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Editor’s Note 

Inside this issue, Melody Meeter dons her spiritual director 
cap and concludes with a few questions about what 
“worlds” we’re exploring in retirement, and she is not 
thinking necessarily about travel. I wondered how I might 
respond. And then I wondered how readers of In Touch 
might respond, in writing! 

I’d love to hear from you, and maybe you’ll take Melody’s 
questions to heart. I suggest 500-1,000 words and offer these 
writing prompts (choose at least one, or come up with your 
own):  

●​ What worlds are you exploring in your retirement? In 
what ways do you continue to live out your call to 
ministry? How is God working or active in your life? 

●​ What has been meaningful about your ordination in 
the RCA and/or your time in active ministry? 

●​ What are your perceptions about the RCA today? 
What would you say to those serving as RCA ministers 
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of Word and sacrament (as pastors or in specialized 
ministry)? 

●​ How has your perception of yourself as a minister 
changed? In what ways have your views about 
ministry changed? What did you learn in ministry 
that serves you well today? 

I’m happy to respond to ideas you may have. Upcoming 
article deadlines are January 5 and April 1, 2026.  

Terry DeYoung, editor​
terry.a.deyoung@gmail.com 

 

David Blauw 
Ukraine, check. Vietnam, check. Ecuador, check. Myanmar, 
check. Oman, check. The Netherlands, check. 

For the past three summers I have been a part-time guide at 
Windmill Island Gardens in Holland, Michigan. Ask me 
anything about how a windmill works and I likely will know 
the answer. And, I have personally interacted with people 
from 117 nations. Yes, 117. All roads from every corner of the 
planet seem to lead to seeing that 250-year-old flour mill. The 
chance to rub shoulders with people from around the world 
has been fascinating. As disciples of Jesus, we are urged to 
honor the long tradition of the people of God to welcome the 
stranger.  

Since moving on from my 30-year career in hospital 
chaplaincy—at Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore, the 
Medical Center at Princeton in New Jersey, and Holland 
Hospital in Michigan—I have reflected on what it means to be 
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hospitable to those who are ill, exiled, or searching for hope in 
this sometimes-difficult life. 

Our family of five has known the hardship of a debilitating 
spinal cord injury for our daughter and the struggles of 
navigating complex national politics. We have known the 
reward for serving an RCA congregation for 12 years, walking 
the road with ordinary people with interests, trials, and those 
searching for meaning.  

We have enjoyed the prosperity of our age, put two 
daughters and one son through higher education, and have 
been thrilled by grandparenthood, four times over. My wife, 
Barb, has been a “better than average” early childhood 
teacher and has mentored hundreds of kids as the light bulb 
of reading clicked on, and they also learned they were 
cherished by their fine and compassionate teacher. 

I have personally been in the mosaic of hundreds of 
end-of-life scenes for congregants, hospital patients, and 
family members. In the emergency department, I found 
reward in being one of a few who chose to run toward 
unspeakable sudden loss and not away from it. I have been 
depleted and drained by feeling overwhelmed with human 
suffering. 

Concurrently, I have found reward in summing up human life 
in many eulogies, found joy in shepherding couples to start 
the mystery of marriage together, and have rejoiced with 
those who rejoice. I have encountered many strangers— 
foreigners—and found them to be friends and co-explorers of 
this amazing life given as a gift and sustained by the 
Almighty One. I have been awed by Jesus’s sense of welcome, 
acceptance, forgiveness, firm direction, and tenderness. 
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I have seen this across generations, with my parents, Stuart 
and Bernice Blauw, as models of faith, love, and care. I have 
known the joy in having an identical twin brother and two 
other siblings. I have experienced the natural world of 
National Parks and lone canoe lakes. I have stood at the 
ocean, been humbled by travel to Honduras and Chiapas, 
Mexico, and been awed at the Jersey Shore and the Third 
Coast in West Michigan—always silenced by beauty. 

My view of the world and of God’s love has grown to include 
all of God’s children as loved and accepted, and I am 
convinced all of God’s children need to work together to 
preserve planet Earth, nurture human relationships of care, 
and be bound in solidarity for peace, surrounded by the love 
of the Triune God. 

