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Every spring I create a worship service sometime around April Fool’s Day in which I offer what I call a “Question Box” sermon.  This “sermon” is actually made up of questions that people in the service write on a sheet of paper, and then I pick them out of a basket, one by one, and answer as many of them as I can within about 20 minutes.  After the service last spring, while browsing through the many questions I did not get to, one question especially struck me, and I took the slip of paper and pinned it to the bulletin board above my church desk.  I don’t know who wrote this, but the question on that slip of paper was this: “Why is everything worthwhile so difficult to attain?”
When I read that question on March 27, my longest training run for the Twin Cities Marathon had been three miles.  With a looming race 23 miles farther, that question was powerful.  It went to the heart of my dream, and to the heart of the dream of our congregation in our ongoing efforts to relocate our church building.
Eight months ago, on January 30, I gave a sermon called, “The Fellowship of the Long Distance Runner.”  In that sermon, I compared our congregational relocation efforts to training for, and running, a marathon.  Near the end of the sermon, I said that, as a physical manifestation of our relocation efforts, I was going to run the Twin Cities Marathon this fall, and I challenged and invited people in the congregation to join me.  Prior to the service, I had asked people in the congregation I knew were runners if they would join me, and to my utter amazement, they all said “yes”!  So in my sermon, I was also able to name the people joining me, and they stood up, one by one: Margot Barry, Alison Albrecht, Kevin Johnson, Kris Severson, Scott Oremland, and Jami Stromberg.  Immediately after the service, Dave Murphy came up to me and said he’d join in, too.
As a brief history, the church Board established a Relocation Task Force in 2005.  The RTF had examined well over 30 potential buildings or properties by the time this congregation called me in 2007.  That fall we engaged in Phase I of our capital campaign.  By December of 2008, the City of Wayzata denied our legitimate and well-researched request to rezone our chosen property in the hopes of building a new church a mile and a half east of here.  In February 2010, after 14 months of intense reflection, discernment, legal advice, and many small group congregational meetings, this congregation voted 75% in favor of bringing a Federal lawsuit against the city for what we feel is religious discrimination.  For the past 18 months now, our case has been in the Federal Courts, and we are hopeful that a court date will occur in the spring of 2012.
This is no 100-meter dash.  In this iteration, our relocation efforts are already six years old.  This issue will not be resolved quickly.  Even if the stars and planets and legal opinions align in our favor, and if everything is wondrously cleared for us by the spring of 2012, we still will have all the effort of the next phase of our capital campaign, and then the actual construction of the building.  The rules of sprints and mad dashes do not apply.  This is a collaborative effort by many people over a long-distance landscape populated by dreams, hope, frustration, arguments, joy, weariness, and elation.  Make no mistake – by any measure, by any assessment, we are in the midst of running a marathon.
As for me, my own training began shortly after my January sermon.  I used to run track and cross-country in high school, and I even ran one other marathon 10 years ago in Duluth.  But I had let myself go, and was in bad shape.  So I began by walking.  For almost a month I walked, slowly increasing my time and distance.  Then I began inserting short runs.  60 days later, by the time of the March 27 Question Box service, I had finally built myself up to running three miles.
My training program started with a foundation of five-mile runs.  After that, my long run each week was scheduled to increase by one mile each week up to 12 miles.  From there it increased two miles every two weeks.  The idea is that as you increase your distance, you need to increase your time for recovery.
On June 5th I completed my 12-mile run.  I was running well.  My weight was dropping, my stamina was increasing, I could almost feel my lungs growing in size and efficiency, and my pace over every mile of every long run was averaging out to nine-minute miles.
Two weeks later, on Sunday, June 19, I ran 14 miles.  The run went great.  After four-and-a-half months of training, I quickly settled in to a comfortable pace, and my breathing became meditative, in with every four steps, and out with every four steps.  Each mile ticked away at a nine-minute-mile pace: 9 minutes, 18 minutes, 27 minutes…on up to 90 minutes, 99 minutes, and 108 minutes.  At mile 13 I felt so good I pushed the pace, and completed that mile in eight minutes.  For my final mile, I cooled back down to a nine minute mile.  At 14 miles, I stopped and began walking, taking deep, cleansing breaths.  Within about two minutes, my right Achilles heel began hurting so bad I began to limp.  I called Heidi on my cell phone to pick me up, and she drove me home.
The next day I flew to General Assembly, so I didn’t have time to see a doctor, but I rested and iced my heel.  By Thursday I was able to walk up and down stairs normally, but I didn’t exercise at all that week.  And I didn’t exercise at all the next week.  When it came time for my 16-mile run, my heel was still injured and I just couldn’t do it.
