grown and on their own, I moved 
from Ft. Lauderdale to Tallahassee to attend Florida State 
University. It was a wonderful time for me as I began to 
grow. I spent a semester in Florence, Italy, studying art and 
architectural history, and graduated at the age of 48 with 
an MS. I then returned to New York where I could find work. 
I obtained a position with the City of New York’s Children 
Services. I had studied social work, and this was a second love 
for me. It became a 21-year career.

I had been church shopping for quite a while, when one 
Sunday morning I almost walked past Marble Collegiate 
Church. The service was just beginning, and, on impulse, I 
went in. Dr. Arthur Calliandro was preaching that day, and 
I was mesmerized by his sermon. I went back the following 
two Sundays and soon joined the new entry class. That was in 
October of 1997, and I’m still a faithful member there.

I was still working on September 11, 2001, when the subway 
skipped my stop at Fulton Street, much to my surprise. I came 
up the subway steps on Broadway and Wall Street just as 
the second plane crashed into the tower. I was in shock and 
heartbroken for a very long time afterward. I could barely talk 
without crying for weeks. I had no family here in New York, so 
the church and small groups became my refuge. After many 
small group sessions, I began to heal. I met Dr. Rob Williams in 
2003 when he began a group called “Companions in Christ.” I 
was painfully shy and felt quite ignorant, but I kept attending.



In 2006, there were several members of the church attending 
seminary, and I began to feel a pull to attend as well, although 
I didn’t feel worthy. Dr. Williams and a few others encouraged 
me, and some even mentored me through my seminary 
experience. I didn’t think the Reformed Church would let me 
be a pastor, but I knew I could be ordained as a Minister of 
Word and Sacrament to specialized ministry in chaplaincy, 
and I could serve as a contract pastor. I had been collecting 
Social Security since I was 65 and saving it because I was 
still working, so I had enough money to pay for seminary. I 
wanted to be in the RCA because I saw its ministry as family-
oriented. I also wanted to study Hebrew and Greek! I applied 
and was accepted into New Brunswick Theological Seminary, 
graduating with 106 credits and an MDiv in May of 2013. I even 
completed two summers of Clinical Pastoral Education (CPE) 
at Westchester Medical Center.

Prior to graduation, I inquired about volunteering at Carnegie 
East House, and they asked if I could do a Sunday service, 
a Bible study, and serve as chaplain. I was ordained by the 
Rockland-Westchester Classis on June 30, 2013. The position 
didn’t work out too well because I had never learned how 
to deal with dementia. (Now I know!) So I left and began 
volunteering at Morningside Nursing Home in the Bronx, 
where I served as chaplain and led interfaith religious services. 
The home was soon sold to a Jewish organization that wanted 
their own people in place. But a position came open in the 
New York City Department of Aging, training grandparents 
how to deal with special needs children. This was my call! 
I was very good at teaching and gained more and more 
confidence. I was there three days each week for six years. I 
began to teach Sunday school at Marble Collegiate and did 
some pulpit supply in the lower Hudson Valley churches. 

My ministry only covered most of seven years before I had 
a major physical accident which required surgery and eight 
months in rehab. I wasn’t expected to live, but now I’m in 
pretty good health, very aware that God saved me. I’m still 
curious as to why.

Presently, I enjoy church, reading, Zoom meetings, and 
dabbling with watercolor, and I hope to become strong 



enough to do some more pulpit supply. I have a very deep 
love for God’s Word and love to share it in a positive manner.

Roberta obtained a GED at age 23 and promised herself 
she would go to college some day, even if she was 40. She 
managed to receive an AA degree in General Studies from 
Miami-Dade Community College in 1974. At age 42, after her 
youngest daughter passed away, she began her studies at 
Florida State University, obtaining a BS in Art History and 
an MS in Architectural Interior Design in 1984. Moving back 
to New York City in 1987 she started working for the city in 
social work. The year 2001 was hard year for Roberta as her 
oldest daughter died. Then came 9/11. However, by 2006, she 
decided to attend New Brunswick Theological Seminary; she 
graduated in 2013 with an MDiv. Roberta lives in New York 
City. robertagrace3@aol.com 

Madeline Fuentez

Remembrance

We flew from our home in Arizona to Maine to attend the 
funeral of my aunt on what would have been her 100th 
birthday, May 23. She was the last of her generation of ten: 
five siblings and their spouses. With her passing, I became the 
matriarch of our clan.