Sri Lanka, check. Russia, check. Slovakia, check. Tanzania, 
check. Holland, Michigan, check. Montgomery, Alabama, 
check. 

Ministry brings the good news of hospitality and a home for 
all, with the one God who made us all. 

David was ordained in 1982 after earning degrees from Hope 
College and Western Theological Seminary. He also received 
a master’s degree in pastoral care from Loyola University in 
Maryland. From 1982 to 1994 he served Blawenburg 
Reformed Church in New Jersey (no direct family 
relationship). From 1994 to 2024 he was senior chaplain at 
Holland (Michigan) Hospital, where he was responsible for 
direct patient care, medical ethics matters, and helping 
humanize the healthcare milieu; he also supervised about 
70 seminary students in pastoral care internships. In 
addition to serving as a windmill guide, David is a retiree 
chaplain through the RCA program coordinated by the 
capable Rev. Mornier Rich. david.blauw@gmail.com  
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Doug Van Aartsen 

Nearing my 75th birthday, I find myself living near Highway 
75 in Sioux Center, Iowa. It seems appropriate to look back 
and a little forward from near 75. 

Near 75 years old: Personally, the journey has been very 
satisfying if not at all what I expected in my first quarter 
century. As I was nearing my 20th birthday, I gave voice to a 
thought that had been rumbling in my head for a few years. I 
said, “I am never going to be a pastor and I’m never going to 
live in the big city.”  That didn’t prove to be prophetic in the 
least.  

I finished Northwestern College and found a job as a social 
studies teacher in a small, north, central Iowa high school. It 
was there that I married Sharon, and it was there that two 
other teachers and I started a high school Bible study. I was 
the default Bible teacher, while another of the teachers was 
the group’s leader and evangelist. I enjoyed my time there, 
but the school had to retrench teachers to make budget and 
as one of the last hired, I was one of the first fired. I then 
found another teaching job in a small northwest Iowa school 
where I taught history and was the head girls’ basketball and 
track coach as well as an assistant football coach. After two 
years, I was burned out. I no longer wanted to be a traditional 
high school teacher, and I was looking for what the Lord 
would have me do next. In the spring of that year, I resigned, 
and by fall I was in seminary. This turn of events surprised me, 
but it didn’t surprise too many others.  

I attended Western Theological Seminary, and it was a time 
of growth, reflection, and renewal for me. When I graduated 
and began looking for a call, Sharon and I wanted to serve a 
church that wanted to, needed to, and could grow. We 
wound up taking the smallest church that had an interest in 
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me and went to the “big city” of Royal Oak, Michigan, an inner 
suburb of Detroit. The Lord blessed us there. We were gifted 
with our two children, and the church grew by 60 percent 
during our 11 years there. It had also been my intention that I 
would never go to a church that I couldn’t see myself retiring 
from, but after 11 years the Lord brought us to the realization 
that it was time for the church in Royal Oak to have different 
leadership, and we took a call to a very different kind of 
church. 

First Reformed Church of Ireton, Iowa, would be our calling 
for the next 26 years. The area was great for our young 
children. Although this church did not grow during those 
years, we continued to be in ministry to the Ireton area and, 
by God’s grace, many new people joined our church, keeping 
it more than viable during those years. One of my great joys 
in Ireton is that I was able to be one of the founding board 
members for the church planting missionary for the classes 
of East Sioux and West Sioux. During those 10 years we 
started about seven churches (it depends on how exactly you 
count them) and most of them continue to this day, nearly 30 
years later for the first of them.  

During those years our children grew up, got married, had 
children, and settled in this area. I retired in 2018 at age 67. I 
feel as though God was leading us all the way. There were 
times when it looked like things were going to go very badly, 
but our Lord blessed us and brought us through them to his 
glory and honor. And now as a grandfather to eight and a 
popular substitute preacher in this area, I have many reasons 
to praise God.  