The longer time went on without exercise, the more anxious I got.  My secret dream of finishing in a faster time than my marathon 10 years ago began to slip away.  Then I hoped to finish in under five hours.  Then I just wanted to be able to finish within the six-hour elimination time.  Finally, I began to wonder if I’d even make it to the starting line.
My running had become a time for me to meditate on the church, on our direction, and on my place within this community.  My running had become a regular daily practice of thinking about the church, imagining what we might be able to do together.  Every day I ran, every time I put on my running shorts and shirt, and every time I pulled on my running socks and tied my running shoes, I thought of you.  I thought of the members of the relocation task force and legal team.  I thought of the church Board.  I thought of the church Council.  I thought of our pro bono attorney, Sam Diehl.  I thought about our church elders who longed to enter a new and accessible church home before they died.  I thought of our long time members opposed to our relocation efforts and to the decision to sue the city.  I thought about the other church people running the marathon with me, and the growing number who were running other events.  I thought of the people who will someday join us, but who have not yet stepped through our doors.  I thought of our children, families, members and visitors who yearn for classrooms and meeting spaces that are accessible, inviting, and relevant.  I was not alone on my runs – I took your faces, dreams and conversations with me every time I exercised.
Then, suddenly, with my injury – even as I continued to picture you, I had nowhere to go and couldn’t move forward to follow my own smaller dream.
A long time ago, Paul of Tarsus wrote a letter to fellow religious followers, describing women and men who were their great religious ancestors, those who were steadfast in carrying their faith in the midst of oppression.  Paul writes about how, when we are faced with difficult decisions, we may find inspiration from our religious companions and ancestors.  The difficulties we face will vary, from how to construct a new building, to a struggle to stay sober or finding a way to mental health, or a sustained effort to create a Beloved Community.  But we find a way through the inspiration and presence from our religious companions and ancestors.  So almost every time I exercised, this passage from Paul floated through my head:  “Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses, let us also lay aside every weight, and sin which clings so closely, and let us run with perseverance the race that is set before us.”
This is what we are given.  This is our race.  Both the people who founded this congregation and those who sit beside us are our “cloud of witnesses.”  These are the people with whom we run.  In sunshine and in shadow, in clarity and in uncertainty, they are our “cloud of witnesses.”  And we don’t have another path.  We have this one, with these people.  Unfortunate events will always surprise and challenge us, so the issue isn’t whether we will run into barriers and pain.  The issue is how resilient and creative we will be when we hit that wall or that barrier.
Two weeks after my injury, and after no exercise at all, I discovered I could rollerblade and ride my bike without any pain afterward in my heel.  From then on until a few weeks prior to the marathon when I began to run again, all of my workouts were on my rollerblades or on my bike.  So when I was supposed to go on a three-hour, 20 mile run, instead I rollerbladed for three hours and went 37 miles!  I began to dream again.  First, I dreamed I might make it to the starting line, and then I even began to dream that I could make it to the finish line.
It was about that time that Alison Albrecht, a church member and fellow marathoner, sent me a passage from a book called, Marathoning for Mortals, by John Bingham and Jenny Hadfield.  Part of that passage reads:
The finish line is not the end.  The finish line is the beginning.  Standing at the starting line gives you permission to hope.  Taking the time to train, putting in the mileage, making the changes in your life, and taking the risks has given you consent to hope for the best in yourself.  The miracle is not that you finished, but that you had the courage to start…
[Starts and finishes are] act of faith.  And faith is one of the most powerful emotions you can experience.  Faith is what keeps us going when nothing else will.  Faith is the emotion that conquers fear.  Faith is the emotion that will give you victory over your past, the demons in your soul and all of those voices that tell you what you can and cannot do and can and cannot be.
If standing on the starting line gives you permission to dream, crossing the finish line gives you permission to plan…for your next success, for the realization of your next dream.  The last step of the race is the first step of the rest of your life.
What you do now is up to you…If you’ve stuck with the training program, you’ve seen yourself filled with joy and blinded by frustration.  You’ve overcome your fears.  You’ve been humbled by both the strength and fragility of your body.  You’ve found what you thought were your limits and gone beyond them.
	You also learned that what stops most of us from achieving our dreams – as athletes and as people – are the confines of our imaginations.  We can never be more than we imagine we can be. And as long as we restrict ourselves by our imaginations, we forever bind ourselves to our past and blind ourselves to our futures.

