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Editor’s Note
I was honored when Wayne Van Kampen submitted an article 
for In Touch early last year that was published in the Spring 
2025 issue. He’d been resistant to my earlier requests to 
send one, saying the articles published here didn’t align with 
his writing preferences. As the new editor, I said I was not 
married to a particular style. Apparently, that was enough, 
and the reflection Wayne submitted was indeed different 
from most In Touch articles. 

During an extended road trip last October, I was passing 
through Denver—Wayne’s longtime home—and we arranged 
to meet for breakfast at one of his favorite neighborhood 
hangouts. Upon arrival, Wayne handed me another brief 
reflection—also different from most In Touch articles—and 
said I could do with it as I pleased. (It’s here on my desk as 
I write.) During our 90 minutes together, we talked about 
many things. At one point, he disclosed that doctors were 
struggling to diagnose the sudden onset of an ailment. Just 
seven weeks later, Wayne died from aggressive lung cancer. 

I am so grateful for the connection we made, and I’m 
saddened that Wayne’s name is among the RCA ministers 
listed on the inside back cover of this issue. Those names 
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evoke memories and remind us that our lives are precious 
gifts from God. I’m thankful that this little publication renewed 
my connection with Wayne.

So, count me among the readers of In Touch who hope you’ll 
share your story. Articles can range from 500 to 1,000 words, 
and these prompts are suggestions to spark your thinking:
 

•	 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?

•	 In what ways have your views about ministry changed? 
What did you learn in ministry that serves you well 
today? 

Upcoming article deadlines are April 15 and August 15. 

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

David Bach

Following graduation from Western Theological Seminary, my 
first five years in ministry were with a caring congregation 
in the scenic Catskill Mountain village of Roxbury, New York. 
And then, for 42 years, I was a staff member at Wyckoff 
Reformed Church in Wyckoff, New Jersey, a large, innovative 
suburban congregation.

Many years ago I attended an RCA clergy conference in 
Wisconsin. The speaker was Lou Benes, then-editor of the 
Church Herald. His theme was “The Bittersweet Experience 
of Ministry.” His first presentation was entitled “The Bitter 
Experience of Ministry,” and the next was “The Sweet 
Experience of Ministry.” Although I didn’t realize it at the time, 
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Benes was describing exactly what I would experience in 
ministry. My 47 years in ministry were both bitter and sweet. 

First, the bitter. I often thought about quitting. There were 
times when I needed to push myself through weeks of 
exhaustion. I was tired of remembering endless details, never 
meeting unwritten expectations, dealing with difficult people, 
coping with staff conflict, being overwhelmed with work, and 
unrelenting stress.

When my first wife left me after ten years of marriage I 
was bewildered and depressed. It took me a long time, 
with counseling, to realize that I had actually left her earlier 
because, despite the bitterness I experienced in ministry, I was 
married to ministry. 

Second, the sweet. Cyndie, the gifted woman who has now 
been my wife for 48 years, grew up in Wyckoff Reformed 
Church. Her enthusiastic participation in the church, as 
well as her need to grade papers while I worked every 
night, benefitted both of us. Her uncomplicated love and 
intelligence have been, and continue to be, God’s greatest gift 
to me.

I was extremely fortunate to be at the same church for more 
than four decades—a church that balanced expectations 
of excellence with thoughtful forgiveness, loved and 
nurtured our blended family of four children, was our caring 
community before and after our son’s death, valued my 
contributions, and gave me the opportunity to be the pastor 
of amazing teenagers and adults.

There was also a spiritual sweetness throughout my ministry. 
The nineteenth-century Catholic writer, Father Jean-Baptiste 
Lacordaire, wrote:

To live in the midst of the world without wishing all its pleasures;
to be a member of several families, yet belonging to none of them;
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to share all sufferings; to learn all secrets;
to go from men to God and offer their prayers;
to go from God to men to bring God’s forgiveness and hope;
to have a heart of fire for faith; to have a heart of silver for service;
to teach and preach, counsel and bless—what a GLORIOUS life!
And this life is yours, O servant of Jesus Christ.

My 47 years in ministry—for which I thank God every day— 
were a bittersweet, glorious life.