Near Highway 75: As I watch the development of the RCA 
since I’ve retired, I’ve been shocked to see how the RCA has 
changed. When I came to Western Seminary from northwest 
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Iowa, I saw myself as someone more conservative and 
evangelical than all the professors and most of my 
classmates. Today, in northwest Iowa, I find myself on the 
more “liberal” side of things. I know I’ve changed, but not as 
much as the more “conservative” side of the church. I once 
thought I didn’t fit in the RCA as well as I could have because 
I was too “conservative” and too “evangelical.” Now it seems 
that I don’t fit very well with most of the older evangelical  
RCA churches in this area because I am too “liberal.” I believe 
this because I never voted for Donald Trump. I am in favor of 
universal healthcare, and I think that the U.S. should do 
everything it can to help immigrants who have come here 
looking for a better life. None of these ideas would gain a 
majority of the votes where I live. 

Almost all the churches we successfully started when I was 
on the steering committee for the church planting 
missionary have stayed with the RCA. Almost all the “mother” 
and “sister” churches that helped these churches get started 
have left the RCA, mostly for theological reasons. I suspect 
that this development says something about the tense 
relationship that developed between denominational 
leadership and the longer established, more evangelical 
churches in the RCA, mostly due to differing views on biblical 
interpretation, chiefly centered on the view of same-sex 
relationships. 

It’s hard to understand the “whys” of this. But it seems to me 
that both sides started believing the other was not really 
respecting their theology, which was reflected in their 
politics. I also wonder if what was different now than the last 
time the RCA almost split (over women’s ordination) is that 
this time so many of the RCA pastors had not attended the 
RCA seminaries and so did not have the same base of 
experience and trust that classmates often have. 
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Today, near Highway 75, I mostly don’t talk about politics, but 
I do preach almost as often as I’m invited. Over these last 
eight years I’ve preached on nearly half of the Sundays, and 
I’ve never felt more appreciated. I often find people who stop 
me and say how they appreciated the sermon I preached in 
their church a few weeks back. And often, they will be able to 
quote specifics of the sermon, which is very gratifying.  

Our family continues to grow. Our oldest grandchildren are 
now in their late teens and becoming independent and are a 
real blessing to us; the youngest of them shower us with love 
and affection.  

The view from near 75 is both worrisome and hopeful. It’s 
worrisome because of how little we treat the “others” as 
sisters and brothers in Christ. It’s hopeful because our hope is 
built on nothing less than Jesus’s love and faithfulness.  

Doug graduated from Northwestern College in 1972 with a 
double major in history and social studies and returned to 
Northwestern in 1973 to pick up a coaching endorsement. He 
taught high school for four years. He graduated from 
Western Theological Seminary in 1981. He served Church of 
the Redeemer in Royal Oak, Michigan, from 1981 to 1992, and 
First Reformed Church of Ireton, Iowa, from 1992 to 2018. He 
married Sharon Bouwman in 1973. They now attend 
CenterPoint Church in Sioux Center and Hawarden, Iowa. 
They have two children and eight grandchildren, all living 
within 40 miles of Sioux Center. pastordougirc@gmail.com  

Melody Meeter 
I wrote here some four years ago about our retirement during 
the pandemic, when we moved from Brooklyn to New Paltz, 
90 miles north of New York City. We followed our daughter 
and son-in-law here. They had lived within walking distance 
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in Brooklyn but moved temporarily upstate with their two 
young children at the height of COVID. They decided to stay 
here, like thousands of other New Yorkers, and when we 
retired, we moved to be near them. 

Dan and I moved our membership from Brooklyn Classis to 
Mid-Hudson Classis, with its 28 churches up and down the 
east and west sides of the Hudson River. Since most of our 
churches are small and more than half are without pastors, all 
the retired pastors within these bounds have plenty of 
opportunities to preach, teach, serve on classis committees, 
supervise, etc. I’m currently serving as classis president, 
supervising two churches, and preaching once or twice a 
month. And, with the restructuring agenda on our plate, we 
are plenty busy. We are planning to merge with Orange 
Classis, to the south of us, to form a new middle assembly, yet 
to be named. There’s a naming contest happening as I write. I 
suggested Our Lady of Sorrows but doubt it will make it into 
the top ten. I was joking, of course, but why must Protestants 
always choose such upbeat names? There are, after all, plenty 
of causes for weeping this side of the grave.  

What is retirement for? What is it supposed to look like? 
Sometimes I resent the church work I freely volunteered for. 
But, really now, isn’t this just the same old human 
complaint—ever since we got kicked out of the garden— 
about having to work at all? And hasn’t retirement freed up 
for me at least 20 hours a week in which to follow my bliss? 
And don’t I have plenty of money? Truthfully, being 
immersed in struggling spiritual communities is where I 
often find the bliss.  