The whole passage is wonderful, but I love this last bit about imagination.  “We can never be more than we imagine we can be.”  Of course there are limitations.  Of course there are physical problems and legal realities.  Of course things get in the way.  As I said last January, just because you have a vision doesn’t mean real life won’t get in the way.  But just because real life gets in the way doesn’t mean you can’t have a vision!
Success can be defined in many ways: as mere survival, as completion, as popularity or vast riches, and even as finding balance.  But it seems to me that the one common ingredient in all definitions of success is the quality of resilience.  If a quarterback is sacked in one play, how quickly can he regain his composure and fire off the next pass with accuracy?  How often can a job seeker hear the word “no,” and yet find the stamina to come back to new doors again and again?  If we face injury or legal battles, how well can we retreat, find places of healing, inspire one another to greater creativity, and then return with a revised vision?
As it turns out, I did make it to the starting line of the marathon.  And even if I hadn’t, I think I would still be happy with the result.  I got in better shape.  I lost almost 25 pounds.  I started writing more through my blog on the church website.  I shared running experiences and grew closer to fellow runners and supporters.
But I am very happy with what happened, and here’s why (began to take off my robe).  Not only did I get to the starting line of the marathon…(took off robe all the way, to reveal my Twin Cities Marathon “Finisher” t-shirt and “Finisher” medal underneath)…but I finished!  And I couldn’t have done it without this “cloud of witnesses” holding me accountable, motivating me, and challenging me.  But I’m happy not just for me, I’m happy for all of us.  There were 25 of us who ran in a multitude of events last weekend!  And not only did all 25 people start their races, but everyone who started a race also finished!  Yet, in the course of our training, our runners suffered tendon injuries, muscle pain, joint pain, a shoulder injury, and illness.  We just may be quite a resilient group!
Morgan and Claire Stromberg ran the one mile race.  Jalen and Carter Stromberg ran the 5K race, along with Amy Burt and Sarah Burt, Joyce Lyons, the Doepner-Hove family – Stacy, Marc, Carsten and Nicholas, and Michelle Maxwell.  Those who ran the 10K included Sara Bidler, Heidi Saleska, Lisa Powell, and Ed and Alex Cerier.  And those who ran the marathon were Alison Albrecht, Margot Barry, Kevin Johnson, Dave Murphy, Scott Oremland, Kris Severson, Jami Stromberg, and me.
“Why is everything worthwhile so difficult to attain?”  Because anything worthwhile takes time to evolve, to learn from pain, to grow from love, to bend and turn toward the light in new and unexpected ways.  Because after all, building a church isn’t really about getting a new building.  It’s about how well we run together.  It’s about how we welcome people in and offer hospitality.  It’s about how resilient we are.  And it’s about how creative we can get.  More than anything, building a new community is about moving in faith, changing, evolving – and learning how to remove the fetters from our imagination.