Since retiring, Cyndie and I continue living in Wyckoff. During 
our “go-go” retirement years we kept busy visiting other RCA 
retirees in northern New Jersey, spending a winter month 
in the Dominican Republic, singing with the New Jersey 
Choral Society, and spending as much time as possible with 
our three daughters and six grandchildren. I was also the 
Protestant pastor of a nearby retirement community. In our 
current “go-slow” retirement years Cyndie and I stay close to 
home. During our occasional outings we enjoy the company 
of our remaining, but ever shrinking, circle of friends. I also 
enjoy participating in Activities Unlimited, the 300-member 
men’s group I established several years ago.

David graduated from Hope College and Western Theological 
Seminary. He served Jay Gould Memorial Reformed Church in 
Roxbury, New York, and Wyckoff Reformed Church in Wyckoff, 
New Jersey. He also served on various Regional Synod of the 
Mid-Atlantics committees, and a term as president. David and 
his wife, Cyndie, live in Wyckoff. revdjbach@optimum.net  

Ron Franklyn

As I reflect on the past 81 years, I am amazed at the unlikely 
journey that the Lord has guided me through. 

As a love child conceived during World War II and raised 
by my mom and grandma in south central Los Angeles, 
I witnessed the white flight in the mid-1950s as our 
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neighborhood went from mostly white to almost entirely 
Black. Our neck of the woods was part of the Watts Riots in 
1965, was where the Symbionese Liberation Army shootout 
took place in which Patty Hearst was captured, and was the 
birthplace of what have become the two biggest gangs in the 
country: the Crips and the Bloods. 

The first two churches Mom and I went to both refused 
to integrate, then sold and fled, leaving Hope Community 
Reformed Church (the first RCA church established in 
California, in 1929, I believe) as the only church within walking 
distance. In 1960, the congregation listened to Christ—voting 
to welcome several Black families into membership—and 
Hope remained an integrated congregation for decades after. 

After high school (I was one of three white kids in a 
graduating class of 600), I went into the Navy, serving as a 
surgical tech at the Naval Medical Center San Diego for four 
years, getting out in 1966 as the conflict in Vietnam escalated. 

I worked as a surgical tech at Kaiser Hospital in Bellflower 
for two years, married Marilyn, a girl from church, and felt 
the Lord’s call to some sort of mission or ministry. The new 
Western Theological Seminary interns at Hope, Jim and Gayle 
Beltman (1967-68), inspired us to journey to Hope College 
(our first time out of California!). The Lord prepared the way 
by enabling Marilyn to get a job at Holland Hospital and us 
to rent an apartment before we even got to Holland. The first 
church we tried was Third Reformed in Holland, where we sat 
next to the Brugginks and Bruinses, who made us feel right at 
home. Elaine Bruins sang in the choir and invited me to join it, 
where I discovered that Roger Rietberg, with whom I’d been 
corresponding while he was serving as acting registrar for 
Hope College, was the organist/choir director. The older gent 
I sat next to in the bass section asked about my background; 
when he found out, he asked if I was interested in taking 
emergency calls during the year and working summers 
as a surgical tech at the hospital. Turns out he was the 
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anesthesiologist there, spoke to the director of surgery the 
next morning, and voila—I had a job for the next five years! 
God truly does work in mysterious and wonderful ways! We 
also served as youth group leaders at Third for several years 
and had a great time there as we welcomed our own children, 
Julie and Tim, into our family. 

In 1976 I was ordained at Hope and we moved to Cleveland, 
Ohio, to begin ten exciting years of ministry at Riverside 
Community Church. In 1986 we went back to Third in Holland 
where I served as minister of parish life during a difficult 
time for the congregation. In 1991 we moved to Wayne, New 
Jersey, to begin 20 years of ministry there with Pequannock 
Reformed, another warm and supportive congregation. 

Our marriage was in difficulty at that time and ended in 
1993. Three years later I married again, and Jennie and I have 
had two great kids together, making life in my later years 
very busy but also very fun! Julie lives 20 minutes away 
and teaches in Vernon, New Jersey; Tim and his family live 
in Whitehall, Michigan; Grace is a PhD candidate in medical 
sociology at the University of North Carolina in Chapel Hill; 
and Elliot is in year five of his 4+1 Masters of Teaching in 
History program at Drew University. So, my children are 53, 
49, 27, and 23, with two college-age grandchildren—the older 
of whom is severely autistic. 