Before leaving Maine to return home, I bought a dozen red 
roses and made trips to three different cemeteries. I placed 
one rose on each of the graves of my ancestors: my great-
great-great grandparents (Reuben was born in 1803), my 
great-great grandparents, my great-grandparents, and my 
grandparents. I also placed a rose for each of my own parents, 
whose niche with their ashes can be found at the Veterans’ 
Memorial Cemetery in Augusta. 

As you can see, my roots in Maine go very, very deep—before 
the Revolutionary War; back to the ever-so-great grandfather 
and his brothers who founded the city of Southport in Maine 
when it was still part of Massachusetts; and even further back 



to Plymouth Colony and the Mayflower. Yet Maine isn’t quite 
Maine for me anymore. Not much remains of the Maine of my 
childhood. The family homestead that had been in our family 
for six generations, built by Reuben and his sons in 1851, was 
sold recently and, although I never lived there, it was the 
place I associated with “home.” The shoe factories in Gardiner, 
once world famous, have all disappeared. The married 
students’ housing on the Orono campus, where my parents 
had lived (my first home), has been demolished and replaced 
with a lecture hall. Even the Old Town canoe factory’s ancient 
red brick and wooden structure has been torn down, having 
been moved to a low, uninteresting, aluminum building with 
no character and no history. Sadly, our family is dying and 
those of the next generation don’t remember.

Remembrance…

I doubt the people whose graves received roses that day had 
any idea of what I did or why. As I began to place the roses 
on the ground by each headstone, it came to me that I was 
engaged in a sacrament, the roses being an outward, visible 
sign of an inward and spiritual grace: the act of remembering. 
Of the twelve ancestors, I had only ever known or been known 
by four. It was an affirmation of being-ness, acknowledging 
a life once lived and connected to mine through history and 
values and DNA and place. It occurred to me that there is 
something profoundly holy about remembering. As Christians, 
the highest, most spiritual act we do is to gather together to 
celebrate a feast of remembrance.

Then I wonder, who remembers me? Who remembers Iglesia 
Trinidad? Does anyone know or care that I was the first 
solo woman to have successfully planted a church? Does 
anyone remember the wild diversity of Iglesia Trinidad, where 
Hispanics, Native Americans, African Americans, and Anglos 
all worshiped together? Where the poor and the comfortably 
well-off shared a meal together every week, and where those 
without benefit of education partook of the same sermon 
as a college professor and business professionals? It was, I 
suspect, a glimpse of heaven, and I have never experienced 
anything like it before or since.



People always asked me, “Is your church growing?” The 
question they should have asked but never did was this: “Is 
ministry happening?” Throughout its 20 years, Iglesia Trinidad 
rarely saw more than 50 people in worship, yet over those 
years, literally hundreds were ministered to and had their lives 
transformed, mostly through being touched by and receiving 
the acceptance and love of Christ. In some cases, it was the 
only place where they received love and acceptance. But now 
the church has been scattered to the winds and the record 
of its life—membership, baptisms, marriages, and burials—
obliterated as though it never existed at all. Most of its people 
have been thrown back into the abyss from whence they 
came. Those who had a part in making the ministry happen 
are dying off with few left to remember.

Beth Marcus, the first woman president of the RCA General 
Synod, reportedly said that the problem with getting old 
is that no one remembers any longer who you are or what 
you did. The comfort and the hope we have is that God 
remembers. Even a mother might forget her child, but God 
never forgets even one of his dearly loved children. He even 
keeps track of the hairs on our head and he bottles our 
tears. The “alleluias” and “amens” and acclamations of “well 
done” are reserved for us and can never be taken away or 
diminished.

When I remember Iglesia Trinidad, I often find myself 
humming the last few stanzas from the musical Camelot. It 
is based on the novel by T.H. White, The Once and Future 
King, in turn based on Mallory’s book, Le Morte d’Arthur. In all 
three works, King Arthur is presented as a tragic figure, in the 
Greek sense of a hero who precipitates his own death. Arthur 
sows the seeds of his own destruction when he ideally tries to 
establish rule, not by might, but by justice and equality. In the 
musical, as Arthur prepares for his final battle, he entrusts the 
story of Camelot to a young boy. These are the words to that 
final musical scene:

Ask every person if he’s heard the story 
And tell it strong and clear if he has not 



That once there was a fleeting wisp of glory 
Called Camelot…

Don’t let it be forgot that once there was a spot 
For one brief shining moment 
That was known as 
Camelot.