Our culture mainly wants one thing from us retirees: that we 
be good little consumers until we die. Travel, in particular, is 
held up as the thing we are supposed to do when we retire. 

 

9 



Like it’s some kind of good work or sanctification. I watch 
various PBS series with my granddaughter, who is 11 years old. 
She loves Downton Abbey, All Creatures Great and Small, 
Pride and Prejudice—all the wonderful snobbish shows. She’s 
learned to imitate a British accent. Perhaps you’ve seen that 
PBS ad for Viking Cruises. As scenes unfold of slender, 
young-looking retirees—eating, drinking wine, reading in a 
luxurious cabin—the female voiceover tells us how amazing 
these cruises are. She ends with the phrase, “A Viking Cruise, 
exploring the world in comfort.” My granddaughter knows 
the ad by heart and mimics the narrator with delicious 
accuracy and irony.  

What worlds are you exploring in your retirement? Not on the 
other side of the ocean, but where you live, within 30 miles of 
your home. What worlds are you exploring in books? I’m 
currently reading The Death of Adam by Marilynne Robinson.  

Melody is a graduate of Calvin College and New York 
Theological Seminary. She has a Certificate in Bioethics 
through Yeshiva University/Montefiore-Einstein Hospitals, is 
certified through the Association of Professional Chaplains, 
and completed her residency at Memorial Sloan Kettering 
and New York Hospitals. She served as a chaplain in several 
hospitals, specializing in hospice, palliative care, and ethics 
consultation. From 2006 to 2020 she served as director for 
the spiritual care department at Lutheran Healthcare (now 
NYU Brooklyn). She and her husband, the Rev. Dr. Daniel 
Meeter, moved to New Paltz, New York, in 2021 to be near 
their children and grandchildren. They are enjoying all the 
new connections with pastors and congregants in 
Mid-Hudson Classis. melodymeeter@gmail.com  
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Ned Beadel 
I found purpose and meaning in my retirement in a dream 
that God birthed deep in my heart 35 years before I retired in 
2016. Here’s my story. 

I was 30 years old and serving as a minister of music in an 
RCA congregation in Carmichael, California, under the 
leadership of Karl Overbeek (also a retired RCA pastor). I went 
through a serious burnout phase in my life and was ready to 
quit the ministry. Karl, being the leader and mentor he was in 
my life, arranged for me to spend a week with the Rev. Dr. 
Harold Englund, who was pastoring Carmel Presbyterian 
Church in Carmel, California. Karl believed that Dr. Englund, 
with his extensive background in music, plus his years serving 
in many churches and as president of Western Theological 
Seminary (1972-1983), would be able to guide me out of this 
dark place in my life.  

Each day Dr. Englund and I had deep conversations about 
my ministry and issues in my personal life. The dedicated 
time he gave me was special and humbling. His wisdom and 
insight guided me back to emotional and spiritual health. My 
week with him was life changing. As I drove home I 
remember saying to God, “If there’s ever a chance that I could 
do or be for another person in ministry what Dr. Englund was 
for me, I’m in!”  

God heard that and hatched within me a dream to someday 
have a ministry to ministry leaders and their spouses who 
find themselves in a difficult time—who need a respite and 
someone to listen to them and offer encouragement, prayer, 
and coaching to get them back on track with their calling.  

In 1990 I was called by California Classis to plant a new church 
in Palmdale, California, and I served that church until I retired 
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in April 2016. Yet, during all the years I was serving Desert 
Winds Community Church, God kept that dream alive in my 
heart. He actually used those years, through my successes 
and failures in ministry, to shape me for the dream he had for 
me in retirement.  

In 2003 God led my wife, Wendy, and me to a piece of 
property in a community 60 miles northeast of Sacramento, 
in the gold mining area of Grass Valley, called Lake Wildwood. 
We built a home in 2005 for the purpose of fulfilling the 
dream God planted in us. I joyfully continued my service to 
Desert Winds, knowing God was not done using me in 
Palmdale. There are too many stories to share how God 
provided us with the finances, the right builder, and the 
support team to build our house in Lake Wildwood. At one 
point in 2008, when the big housing bubble burst and we 
were thrown into one of the worst recessions in decades, we 
feared losing the house, but God miraculously provided. 
There were no surprise checks that showed up in the mail to 
save the day; it was more like the loaves and fishes miracle. 
The resources were just always there to keep the dream alive.  