A continuing ministry throughout the past 49 years has been 
doing funeral services for people who had not been active 
in a church, but the family still wanted a minister to do the 
service. After 10 years in Cleveland, I had done over 200 
funerals, and I’m still doing them today as the number has 
surpassed 1,000! So often the church seems to turn its back 
in judgment on those who have strayed, but I have found 
families to be very receptive to the embrace of God’s care and 
love in times of stress and sorrow. My wife and I are active at 
Preakness Reformed where we both sing in the choir; I also 
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serve as director of the church cemetery and just finished 
serving on the organ committee. 

Along with so many of you, my heart breaks at the divisions 
in our churches and in our country that set us in opposition 
to one another rather than working together to embrace and 
welcome the orphan, the widow, the alien, and those who 
appear to be different from us but aren’t really. Ours is not 
a calling to shut out certain people, deny history, or restore 
some mythical, white, male, like-minded European utopia 
where things like race, gender, gender identity, and justice 
aren’t an issue. Jesus certainly didn’t do that! 

In the late-1960s, during a time of upheaval in the RCA when 
women’s ordination as elders and deacons was the hot, 
divisive topic, my mom was nominated for deacon at Hope 
Church, and she was torn. It was a conservative congregation, 
her pastor at the time was dead set against women being 
ordained, and she had read the arguments and Scripture 
quotations on both sides, leaving her unsure what to do. I 
told her that God speaks through his people, so let them 
decide. She did and they did, and she became the first woman 
elected to deacon, and later to elder, and still later as a classis 
delegate from Hope Church. God knew what God was doing!

Ron served in the United States Navy (1962-66) and 
graduated from Hope College (1972) and Western Theological 
Seminary (1976). He served as pastor of Riverside Community 
Church in Cleveland, Ohio (1976-86), minister of parish life 
at Third Reformed Church in Holland, Michigan (1986-91), 
and pastor of Pequannock Reformed Church in Wayne, 
New Jersey (1991-2010). He also served as president of 
Lake Erie Classis and as supervisor of six churches in Ohio 
and New Jersey. He and Jennie live in Wayne, New Jersey. 
ronfranklyn141@gmail.com 
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Renée House

I grew up in First Reformed Church in Hudsonville, Michigan, 
where the fragrance of freshly harvested onions dominated 
the August air. The church of my growing years was wildly 
excited about and financially supportive of both domestic 
and foreign missions. Our annual mission festivals included 
resplendent potlucks and a weeklong 24-hour prayer vigil. 
I slept on a church pew while my deacon dad fulfilled his 
late-night commitment to pray. The festival also included 
missionaries who came wearing unusual clothes and speaking 
foreign languages to bring us news of God’s work around the 
world. Some of these were women. They seemed powerful 
and exotic to me. In my adolescent years, before women 
could be ordained to any of the church’s offices, their 
presence compelled me to decide that I would become a 
missionary in some far-off land. This intention emerged from 
a combination of zeal for the Lord and a deep desire to leave 
West Michigan.

That intention did not come to be. Instead, I met and married 
a Christian Reformed Church guy while studying at Calvin 
College. His vocational goals brought us to Tucson, Arizona, 
where I completed my undergraduate degree and went on 
to receive a master’s in library and information science. In 
Tucson, I served as a librarian at the University of Arizona 
and a private Episcopal High School, before following my 
spouse to New York City where I worked in a private library 
on the Upper East Side. I loved people and books, so this was 
good work for me. But then, separated from my husband, 
living alone in Manhattan, spiritually dry and emotionally 
raw, I wandered into a little Lutheran church on a cold 
winter morning, and there found a woman minister giving a 
children’s sermon about the woman at the well. The minister 
was holding the handle of a broken clay jar. In that moment 
I knew, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that this was the 
vocation for which God had gifted me and to which I was 
being called. I wanted to preach and teach and be with a 
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congregation—baptizing the newborns and burying the dead 
within the life-giving presence and promises of God.