Remember…

Madeline received her BS and MS from the University of 
Wisconsin, Milwaukee, and her MDiv from Trinity Theological 
Seminary. She was ordained in 1993 by the Classis of 
Wisconsin. She served as the church planter and pastor at 
Iglesia Trinidad in Milwaukee from 1991 until her retirement in 
2011. She and her husband, Robert, will celebrate their 50th 
wedding anniversary in December of this year. They live in 
Payson, Arizona. mafuentez@outlook.com 

Kaarin Granberg-Michaelson

What We Leave Behind

In the years since I worked as a hospital chaplain in Grand 
Rapids, Michigan, and retired in Santa Fe, New Mexico, I 
have experienced an explosion of creativity that I could not 
have anticipated. While too many people will never have any 
retirement benefits, or even the opportunity to retire, Wes 
and I have been gifted to retire in a place that beckoned us, a 
place where we are thriving.

Here, I am engaged in creative writing, making jewelry, 
gardening, painting, and singing. As Mr. Rogers used to say, I 
have “all the time I need” to indulge these wonderful pursuits. 
Recently, my Monday writing group embarked on a project of 
collecting our writing and putting it together in a format that 
we would like to share with others, especially our families. 
My writing includes thoughts about experiences which have 
shaped me: family history, times of joy and celebration, 
wounding events from which I have ultimately grown, and the 
path to my faith and vocation.



I consider myself fortunate to have known that I wanted to 
be part of healing work ever since I listened to RCA career 
missionary to China, Jeanette Veldman. As she spoke from 
the pulpit of Maplewood Reformed Church, she captivated 
my adolescent imagination completely. From then on, I hoped 
that I would become a missionary nurse. She sowed in me the 
seed of desire to be a helper.

Experiences in the Church of the Savior in Washington, D.C., 
propelled me to enter Wesley Theological Seminary, which 
led me to a degree in pastoral care and counseling. With a 
physician friend, I received a grant to begin a holistic health 
center in the inner city. In my counseling practice, I heard 
many stories of grief. When I looked for an antidote to so 
much brokenness, it seemed to me that the church could 
become more intentional. Some churches have instinctively 
offered unconditional acceptance to hurting members and 
embodied God’s mercy and grace.

My own experience of healing in the context of loving faith 
communities inspired me to write three small books about the 
church’s healing mission. After I was ordained to the Ministry 
of Word and Sacrament, I became a hospital chaplain to the 
urgently ill, the elderly, and brain-injured patients in long-term 
care. Nothing I had experienced before this job prepared me 
for the challenge and gifts of these years.

As I look over my life and its gleanings, I am collecting 
my poetry, creative non-fiction, family history, and 
children’s stories. What life lessons can I offer to my young 
grandchildren? I will likely not be around to counsel and 
comfort them in their first crisis. So, I plan to share my 
thoughts on what has made me who I am. In doing so, I 
plan to be transparent. I want my loved ones to know that 
disappointment and adversity are part of every life—that 
although I did not always see it, God has been with me in all 
circumstances.  

That is the beauty of wisdom. Though health and strength 
diminish, and our brain slows down, if we are fortunate, we 
can see that God has had hold of us all along. Sooner or later, 



I will join those who have gone before me. In whatever form 
heaven exists, I believe that I will be held in God’s measureless 
love eternally. In the meantime, I plan to live life to its fullest.

What will you leave behind? Your family history, how you 
grew up, your companions, what led you to faith and ministry, 
and, of course, your list of accomplishments? I hope that you 
will also consider sharing some of your times of doubt and 
disillusionment, times when you may have felt like giving up. 
Who were your mentors? What helped you recover hope in 
times of difficulty? In this way, those who come after you will 
receive the gift of a roadmap to God’s redeeming grace. 

Today may not be your finest hour. You may be doing battle 
with poor health, the incalculable loss of your partner or 
best friend, or the fear of death nipping at your heels. As you 
consider what to say—what to leave behind—I hope that you 
will let your friends and loved ones know you were never truly 
alone, that in all circumstances you belonged to God.

Kaarin Granberg-Michaelson received her BA from 
Hope College and a master’s degree in Pastoral Care 
and Counseling from Wesley Theological Seminary. She 
completed her path to ordination in the Reformed Church 
in America. She was a short-term missionary to Japan and 
a pastoral counselor, and she is the author of three books. 
She completed her career as a hospital chaplain at Blodgett 
Hospital in Grand Rapids, Michigan. She lives happily in Santa 
Fe, New Mexico, with her husband and two cats. She has two 
children and two grandchildren. krgm521@gmail.com 

Melody Takken Meeter

Pandemic Planning

The best-laid plans… We had planned to retire in Brooklyn, 
where we’d lived for 20 years and where we owned our co-op 
apartment. Then, COVID-19.