Then, in 2015, I felt God nudging at my heart that my time at 
Desert Winds was coming to an end. I submitted my 
resignation to the consistory and asked if I could stay until 
Easter Sunday 2016, completing 25 years of ministry at the 
church. But once I retired, instead of heading to Lake 
Wildwood to begin the dream, God led us to Fullerton, 
California, to care for Wendy’s mom until she died in 2019. 
Then we thought we’d be on our way to Lake Wildwood but 
God said, “Not yet!” It was hard to hear that from God, but 
Isaiah 40:31 became real to me at that time. We were serving 
a wonderful church in Paramount, California, and I was 
working with people in recovery and discipling men in the 
church.  

 

12 



In 2023 we finally made the move to Lake Wildwood full time 
and began hosting ministry leaders. In our journey God led us 
to join a wonderful national ministry, Standing Stone Ministry 
(www.standingstoneministry.org). We are now living the 
dream! God has brought us a variety of ministry leaders, 
some who simply need a rest, some who need a directed 
respite or retreat to work through either ministry or personal 
issues, and some who find themselves in the midst of a crisis 
in their church or in their marriage. We listen a lot and pray a 
lot with the couples God brings us. We offer encouragement 
and coaching as needed. But mostly we just love on whoever 
God brings us.  

In this last year God led me to work with a church in 
Carmichael I had served 35 years before to help them 
through a painful transition. What a blessing it was to serve 
them for that year.  

There’s not a day that Wendy and I don’t feel the blessing of 
God working in our lives, using us to help other ministry 
leaders. And, who knows, they just might drive home and 
have a passing thought of helping other ministry leaders 
someday themselves.  

If you need a respite or a retreat or know someone else who 
does, send me an email and we’ll make it happen. 

Ned earned a bachelor’s degree in music education from 
Whittier College. He worked full time for the “Hour of Power” 
television program and Garden Grove Community Church, 
and later became minister of music for Christ Community 
Church in Carmichael, California. In 1988 Ned went to Fuller 
Theological Seminary and was part of the first graduating 
class under the RCA’s Theological Education Agency. In 1990 
Ned and his wife, Wendy, moved to Palmdale, California, to 
plant Desert Winds Community Church, where he served 
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until retirement in 2016. He became director of church health 
for California Classis and was moderator of the General 
Synod Council (2018-2020). Ned and Wendy are now retreat 
shepherds for Standing Stone Ministry and reside in Penn 
Valley, California. pastorned@mac.com  

Stan Hagemeyer 
I first retired in 2000, so there are several chapters to my 
retirement years, and I described some of them in a previous 
submission to this publication. We established our retirement 
residence on a small lake near Ludington, Michigan, the 
fulfillment of a lifelong dream. My wife, Mary Ann, and I both 
enjoy the woodsy quiet in our neighborhood. But a languid 
life of retirement was not to be ours. 

A local church invited me to serve as interim, and that led to 
many other opportunities. I took training with the 
Presbyterian Interim Ministry Consortium. I have served as 
interim at two RCA churches, six Evangelical Covenant, one 
UCC, and one ELCA, in Michigan, New York, Ohio, and 
Nebraska. Being a Lutheran pastor for a year and half, with 
three different services each week, was perhaps the most 
challenging, but also enriching. We joined Faith Covenant 
Church in Manistee, Michigan, almost 25 years ago, and our 
Evangelical Covenant Church friends across the Great Lakes 
Conference are a great blessing. But enough of this church 
talk.  

Writing has become my big adventure. I published Courage 
to Care in late 2018, a resource to train and encourage 
laypersons and clergy engaging with people in trouble. The 
book grew out of an earlier sabbatical, plus interviews with 
caregivers and people in situations of suffering. Their stories 
are sprinkled throughout the book. People tell me it is a good 
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book but launching it at the beginning of the COVID 
pandemic was tough.  