In 1987, I graduated from New Brunswick Theological 
Seminary, eager to begin in parish ministry. But I didn’t quite 
get there. Instead, I accepted a call to become the director 
of the library at the seminary. I intended to do this for about 
five years before moving on to serve a congregation (my real 
calling). But it didn’t go as planned. I served at the seminary 
for 25 years in a variety of positions—librarian, academic 
dean, associate professor of practical theology—and, in the 
denomination, as a General Synod professor of theology. I 
loved every minute of my ministry at the seminary and in the 
greater church. But the call to be in parish ministry didn’t go 
away, and I wasn’t getting any younger.

So, in 2012 I left my full-time seminary work, with no place to 
go, to search and wait for a call from some RCA congregation 
in the northeast. Much to my surprise, that call came from 
the Old Dutch Church in Kingston, New York. Organized in 
1659 and deeply embedded in the colonial history of the 
Reformed Protestant Dutch Church, the church’s life included 
participating in Revolutionary War reenactments, which 
required me to run out of the “burning” church carrying the 
heavy Dutch pulpit Bible. Ministry here also included moving 
forward in the church’s commitment to be welcoming and 
affirming of everybody that God drew into our midst. We 
ministered in our community out of God’s gracious, risky 
hospitality and became a thriving center for worship, healing 
ministries, social services, and the arts.

I spent almost ten years as the minister of Old Dutch Church 
before retiring from full-time ministry in 2022. In retirement, 
prompted by the church’s ministry with people on very small, 
fixed incomes, in need of supportive housing (including 
onsite mental health and medical services) or in transition 
from the local domestic violence shelter, I wanted to work 
on affordable housing in our region. I was ready to have a 
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hammer or paint brush in hand as I worked with the city 
to rehab abandoned properties. After years of preaching, 
teaching, writing, and thinking all the time, I wanted to be 
engaged in physical labor. It didn’t quite turn out as I planned. 
As president of our local interfaith council, I did partner with 
the city of Kingston to create an affordable housing coalition. 
And I learned how to play pickleball. Not exactly the physical 
labor I envisioned, but a joyful physical engagement that has 
given me a whole community of people who are, in the main, 
not religious but curious about spiritual things.

Two years into retirement, I missed the practice of preaching, 
of being deeply engaged with Scripture, a congregation and 
its larger community. I am in my second year of ministry with 
Woodstock Reformed Church, where I preach regularly and 
lead a team that shares in preaching and worship. My “zeal for 
the Lord” and the reign of God, my love of books and people, 
my call to preach, teach, and do theology, on the ground, 
in relation to the whole life of the U.S. and of the world, just 
won’t go away. 

I grieve the ways in which the denomination appears to have 
abandoned its commitment to do the good, hard work of 
deep, disciplined biblical and theological reflection on the 
church’s life in the world in exchange for, what appears to 
be, “undisciplined” church growth. I watched this shift taking 
place over years. I and other General Synod professors 
were resisted in our efforts to provide guidance to the RCA 
because, as someone said, “You know too much and have 
an unfair advantage over the rest of us when discussing 
Scripture, church history, and theology.” 

Things don’t ever quite go as any of us would like or imagine. 
So it has been with my life, and so it is for the church. Still, we 
claim the promise that the church and world belong to God, 
who is able to do far more than we could ask or imagine. 

Renée received her MDiv from New Brunswick Theological 
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Seminary (NBTS) in 1987 and her PhD in practical theology at 
Princeton Theological Seminary in 2008. From 1987 to 2012 
she served on the NBTS faculty in various positions—director 
of the Gardner A. Sage Library, dean of the seminary, and 
assistant professor of practical theology—and in the RCA 
as a General Synod professor of theology, moderator of 
the Commission on Theology, and the Ministerial Formation 
Coordinating Agency Certification Committee. She served as 
pastor of Old Dutch Church in Kingston, New York, from 2013 
to 2022. In retirement, Renée is part-time pastor for preaching 
and worship at Woodstock Reformed Church in Woodstock, 
New York, and an officer of the Kingston Interfaith Council. 
Renée enjoys pickleball, reading, cooking, and traveling with 
her husband, the Rev. Dr. Richard Ruch.  
howreylin1987@gmail.com 

John Kapteyn

Church has always been an important part of my life. As an 
immigrant child, it was in church that my faith was developed 
and friendships with other immigrant children were nurtured. I 
was three when we came to Canada.