Sarah Burt – 5K run
Hi, I’m Sarah Burt, I’m 13 and I am in 7th grade. 
Last weekend I got up early on Saturday morning to participate in the 5k run/walk.  It was hard to get out of bed early after a long week of early mornings.  My motivation to get up and get going was the thought that my best friend Annika and I were going to do it together.  My goals were: to have fun, run with Annika and my mom, and finish the run.  Sadly, I only achieved part of my goal.  Annika and I had a lot of fun.  We walked most of the way with the exception of up the hill, down the hill and the middle mile.  I did not run with my mom.  We started to, but she kept stopping to talk to friends along the way.  So Annika and I ran ahead and finished without her.  It was great to be part of a huge group of runners.  After the run we saw Kent, Heidi, Parker and Mirek, which made it more fun.  All in all, I had an amazing experience and I can’t wait to go again next year.
	My advice relating the run to the relocation of our church is to remember to have fun doing it together.  Don’t wait for the talkers, just go out and do it.



Amy Burt – 5K run
When Kent invited us to participate in the Twin Cities Marathon I declined, I am not a runner.  A runner is someone who pushes themselves to do their competitive best which I used to enjoy.  Now, I am not a runner.  Then I started to wonder, could I be a participant without being a “runner”?  I invited my dad who is 83 to run with us.  I was excited to participate with my dad, my daughter and her friend.  As a bonus I was pretty sure I could keep up with my dad!  When my dad was not able to run, I thought we should drop out.  Sarah reminded me that it wasn’t just about my dad and that of course we would run!
On the day of the 5K, we arrived early and were nervous.  We looked around and quickly got caught up in the excitement.  We had a strategy, we would run the beginning and end, and part of the middle.  During the run, I saw many friends who I had not seen for a long time cheering us on.  I was delighted to see them and stopped to talk.  Sarah and her friend left me behind and ran the race while I chatted.  Eventually I finished the 5K and felt exhilarated because of the renewed relationships that had occurred along the way!  Sarah and Annika were excited because they had run their first 5 K.  We saw Kent, Heidi, Parker and Mirek and were impressed by Heidi’s 10K performance and Kent’s plan for the marathon.  It was awesome to have all participated in unique ways, and to be able to celebrate each of our successes.

My [Amy’s] reflections on the 5K and relocation.  
· Both have abundant opportunities for everyone to participate.  
· The excitement and encouragement of the group will carry us through. 
· As more people participate, more people want to participate. 
·  Cheering on and supporting people who are leading the way and those who are following is everyone's responsibility.  
· The power is in the collective, not the individual.  
· I can “run” and contribute even as a “non-runner.”   


The Dopner-Hove family – 5K run
My name is Stacy Doepner-Hove [mother of the family] and, I admit it, I’m a runner.  I can’t explain how it happened, but there it is.  It started about two years ago as I was trying to lose some weight.  It seemed like a good idea at the time, do some running, get in shape, you know.  And here I am, two and a half years later and I still run.  And then Kent makes the challenge that we can run for the church.  Marc and I knew by the end of that service that we would do something.  We also knew that we would include the kids.  It wouldn’t be the marathon (those people seriously are crazy) but we could have the whole family run the 5K.
	We started our training and the first day was a bit rough.  We ran, and walked, and the boys weren’t all that into it.  But we spent time talking about how we were going to be running with others from the church.  We talked about how this was going to be a long run, but we were doing this for the church.  And you know, that actually helped, the boys kept running and each time it got easier.  Nicolas talks the entire time we run.  Honestly, the entire time.  I do not understand how he can run and talk so incessantly.
	We kept training, we kept running, and it got easier.  We talked about life together.  We watched the summer pass together.  We talked about the church together and why we were training.  And, we ran.
	Soon all four of us were on the starting line of the Twin Cities in Motion 5K.  The boys were so excited.  We were running with all those people.  We had checked out the course a week before so we knew how it would be.  The grandparents were going to be waiting for us at the turn around point.  We went out fast and ran longer than we ever had before.  The crowds cheering, the runners running, and we felt great.  We made the turn around and hugged the grandparents and headed back.  Nicolas was running out of steam, we had gone out a bit strong.  But he kept at it – so did we all.  And on the way down the hill, past the Cathedral, there were people cheering again.  They could see Nicolas was tired and they cheered him on specifically.  He smiled and we kept on.  We could see the finish and step by step we got over the line. 
	We had made it to the finish, and who did we see?  The Hemmen Saleskas cheering us on!  Nicolas perked up, Carsten smiled, and we all remembered why we had started this in the first place.  We were running with the church, running to give heart to the church – just like the people cheering us on had given us heart to make it across the finish line.  What a great way to end the race.  Thank you to them for waiting for us there.
	So here I am, a week later, wondering when we can run again.  We will try cross-country skiing over the winter to keep in shape.  But we will be running again, and so will I.  There will be more 5Ks in our future.  There will be more races for our church as well.  But, we will be ready – both the Doepner-Hoves and the church.  We’ve all been in training now, and believe it or not – we are runners.