Some years ago, I began to write family stories to entertain 
our children and grandchildren, describing incidents from my 
growing-up years on the farm in Minnesota. Each Christmas 
for the last 15 years, our children and adult grandchildren 
receive a packet with five or six episodes, ready to be added 
to their binders. I do these for fun, but also for their 
education.  

This experience led me to begin writing genuine short-story 
fiction. In recent years I attend a local writers club twice 
monthly. A dozen individuals or more present poetry or prose, 
often portions of a longer work in progress. Each person 
reads their material as the participants follow along on copies 
provided. Then they offer compliments and critique to 
improve the material. Besides the conversation, they correct 
spelling or grammar or make other suggestions on the 
copies returned to the writer. This has been a great source of 
encouragement to me. Several members are retired English 
teachers, and a couple are professionally involved in writing 
and editing work but do not identify themselves as such. 

At first, it took a lot of courage for me to present anything 
before this body. But they are gracious and affirming. Only a 
tiny minority are Christians, while several speak of their 
background in churches with disdain. A few of them are 
active Unitarians. The group is stimulating and provides a sort 
of mission challenge. Eventually I became a regular member. 
One time I brought my guitar and sang one of the Christian 
songs I have composed and received positive comments and 
appreciation. Several have become good friends of mine. 
They encouraged me to submit material for publication and a 
couple of my stories now appear in a literary journal. 
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My big project is a historical fiction account of the life of my 
Hagemeyer grandparents, from their marriage in 1900 to 
their golden wedding anniversary in 1950, when I was 11 years 
old. A photo of the family gathered to celebrate that 50th 
anniversary shows 16 people, including uncles, aunts, and 
cousins. Not long ago I realized that I am the only person 
pictured who is still living, so I feel a peculiar responsibility to 
tell their story. 

I had the blessing of knowing my grandparents about 25 
years and remember them well. Legal documents I’ve 
obtained show the extent of their challenges surviving the 
Great Depression, the dry 1930s, and numerous setbacks. The 
complete book is now 165,000 words plus several pictures. I 
am currently editing to improve it before publishing. My 
cousins’ children and their families are numerous, and I see 
them on visits to Minnesota. They and our own kids will be 
the primary readers, I suppose, unless a professional 
publisher takes interest. I hope to have it ready for publication 
by December, titled Ground Cherries of the Prairie. 

Last year I edited and published a volume of poetic writings 
by Richard Jansma, a friend who died several years ago. His 
materials have been in my hands ever since, and two other 
poets joined me in preparing this volume, honoring his life 
and work. It is called Always Near the Edge. 

We know it is a privilege to be blessed with relatively good 
health. Mary Ann volunteers with the local senior citizen 
center, and once or twice a week drives seniors to medical 
appointments. She is busy with two different book clubs, 
reading voraciously. We both take part in political efforts to 
bring sanity back to our land and protect the weary alien 
among us. 
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Stan is a graduate of Hope College (1962) and Western 
Theological Seminary (MDiv 1965, DMin 1988), plus 
intercultural graduate studies in Calcutta, India (1965-67). He 
served two Reformed churches in Illinois, founded the Good 
News Community in Grand Rapids, Michigan, and finally 
served Saranac Community Church in Saranac, Michigan, 
before his series of interim assignments, most of which were 
part time. Stan and Mary Ann have four children and 12 
grandchildren. They live off the beaten track on a small lake 
near Fountain, Michigan. stanh79@gmail.com  

Steve Giordano 
In June 2012, Nassau-Suffolk Classis approved my request for 
retirement, but retirement did not actually happen until 
August 15, 2025, my 75th birthday. Like many friends in 
ministry, Carla and I needed to improve our ability to retire. 

Our RCA journey began at First Reformed Church in College 
Point, New York, where I was the youth group leader and 
Carla was a youth group member. No dating allowed but we 
grew in our affection. About five years later, when I was 
attending New Brunswick Theological Seminary (NBTS) and 
Carla was attending Queens Hospital Center School of 
Nursing, we began dating. We married in July 1976.  