In my teenage years I was very involved with our local youth 
group and served as a leader for our classis youth team, 
which helped to convince the classis to purchase a camp now 
known as Countryside Camp and Conference Centre.

After a year of teaching and two years of banking, I became 
an accountant. While I was blessed by a successful career as 
a controller of a real estate development company, I stopped 
going to church; success was more important to me than my 
faith. My wife, Margaret, kept going to church and when our 
oldest two children were baptized, I stood beside her to show 
support but could not make the vows. My faith had left me.

Through a variety of circumstances, I returned to church. 
After a few months I had an encounter with God in which I 
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recommitted myself to living for Jesus, and I trusted in God 
more than ever before. It was a prodigal son experience.

I served as a deacon and then an elder in our church. During 
that time, I felt a call to go into ministry. I was so thankful 
for what Jesus had done to me, and this commitment was a 
demonstration of my gratitude. When I told my wife that I felt 
the call to go to ministry, she said she already knew that and 
was waiting for me to open my eyes to the call.

Although I had a professional accounting degree and some 
post-secondary education, I did not have a bachelor’s degree. 
I studied Greek at a Baptist Bible college during my lunch 
hours. I was accepted at Western Theological Seminary on 
probation, and we uprooted our family from our home in 
London, Ontario, to move to Holland, Michigan. Our children 
were 4, 6, and 8 years old when we moved.

By taking extra courses I completed my studies after the 
first semester of my third year. In the first church we served, 
we experienced amazing growth and we ministered in the 
community through our social worker and other ministries. 
People were coming to faith through our ministry. This was all 
through God’s grace.

A story of God’s grace occurred when one of our deacons, a 
relatively young Christian and a recovering alcoholic, called 
me on a Saturday night to tell me she could not serve in her 
role as deacon the next day. I was suspicious and arranged for 
a woman elder to visit her. The elder found her drunk; she’d 
had a sip of wine and could not stop herself from drinking the 
entire bottle. When she told me that she was going to resign, 
I insisted she meet with the consistory. When she joined us 
and offered her resignation, we all said we would resign as 
well for we have all sinned and fallen short. She took back her 
resignation and the love that she felt from us was a sign of 
God’s love and mercy to her.
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After serving in two more churches, I served as the executive 
secretary for the Regional Synod of Canada and was blessed 
to work with many pastors and churches. I also served on 
several denominational task forces.

Before and during our retirement, Margaret and I traveled 
around the world, including all seven continents, and walked 
the 800-kilometer Camino de Santiago in Spain. An extreme 
extrovert, I enjoyed meeting people on the walk.

After a few years of retirement, I again served the Regional 
Synod of Canada as the part-time executive secretary for 
three years. I also served in local churches through preaching, 
vision planning, and pastoral care. Margaret and I also serve 
as chaplains to retired RCA ministers and surviving spouses. 
It is a blessing to hear stories of their ministries, both good 
and bad. This ministry is a blessing to them as well—they are 
very thankful that they are remembered and valued for the 
work that they did. It is also a blessing to us when they allow 
us to enter their sacred space of struggles and joys. Many still 
preach and serve in various capacities.

When we first accepted God’s call into ministry, some people 
wondered why we would give up a successful career for what 
was then low-paying work. I felt we had no choice as God 
made it clear that this was his will. The blessings we have 
received—becoming involved in people’s lives and connecting 
with other pastors and staff in the RCA—far outweigh any 
worldly success. God has been gracious and provided beyond 
what we need.

I am most grateful to God for deepening our relationship with 
him and experiencing his faithfulness and grace in using a 
broken vessel like me. 