CARSTEN (age 10):  Running is a great experience because you get to spend time with your family.  And it is just great to go outside and have fun while summer still lasts.  Winter comes and we get to try cross-country skiing.
	Once you complete a race, you feel like you’ve just ran a marathon, even if you’ve just run three miles.  You’ve completed something that you have never done before.  You’ve accomplished something big. And at the end, at least you get three tables of food to choose from.

NICOLAS (age seven):  It’s nice to go out with your family on a run.  At the end, it is really tiring but it is pretty fun.

MARC (father)
I wish to lodge a complaint.  Although we have an information area filled with brochures that expound on the virtues and dogma-less of Unitarian Universalism, there is no complaint box.  My children don’t want to stay inside and play video games, they want to go outside and get exercise.  While we run and spend quality time together, my children want to talk to me about life.  And somehow, they attached qualities of life meaning to physical exercise.  And who do we have to blame for all this quality spirituality?  UUCM and Kent. Thank you. Thank you so much.



Joyce Lyons – 5K
When Kent brought this challenge to the congregation that cold, January Sunday, Dr. Tregaskis looked at me with that adoring face and said, “you could do a 5K!”  I gave him my best, “have you lost your mind” look, and didn’t think about it again.  I mean, I’m a singer and actress.  Divas do not run!  But somewhere inside, that still, small voice said, “hey, you could do this!”  So I threw myself in the pot.
	Then I got to thinking about all of you and what this really was about.  Relocation.  And to think that someone would actually deny a group, a Church, the opportunity to grow and foster in a new community astounds me.  Though I am not a member of UUCM, what you have given me is home.  You have extended your warm loving arms around me when I had no idea what would happen when I said “yes” to picking up my life and starting over in Buffalo, Minnesota.  So I needed to do this for all of you.
	My training hit many roadblocks: double pneumonia, crazy work schedule, performing on the road, and oh yes, a wedding.  But finally about the middle of July, the bell sounded, and while it wasn’t about doing a specific time, it was about, could I finish, could I get outside and run around the neighborhood (and boy did I find out just how hilly it is on Lake Martha) and run.  I got to where I made myself leave my desk and get home in time to put on my headphones and, as they say, “Just Do It!”  And I grew to enjoy what was happening.  I saw the leaves change and experienced magnificent sunsets.  Once, when I was out running and it was getting dark, Bill met me in driveway.  He said, “I was looking for you!”  I told him, “I had on orange!”
	Last Saturday, we got up early, he made breakfast, and off we went to St Paul.  We got to see Heidi and Sara come in across the finish line, and Ed and his son catching their breath.  Then it was my turn, and there were so many people, but I was by myself and I felt a little alone.  But I had also promised to keep my co-worker in my thoughts as she had just begun chemo treatments and that spurred me on.
	I don’t know about you, but I’ve discovered that when I am really challenging myself physically to do something, I am overcome with emotion and at the last 1/2 mile, a huge sob escaped from deep inside me, and all I could say was “oh my god...oh my god!”  I recognized that it was my soul…being set free…
I crossed the finish line and there was Bill, smiling at me, and Kent and his kids, rooting for me!  Now I am rooting for UUCM...and all of you!
	And the Diva, with Diva logic (I mean, I spent money on running shoes, so now I’m going to have to use them), already ran another 5K…just yesterday!


