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encountering Christ and allowing Him to form me. In 
the coming months, I will share with you an article on 
the Bible in each issue of Esprit — What is it? What is its 
content? Who decided which books should go into it? 
When was it put together? How do we read it? Where 
do we begin? Can we trust it? Why bother with it at all? 

Join me in exploring the richness of the Bible. The 
Holy Scriptures are for all of us — to nourish us, shape 
us, guide us, and form us. The Bible is God’s gift to us — 
all of us. It is as relevant today as it was when it was 
written. I encourage you to begin unwrapping this gift. 
Until next month’s article … read the Gospel of John 
and remember the words written by the author of 
Hebrews, “For the Word of God is living and active, 
sharper than any two edged sword, piercing to the 
division of the soul and spirit, of joints and marrow, 
discerning the thoughts and intentions of the heart.” 
One cannot help but be changed by God’s Word to 
us. Don’t miss out on all He has for you. 

A word on the Word
by Carrie Boren, Missioner for Evangelism

At the most recent diocesan convention, 
Bishop Stanton noted that in his recent visits 

with congregations, someone would inevitably start 
a sentence with some variation of the following 
statement, “Well I am not a biblical scholar but …” 
For many years I found myself saying the same thing. 

Being a cradle Episcopalian, I considered the 
Bible to be a foreign object for much of my life. It 
was for other denominations, for those who had 
gone to seminary, for experts, for scholars, for 
priests, and/or for those overzealous types who had 
little else to do with their time. We Episcopalians 
had the Prayer Book and that was all we needed. 
Because I had never read the Bible, I was unaware 
that the Holy Scriptures permeate the entire Book of 
Common Prayer. I suppose I “overlooked” the part of 
the Prayer Book that clearly states the Bible 
“contains all things necessary to salvation.”

In my mid-20s, however, my eyes opened to the 
riches of the Bible. My mother was ill with cancer and 
some Christian friends asked if they could pray for 
me. Week after week they would pray, using 
Scripture. It went something like this — “Lord, in 
your Word, you promise us that ‘you will never leave 
us nor forsake us,’ so we know you are here with 
Carrie and her family. May they experience and 
know your presence with them now … Lord, you 

promise that ‘nothing can separate us from your love.’ 
Lord wrap your arms of love around Carrie and her 
family … Lord Jesus, you say ‘Come to me all who 
are weary and heavy-laden and I will give you rest,’ 
Give this restoring rest to Carrie’s mom and her 
family…” These words brought me comfort, strength, 
and peace — something I did not have in my life at 
that time when I was facing my mother’s illness. 

Finally, after the third week of praying together, I 
asked, “Where can I find these promises of God to 
which you keep referring?” With surprise and cloaked 
shock, they responded respectfully, “The Bible.” That 
day I went out and bought my first Bible, locked the 
door to my room, and began to read. My friends 
suggested I begin with the Gospel of John. 

I poured over the Gospel of John many times, 
well into the night. What surprised me at first read 
was that Jesus was clearly claiming to be God. As a 
sceptical college student, I had argued, even in public 
debates, that Jesus was no more than a good teacher 
and wise prophet. John was clearly demonstrating that 
Jesus was nothing less than God on earth — “the 
Word became flesh and dwelt among us.” As I read the 
Gospel of John over and over again that night, 
something profound happened to me. The only way 
to describe it is to say, “I encountered God.” The Bible 
was no longer merely an ancient document; it was a 
living, breathing, alive, dynamic Word. I fell asleep 
reading with the deepest peace I had ever experienced — 
“the peace, which passes all understanding.” 

Since that night, reading, studying, meditating, and 
praying the Holy Scriptures has become a vital part of 

As I read the Gospel of John 
over and over again that night, 

something profound happened to 
me. The only way to describe it is 
to say, “I encountered God.” The 
Bible was no longer merely an 

ancient document; it was a living, 
breathing, alive, dynamic Word. 

In need of repair
by the Rev. Todd Wetzel, rector, Good Shepherd, Cedar Hill

One part of me wishes everything could just stay the 
same. But the world I live in isn’t built that way. In 

fact, it seems to be in constant need of change and repair.
Last year my home in Cedar Hill received an award 

of excellence for landscaping. This year, the front lawn’s a 
mess. It has some grub that is eating the grass’ roots. Just 
months ago, I replaced the flapper valves in the toilets. 
They’re leaking again and I need to replace them — once 
more. At church, we just had the brickwork re-pointed, 
thereby ending a five-year problem. The week after we 
solved that crisis, the air conditioning compressors 
started going out. It doesn’t seem right that, after all 
the money we’ve put in the building over these last four 
years, things should still be going wrong, but they are!

It’s not a perfect world. Things keep breaking 
down and constantly need mending. We can’t take 
the material world for granted.

Like gardens and houses, relationships also require 
constant tending and nurture. Just when we seem to 
need them the most — often when we’ve taken them for 
granted — they fall apart. It is maddening but it is life. 

Last week I spoke with an old friend on the 
phone. He seemed remarkably distant. It took awhile 
for us to realize we hadn’t been together for over a 
year. The relationship was breaking down through 
neglect. Neither of us intended for this to happen, but 
we just got out of touch. We’ve scheduled dinner soon.

The Church is like this as well. The Episcopal 
Church from my youth has changed. I loved it and 
somewhere inside I secretly hoped it would never 
change. But it has. No one person is to blame. The 
Church I knew as a child is gone and will not be again.

I used to get angry about my lawn and its constant 
need for maintenance. I used to spend valuable time 
fuming over the plumbing in the house. And, I’m really 
good at cursing the darkness because relationships in 
my life have fallen apart. Just ask me about the 
Episcopal Church. I’m not at all happy with it. 

 I used to 
struggle to make 
things perfect or 
better or nice. As 
I’ve grown older, 
I’ve come to enjoy chores and thank God for the ability to 
work and think and solve problems, and care and love. 

 Things and people keep changing. Life is not about 
permanence. God intends for us to engage in, celebrate, and 
enjoy life — and let go of it without bitterness or regret.

Only one thing abides in my life forever. Jesus said, 
“Go ye therefore into all the world and preach and teach 
the Gospel, making disciples of all men and women. And 
I will be with you always” (paraphrase of Matt. 28:19-20).

My relationship with Christ is the only enduring 
reality of my life — and even that requires constant 
tending and nurture. He is, after all, a jealous God.  