John studied at the University of Western Ontario in London, 
Ontario, and at the London Teachers College, and earned the 
designation Certified General Accountant (similar to a CPA). 
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He graduated from Western Theological Seminary in 1987. He 
was pastor of Christ Community Church in Welland, Ontario 
(1987-94), First Reformed Church in Chatham, Ontario (1984-
2001), and Westdale Reformed Church in Hamilton, Ontario 
(2001-07). He served as executive secretary for the Regional 
Synod of Canada (2007-15) and later on a part-time basis 
(2022-25). John and Margaret have three children (Sarah, 
Diane, and Jeff) and six grandchildren. jkapteyn1@gmail.com 

Perry Raak

Retirement is great and I highly recommend it! Retirement 
has given me an opportunity to look back and see how the 
Lord led in 40 years of ministry. I can say, “God is good, all the 
time, and all the time, God is good.” Not that every experience 
has felt good, but with Romans 8:28, I affirm that “in all things 
God works for the good of those who love him, who have 
been called according to his purpose.”

God was good in the three churches he called me to serve. 
When I graduated from Western Theological Seminary, having 
completed the “Bi-Level, Multi-Site” program through Western 
and New Brunswick Theological Seminary, I accepted a call 
to First Reformed Church in Orange City, Iowa, as associate 
pastor. Dr. Raymond Van Heukelom, the senior pastor, had 
been my pastor when I was growing up in Holland, Michigan. 

After serving there for five years, I received a call to Desert 
Haven Community Church in Tempe, Arizona. Desert Haven 
was struggling when we arrived there, and we were blessed 
when the church started to grow. The church was helped by 
winter visitors who came primarily from Iowa and Michigan. 
Eventually the church started two services on Sunday 
morning as well as an evening service. The dilemma was that 
when Easter came winter visitors headed home, so when 
other churches were adding services for Easter, Desert Haven 
went back to one morning service. 

mailto:jkapteyn1@gmail.com
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After ten years I accepted a call to Trinity Reformed Church in 
Kent, Washington. Trinity was a challenging church but a very 
rewarding ministry. One ministry was Happy Hearts Christian 
Preschool. I had the privilege of telling a Bible story to as 
many as 200 preschool students each week. The highlight 
came at the end of the chapel service when I would get hugs 
from the students as they left for their class. 

Over my 25 years there, Trinity was the initial home to 11 
churches prior to their being able to purchase their own 
property. The challenge of hosting came when those churches 
wanted to have additional Christmas/Christmas Eve services. 
Part of the solution was to do a joint Christmas Eve service. 
The service included a short message by each pastor, and 
the choir of each church would offer a number. Because 
Christmas carols have the same tune in most languages, we 
would sing one verse in English, one verse in Korean, one 
verse in Ukrainian, and all together on the last verse. Some 
said it felt like a wee taste of heaven. 

Each Wednesday as many as 165 community members came 
to Trinity for a hot meal. Many were homeless and would 
be given a blanket if needed and have the opportunity 
of selecting clothing from the clothing closet. Trinity also 
sponsored one of several homes given to the King County 
Housing Authority by the federal government. Homeless 
families could apply to live in one of the homes for two 
years if they were willing to participate in a program that 
would help them find a job, get children enrolled in school, 
budgeting, etc. At the end of two years, they would be able 
to get their own apartment. When they left that home, they 
could take anything with them, including furniture, kitchen 
items, linens, etc. Members of Trinity would then refurbish the 
home with whatever was needed.

God is good as I enjoy retirement. Just prior to retirement, I 
had the opportunity to serve as a cruise chaplain with Holland 
America Lines. Cherie and I were able to go places we would 
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have never been able to see. When Covid hit, cruises stopped, 
and the program has not been restarted.

Cherie and I have worked in an event security capacity for 
the Seattle Mariners baseball team for the last 12 years and 
are at almost all home games. We work in the tunnel under 
the stadium—Cherie at player entry and I at the Mariners 
clubhouse door. It has given us an opportunity to be 
witnesses and pray with coworkers, players, and their families.

Another fun retirement job is serving as a retiree chaplain 
with the Board of Benefits Services. We visit with retired 
ministers, missionaries, and their spouses in Washington, 
Oregon, Utah, Montana, Idaho, Arizona, and Mexico. When 
others our age feel the loss of friends, we have the joy of 
making new friends. Some of those we visit have moved to be 
near family, where there is no RCA church. We are told that 
we are their only connection with roots in the RCA.