It happened like this. I retired as chaplain and director for 
spiritual care at NYU Brooklyn (formerly Lutheran HealthCare) 
in January 2020, weeks before lock-down. Just in time, my 
beleaguered hospital colleagues later said.

Immediately I began caring for my 6-month-old grandson as 
my daughter returned to work. Five mornings a week in frigid 
February, I walked across Prospect Park to pick up Theo from 
their sixth floor apartment, then back across the park for a 
day in our third floor apartment. But it didn’t last long. By the 
end of March, as death tolls rose in the city, my daughter and 
son-in-law felt increasingly unsafe and decided to move in, for 
a time, with relatives upstate and work remotely.

In the meantime, our church, Old First Reformed Church in 
Park Slope, Brooklyn, closed its doors and worship resumed 
on Zoom. This is the church where my husband, Daniel 
Meeter, had been pastor for nearly 20 years. He, too, planned 
to retire in 2020, in the summer. Now it was just the two of us 
in our apartment. I took up journal writing and poetry; Daniel 
took up online pastoring. We took long walks every day, 
separately. In June, there was no retirement party for Daniel, 
no dancing, no feasting, no hugs. Our beloved congregation 
prepared an amazing online service on his last Sunday to 
thank him for his ministry. The service included beautiful 
music and tributes and children reading Scripture in a sort of 
Zoom version of reader’s theater. Tears and laughter. A hard 
goodbye.

By summertime, our children had fallen in love with the 
Hudson Valley and decided to stay, like thousands of other 
New Yorkers during the pandemic. We’d made a commitment 
to say goodbye to our congregation, where most of our 
deepest connections were, and now our family was a two-
hour drive away—an unpleasant drive in and out of the city. 
We were also unable to visit our son and his family, who live in 
Germany. In October, in a leap of faith, hope, and love, we put 
our apartment on the market and moved upstate. We now live 
in the town of New Paltz, a ten-minute drive from family.

It is beautiful here in the Wallkill Valley, with our view of the 
Shawangunk Mountains. We have been warmly welcomed by 



the ministers and churches of the Mid-Hudson Classis. Daniel 
is busy with classis work and preaching. I work part-time as 
an associate pastor at Hopewell Reformed Church. Our lines 
have fallen in pleasant places.

We have a yard now and a lawn and a riding lawn mower. 
Culture shock. I felt self-righteous in New York, where our car 
would sit unused for weeks on end. I was proud of my “small” 
carbon footprint, though New York City itself, with its sheer 
size, as Wendell Berry says somewhere, is an environmental 
disaster. But I did love walking out of my building every 
morning into all kinds of weather, walking to the grocery 
story, the bookstore, the subway, to family and friends. There 
were always people outside with me, everywhere, walking 
about their daily lives. I miss that.

During the height of the pandemic, the streets got so quiet 
in Brooklyn. Although 50 percent of New Yorkers do not own 
cars, traffic congestion is constant and constantly clamorous. 
I guess I had stopped hearing the noise. I wrote this poem:

Preparing for Easter in a Pandemic

No large gatherings allowed.
No processions, trumpets, organs, choirs.
It will be like the first Easter, quiet.
A small bang, our preacher once said.
The angels at the tomb are soft-spoken, to the point.
They do not sing.
Only Matthew reports some clamor, an earthquake.
Here, epicenter of the virus, the streets are quiet.
Hush of no traffic.
I sit on a park bench taking it in, strange quiet.
Just birds and sirens.
Birds siren birds birds siren.
Behind closed doors our wailing deeply wailing.
A daughter gets the grievous news by phone— 
her father has died in the hospital alone.
Angels and earthquakes, birds and sirens.
Hard to remember the sirens mean two things— 
Someone is dying and someone is being saved.



Melody received her BA from Calvin College (now University) 
and her MDiv from New York Theological Seminary. She 
was ordained in the RCA and then completed a chaplaincy 
residency at Memorial Sloan Kettering Hospital. She served 
as a chaplain in several hospitals and as a hospice chaplain in 
Grand Rapids, Michigan. Before her retirement in 2020, she 
was director for Spiritual Care at NYU Brooklyn for 15 years. 
She has a special interest in ethics and palliative care and 
completed a certificate program in bioethics through Yeshiva 
University. She lives with her husband, Daniel, in New Paltz, 
New York. melodymeeter@gmail.com 

Barbara Nauta

There are not a lot of ways I can participate in the life of the 
RCA. Not directly. The RCA church in my area, The Reformed 
Church in Plano, the church I served as associate pastor, 
closed more than five years ago. There are no other RCA 
churches in the Dallas/Ft. Worth area. The classis I belong 
to holds its meetings too distant geographically for me to 
attend. 