Sara Bidler – 10K
The last couple years I took up running. Not because I had a love for running, but because I found it to be the cheapest and quickest way for me to get exercise. But over time it grew on me. Up until the invitation to participate in the Twin Cities Marathon weekend events, I ran at most 2 miles at a time. I had never participated in a race. But this seemed like a better time than ever to do so - I was already in decent shape and I would be participating in a group effort. So I signed up for the 10K, once Heidi agreed to sign-up with me. 
	All summer, October seemed so far away and all of my runs were 3 miles or less in length, until mid-August. I was running while pushing my son in a jogging stroller and he didn't like being in there longer than a half an hour, so that was my excuse for not running further. But Heidi was increasing her distance more and more and her times were getting better and better...so that encouraged me to step it up. Doing longer runs meant running without Jonny, which meant running early in the morning before my husband, Jon, left for work. This meant going to bed earlier or sleeping less. I wasn't too thrilled about using my sleep and kid-free time running, but then again it was only 6 weeks...and it was a good thing that I was doing.
	One of the hardest parts for me in training was not having an accurate device to tell how far I had run and how fast I had gone. I downloaded a running app on my iPhone, but the GPS signal was usually pretty weak and it was hard to know when I could trust its readings. At the very least, I knew how long time-wise I was running. According to my GPS, sometimes I was running a 1 minute mile...and other times I was running a 22 minute mile. It was hard to stay driven without accurate feedback on how I was doing. I imagine those on the Relocation Task Force must struggle in a similar way.  You're working hard and you think you're making progress, but it's hard to tell sometimes. 
	Based on my random run times, I figured running the race at an average pace of 9 minutes and 30 seconds a mile was realistic for me. My last practice race was 4 miles at 9 minute miles (if my GPS was correct) and I was wiped by the end. Heidi had been running sub-9 minute miles consistently, so I didn't have my hopes up that I was going to be able to run with her. But I decided to at least start with her and see how long I could go at her pace. She had another friend participating in the race, Phil, who had a pace similar to hers.
The three of us took off together. Other than the immediate hill, the start was pretty easy since it was so crowded and you couldn't run very fast. But once there was more room and we were finding our pace, Heidi told us that our pace was around 8:30...fast for all of us, so we settled down a bit.  The weird thing was that I didn't feel like I was running very fast. I continued to run with Heidi and Phil and the longer I ran with them, the more confident I was that I could stay with them through the race...and I did! We all finished within seconds of one another! My final time was 53:39...an average pace of 8:39! 
	Even I'm uncertain what my times were training for the race...I'm pretty confident that the race was my best time. And the funny thing is that it was my easiest run. But I completely attribute that to running as a team. When I was training for the race and running by myself, my self-talk easily went to, "Why am I doing this? I'm never doing this again. I hate running." and so forth. I had good runs during my training, but the race was by far my favorite run. Running with a team, while being cheered on made a huge difference. And to further prove my point, I ran on my own again the week after the race and after 2 miles at 10 minutes/mile (I was on a treadmill this time) I was completely wiped! 
This experience has increased my appreciation for the members on the Relocation Task Force and the challenge they have agreed to take on. Similar to my experience preparing for the race, the feedback they get about the work they are doing isn't always clear and it can be hard to tell how far they've come. Only they don't know when it will be all over...making it even harder! And even though they are working as a team, I imagine that a lot of their work is done in isolation. Which makes me wonder...how can we, the church, cheer them on more?


Michelle Maxwell – 10K
So, I did it.  I remember signing up when it was freezing cold outside.  To be honest, it feels odd because it is somewhere in between…and definitely not the marathon BUT it meant something to me.  It was a first.  As adults, we sometimes forget to savor our own firsts as we set our attention usually on our children’s firsts.  I’ve been reminded after running a 10K for the first time, that I have the right to be proud of myself once in awhile in which doesn’t happen often because I get so caught up in the “what’s next” on the list.  I am also proud of everyone from UUCM who participated.  I felt that pride last weekend.  I’ll never forget when I started my run and I heard someone yell from the side “Go, Michelle!”  I turned and looked and it was Kent.  That made me proud.