The Lord has blessed us with good health in our retirement. 
Cherie has had both knees replaced and is presently going to 
physical therapy for her second knee. 

God is good and blessed us with a wonderful family. Cherie 
and I have four children. Three live near us. Trevin and Megan 
(with their sons Chael, Benjamin, and Joshua) live in Renton, 
Washington. Tineke and Donovan (with their children Anora, 
Jaren, and Amberly) live in Dupont, Washington. Terika and 
Ryan live in west Seattle and are expecting their first child. 
Tenae and Robert (with their sons Keaton and Emmett) live 
in Fredericksburg, Virginia. We enjoy watching our grandkids 
in sporting events, concerts, recitals, and plays. So far, 
sleepovers at Grandpa and Grandma’s are enjoyed by both 
grandkids and grandparents. We know that too will change.

Perry Raak graduated from Northwestern College in 1970 
and Western Theological Seminary in 1974. He served First 
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Reformed Church in Orange City, Iowa (1974-78), Desert 
Haven Community Church in Tempe, Arizona (1978-88), and 
Trinity Community Church in Kent, Washington (1988-2013). 
Perry and Cherie have four children and nine grandchildren. 
They live in Des Moines, Washington. perryraak@gmail.com 

Rett Zabriskie

The first real storm of winter in Albany prompts ski analogies. 
For skiers, a downhill run mixes joys and terrors. Likewise, the 
downhill run from age 80. I reached the hilltop plateau at 80 
and have been shuffling along horizontally for the five years 
since. This year, the (hopefully long) downhill run began with 
the third most significant change of my life.

First, ordination on July 11, 1965, to a life of obedience. 
Second, being chosen by Astrid and married. And now (last 
August), entering Beverwyck Senior Living, the community 
in which I will end my life. I am no longer sure what it is that 
is so scary about death. I am very clear that what scares me 
most is physical pain inflicted by another human being, and 
after that just pain from illness. Death does not necessarily 
include either of those. But it is scary, nonetheless. Elton 
Trueblood helps with his comment that last chapters are often 
the best. 

Astrid and I did not ski but loved to dance—which she was 
good at and I was not, but I learned enough to not injure her 
feet. Now, however, the 85-year-old body cannot maintain 
the levels of engagement the soul and heart want to have. 
My body is physically less—while I can do almost all I have 
always done, I am aware of being closer to the limits than ever 
before. For example, it has been between 6 and 25 degrees 
and snowing for 27 hours straight and we have, so far, about 
18 inches. So, I have done my daily walks in the halls of 
Beverwyck rather than the brisk outdoors.

mailto:perryraak@gmail.com
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e.e. cummings declares we are children of our moment and all 
of us, always, in all times, have been and will be. An excerpt 
from his poem “[anyone lived in a pretty how town]”:

one day anyone died i guess
(and noone stooped to kiss his face)
busy folk buried them side by side
little by little and was by was
all by all and deep by deep
and more by more they dream their sleep
noone and anyone earth by april
wish by spirit and if by yes.

I see Astrid (noone) and me (anyone) in this poem each 
time I read it and am reminded of how completely all of us 
are bound to particular times and places. Our perceptive 
apparatus for loving the world and those in it is formed by our 
times into habits and reactions, and both function less and 
less comprehensively as we age. More and more, C. S. Lewis’s 
metaphor of life as “The Great Dance” (in the closing scenes 
of Perelandra) resonates. Meaningful human life consists and 
subsists in dancing—each of us created to provide a step and 
a leap to take in “The Great Dance.” Heaven is reached by 
rejoicing in that reality and in love of the Creator of all those 
who provide the other steps.

So, I head downhill, deeply grateful to God that my partner 
and dance teacher will again be available as the need to 
learn much more complicated steps begins. And confident 
that in the meantime, our task remains to sing and dance in 
thanksgiving to God.

Rett was married to Astrid, from Boddum, Denmark, from 1973 
until her death in 2007. They have children and grandchildren 
in Denmark, Arizona, and Maryland. He has served the RCA as 
pastor, denominational executive, and classis stated clerk, and 
he has served 31 congregations as interim minister.  
rettz1@gmail.com
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