I became the pastor of Old First Reformed Church in 
Brooklyn, New York. We were blessed to serve with a 
congregation that grew from about 15 to 150 during our eight 
years there. Good teaching at NBTS, especially from Dr. 
Howard Hageman, taught us that the secret to church 
growth was learning to say yes to any community 
organization that asked for the congregation’s help. For Old 
First, it was important to say yes to Christian Help in Park 
Slope, a ministry serving the homeless. That partnership 
worked in favor of a historic congregation, founded in 1654, 
experiencing changing community demographics. 
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Next came 20 years at Clinton Avenue Reformed Church in 
Bergenfield, New Jersey. In the face of unfavorable 
demographics, the congregation said yes to the Englewood 
Hospital Chaplaincy Program, the Bergenfield and Dumont 
Clergy Association, the Bergen County Council of Churches, 
the Faith and Action publication of the Bergen Record, the 
Interreligious Fellowship for the Homeless, and the Interfaith 
Brotherhood and Sisterhood. During these wonderful years, 
Carla shifted from hospital nursing to serving as a school 
nurse and our kindergarten daughter grew up and became a 
lawyer who founded Start.law and maintains an active 
practice focused on supporting social impact startups.  

Our next stop was an enjoyable eight-year ministry at the 
Massapequa Reformed Church in Massapequa, New York. By 
then, Carla’s multiple sclerosis ended her wonderful career in 
nursing, but that meant she had more time to be involved in 
Massapequa’s ministry.  

Our alleged retirement began when we were invited by our 
daughter and her husband to share a home in Novato, 
California, that included the daily blessing of interacting with 
our grandson. Life in the pulpit was supposed to end, and it 
did for three months, until our pastor at Novato Presbyterian 
Church invited me to join the staff on a part-time basis that 
sure felt like full-time. Gently coasting toward full retirement 
seemed to be the plan, until we became a fully trained 
interim pastoral team serving with the All Saints Lutheran 
Church in Novato. 

Then came a granddaughter and a move to Baltimore, where 
we led a quiet three-month period of enjoying the life of 
active members at the University Baptist Church. Then the 
Board of Benefits Services of the Reformed Church in 
America invited me to become a retiree chaplain, and we 
enjoyed four wonderful years serving retired ministers and 
missionaries who live in Delaware, Maryland, and Virginia. 
Meeting these dedicated servants of our Lord—including the 
Rev. Ron Vande Bunte who had performed our wedding and 
baptized our daughter—was a joy. 
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Finally, we moved back to New York, anticipating full 
retirement, when our good Lord decided we needed one 
more charge up the hill and the call came in from our 
beloved Clinton Avenue Reformed Church in Bergenfield. 
Were we up to a part-time interim pastoral team at Clinton 
Avenue? Nine months later we celebrated a welcome 
ceremony for a wonderful young woman who will be 
entering NBTS and serving as Clinton Avenue’s student 
pastor until her master of divinity is completed.  

We thank God for the wonderful experiences and people we 
have served alongside during these 50-plus years. To God be 
the glory. 

Steve is a graduate of Queens College (1973) and New 
Brunswick Theological Seminary (MDiv 1976, DMin 2001). 
Carla is a registered nurse in New York and New Jersey and a 
certified school nurse in New Jersey. Steve and Carla also 
completed interim transition training. Steve was pastor of 
Old First Reformed Church in Brooklyn, New York (1975-1984), 
Clinton Avenue Reformed Church in Bergenfield, New Jersey 
(1984-2004), Massapequa Reformed Church in Massapequa, 
New York (2004-2012), and the Presbyterian Church in 
Novato, California (2012-2018). Steve and Carla served as an 
interim team at All Saints Lutheran Church in Novato, 
California (2018-2020), and as RCA retiree chaplains 
(2020-2024). In 2025 they served as the interim pastoral team 
at Clinton Avenue Reformed Church in Bergenfield. Their 
daughter Maria is married to David Worley. Their grandson 
Davey is 15 and granddaughter Hazy is 7. They share a home 
with their daughter and her family in Harriman, New York. 
stcmgiordano@hotmail.com  
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On to Glory 
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David Mack 

Gilbert Visser 
 

The views and opinions expressed in the InTouch 
Newsletter are those of the authors and do not necessarily 

reflect the official policy or position of the Board of 
Benefits Services or the Reformed Church in America 
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