Heidi Saleska (Minister’s note: this is my wife!) – 10K
Kent and I had talked before he decided to give the running challenge to UUCM and I was very supportive of his desire to run another marathon.  When we first talked about it, I had started losing some weight by following Weight Watchers and walking 5-6 days per week.  I had never been a runner before, but I wanted to be supportive of Kent and UUCM and I figured it could help inspire me as I continued on my journey to get healthy.  I had previously seen the video, “My 120 Pound Journey,” about Ben Davis, but when I saw it again during the church service in which Kent challenged UUCM to run, I found it so inspiring.  There were so many parts of the video that touched me, but the moment where Ben crosses the finish line with his dad and brother impacted me the most.  The camaraderie, love, and support was so evident.
	So, on the Sunday that Kent offered the challenge, I ran 3 miles for the second time in my entire life.  I did it on a treadmill going VERY slowly-about a 12 or 13 minute mile pace, if I remember correctly.  It didn’t feel that much harder than the walks I had been doing, mostly because I was only going slightly faster than my walking speed.  I continued running at the same speed for a week and then increase my speed by 0.2 mph per week until I got to a 10 minute mile pace.  The times when I felt discouraged or tired, I would imagine Ben from the “120 Pound Journey” and reflect on the value in persevering and it helped to keep me motivated.
	I did the running partly for Kent and the church, but largely because of my own motivations and desires.  What was SO COOL is how much support I felt from all of you at UUCM.  I think every single Sunday, somebody would ask how my running was going, comment on my changed appearance, or give words of encouragement and support.  It was truly incredible.  Again, my mind would go back to Ben from the video and I felt like I got to experience that same support I imagine he felt.
	In the span of 8 months, from my first run to the 10k race, I was able to improve my speed by about 4 minutes per mile! On race day, I ran a personal best of 53:50, which is an 8:40 minute per mile pace.  I also lost 60 pounds between October 2010 and June 2011.  Even more important for me is that I feel healthy and happy and I got to experience such incredible support from the people at UUCM.  Thank you all!



Christy Dachelet – Member of the Relocation Task Force and Legal Team
Back in January, Kent first proposed participation by UUCM members in the Twin Cities Marathon, and linked it to the congregation’s relocation effort.  At the time, I thought this might be a bit of a stretch.  But over the months, observing what those preparing for the marathon were doing and experiencing and what was happening with the relocation effort, the more I came to see it might just be a fitting metaphor. 
Deciding to run 26 miles, or 10K, or 5K is a challenge; it involves setting a goal, being realistic about what it will require to achieve it and then having the physical and mental stamina to stick with it even when things get tough and inconvenient and it would be easy to just say, “well, maybe not.”  So too with the relocation effort.  Our congregation set a goal back in 2005 to relocate.  While we didn’t expect it would be easy…neither do I think anyone was thinking of it then in terms of a marathon.
It seems that now, nearly three years after our application for rezoning was denied, I think we can say we have entered marathon territory.  Just as the runners kept their eyes on the prize, so too have we as a congregation been focused on securing our prize, a new location where we will have the facilities we need to support our work and long term goals. 
The marathon metaphor does break down or stumble in places.  Some months ago, the runners spoke here about their training work and race preparation.  They spoke of ankle sprains, sore knees, torn ligaments, Achilles tendon problems and back pain.  I thought then, “Well, at least no one has been physically injured…yet…in the relocation effort!”  Hearing their experiences made me realize that the frustrations, delays, seemingly unreasonable requests, etc., that have occurred during the legal process have to be seen as expected challenges and worked through with the same patience and fortitude that the runners demonstrated.
In the end, our runners were incredibly successful.  I think everyone that set out last weekend reached his or her goal.  They did us real proud.  I haven’t heard anyone say it was easy…but neither have I heard anyone say it wasn’t worth it.
Just as the runners reached the finish line, our relocation effort will be resolved and cross a finish line.  We are doing what needs to be done to have the outcome we hope for.  But just as none of the runners were 100% sure he or she would finish the race, neither can we assume we will have the outcome we wish.  We can only hope as a congregation that the marathoners’ successful efforts portend success for relocation too.  
As Kent said in his post-marathon blog, he did not finish the marathon as he would have ideally dreamed.  But he finished!  He got his prize!  