So, I rely on the denomination reaching out to me, for which 
I am sincerely grateful. For instance, when my RCA retiree 
chaplain gets in touch to schedule a time to get together for a 
conversation, I make every effort to be available.

Ever since the pandemic, most of the interaction takes place 
virtually. I watch and listen to the YouTube presentations from 
our general secretary, Eddy Alemán. I read the emails and 
newsletters from the Synod of the Heartland. I appreciate the 
updates that come from the headquarters in Grand Rapids.

When the offer came to participate along with general synod 
delegates in the devotions to prepare them for General 
Synod, I participated as well. The devotion on leadership 
particularly reminded me of the following short essay, “Follow 
the Leader,” I wrote during the pandemic. I thought I would 
share it with you.



Follow the Leader
by Barbara Nauta

March 2020

“Come, follow me,” Jesus said, “and I will send you out to fish 
for people.”

Mark 1:17, Peters Digital Press

A favorite game children enjoy is “follow the leader.” I can still 
see my first four grandchildren playing it. Tyler, the first born 
and the tallest, in the lead with the three others following 
behind, one behind the other, from next tallest to the shortest, 
like walking down a staircase. They weave back and forth and 
in and out like a living creature imitating their leader’s every 
move.

I, however, would find myself sitting on the couch in our family 
room watching the coming and the going with great joy and 
satisfaction. The children are happy, and I admire the interest 
and energy they put into their game. It is a good game to 
play. But I am satisfied to admire the way they are playing 
together. I am not about to get up off the couch and start 
imitating all the things the leader is doing. I am not interested 
in following the leader.

As I sit here and remember and reflect on my experience of 
non-involvement with “follow the leader” as role-modeled by 
my grandchildren in their grandparent’s home, it struck me as 
an apt illustration of how we confuse the terms “admire” and 
“imitate.” If I were to ask any of my friends, family, neighbors, 
and fellow church- goers about imitating Jesus, would they 
confuse the term with admiration?

These two terms juxtaposed were brought to my attention by 
Eugene Peterson in his book A Long Obedience in the Same 
Direction. Admiration is passive. It does not require anything 
of us. We can hold ourselves at a distance. Perhaps not on a 
family room couch, but uninvolved with the action just the 
same.



Some of us were talking about this the other day and we 
noticed how the word “imitate” is a verb. Verbs connote 
action. Participation. Often inducing some level of change. If I 
am going to join the group following Tyler, I might find myself 
crawling under the dining room table and running down the 
sidewalk.

Jesus said, “Come, follow me.” The Greek gives the sense of 
“come join.” If I am to follow Tyler, I have to join in all Tyler is 
doing to be his follower. What is Jesus doing that I need to 
be a part of doing as well if I am going to consider myself a 
follower of Jesus? How is Jesus relating to other people in his 
encounters with them? How am I?

Over and over, we can see how approachable and hospitable 
Jesus is. Blind Bartimaeus calls out as Jesus was passing by, 
and Jesus stops and tends to the man’s request (Mark 10:46-
52). When Zacchaeus was so eager to get a glimpse of Jesus 
the day Jesus came to town but was frustrated by the large 
crowd, he climbed a tree so he could see. Jesus noticed—to 
such an extent that he initiated a visit with him. If you the 
read the story in Luke 19:2-8, note Zacchaeus’s response.

In his book The Art of Christian Listening, Thomas Hart writes:

“The purpose of our lives is to become like Jesus, and 
not just to resemble him externally but to be rooted 
and grounded in him (Ephesians 3:17), to be ever more 
closely identified with him so that we can say, ‘I live, 
now not I, but Christ lives in me’ (Galatians 2:20). Any 
growth in the living out of the great commandment 
is growth in Christ. The entire object of Christian 
spirituality is right here.”

If the purpose of our lives is to become like Jesus, then the 
question is: What is Jesus like?

Jesus, move me beyond my admiration of you to become 
more like you. Amen.



Barb received her AB from Wheaton College and her MDiv 
from Perkins School of Theology. She came through the TEA 
(now MFCA) program for certification for ordination. She 
was the associate pastor at the Plano Reformed Church in 
Plano, Texas, and has served on the MFCA board. She and her 
husband, Ronald, live in Frisco, Texas. bjnauta@gmail.com  
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