Margot Barry – Marathon
Good morning.  My name is Margot Barry.  I ran the marathon last weekend.  Although this is a “me” story, I hope you can hear the “us”
When I started training in March, I wondered if I could best my last marathon time… from 1984 when I was 16 years old.  As with most things, I approached it with both optimism and an emergency “reality” back-up plan; I had two training schedules - “Marathon Train” and “Marathon Hard Train”. I planned on using the latter and on training solo. I did stick to the hard schedule for the most part. But I did pick up two running partners - long runs with my friend Heather and speed work with Kris Severson. Running with these women I learned I go out too fast and that it actually helps me to be aware of my time. And that yes, I may be able to best my time… “unless the dew point is high, then I’ll give myself an extra half hour.”
As I trained, I achieved the little “badges” runners tend to earn – I lost a big toenail, I had a swelling injury, that made me question if I could run, prompting a shoe change a month out. And then it was the week before the marathon. I caught a cold among other things. And the day before I had a teeny fever just below 100°. I decided that if I woke up feeling sick, I would try to come in at the “high dew point” time. If I woke up feeling ok, I would try to best my 16 year old time. “I will run no matter what.” I woke up feeling pretty ok. 
The week before Kevin Johnson shared with the UUCM runners what the race was like for him. He commented how the first miles fly by – boy did they. I was not trying to go fast, but the energy of it all was moving my feet along. I kept thinking “slow down slow down slow down”. Gravity and accumulated miles slowed me down just fine. Then between miles 20-21, my heel really started to hurt. The rapid conversation in my head ended with “you have run so many miles to get here. you will do it.” I gave myself permission to take a mile to play my favorite mind game, the “every breath in goes to the pain, grabs it, and pulls it out with the exhale” game. I took in every cheer for any one and turned it into energy. Then I realized I could best make my goal, if I picked up the pace. If I didn’t, I would probably just miss it. It was so close. I picked it up. When I got to the top of the hill before the finish, I picked it up more. And I did it. I bested 16 year old Margot. I was dizzy. But I could feel my cheeks burn with a huge smile as an EMT escorted me a little ways – apparently I was obviously light headed. 
This was a challenge. I was determined, but flexible. I changed plans and used my tools. I deepened friendships and my knowledge of myself. I may have even “made” myself ill the day before so I would be rested. I knew anything could happen, that I could not prepare for everything, but that I would deal with whatever came my way, just like everything else in life. This time it worked out all right.



Scott Oremland – Marathon
Preparing for this marathon was different for me than for the first two I ran. This was my first fall marathon, so that meant logging many miles in the summer heat and intense humidity. I raced in a couple of duathlon events (running and biking), so for a few months of training I mixed in cycling whereas in the past I focused 100% on running. Some changes at work made it challenging to keep to my training plan, which for me can be incredibly unnerving. Mostly it was different because although I did all of my training solo, I never really felt like I was alone.

Knowing there was a group of us all in this together made those tough days much easier to get through. Anytime I started to feel sorry for myself because a particular run didn't go as well as planned or because I had to skip a day of running due to work conflicts it didn't take long for me to get my attitude turned around. Hearing the stories of achilles tendon issues or illness that hampered other runners' training quickly got my attitude back on track. Throughout my training I could always be thankful that I was healthy and had no injuries. I began to enjoy my running more than ever. I could be happy just that I was able to run. If I had a bad training day, I would remind myself to be thankful that I could run and thought of the other runners whose incredible perseverance kept them finding ways to stay fit through running in pools, biking and rollerblading. Thinking about that along with the parallel to the church relocation, with its long road full of speed bumps, kept my attitude in check. 
	On the morning of the race I felt good, despite only four hours of sleep the previous night. I had made some significant dietary changes in the 30 days leading up to the race and was hopeful it would contribute to a successful race. When the race started I began with an easy pace to get myself warmed up. Through miles three and four I picked it up a bit and starting at mile five I found a brisk pace that I hoped I could sustain through the rest of the race. At the half marathon mark I felt great. Had this been a half marathon race, I would have set a personal record by about three minutes. Part of me felt wonderful at that moment and the other part was simply hopeful I could finish the race at that pace.
By mile sixteen my legs were beginning to feel a bit tight, but I wasn't too worried. The training plan I had used is designed to help a runner get used to running on tired legs, but I decided to take the pace back a bit to conserve some energy.
As I got through mile eighteen I had to back off a little more and at this point knew I could not maintain that nice pace I had through the halfway mark. While I ran towards the twenty mile mark, the proverbial "wall," I was getting down on myself. I knew I had gone with an aggressive race plan, one that I knew was a bit of a gamble. It was clear to me at this point that the gamble would not pay off. Through the twentieth mile something came over me and I was able to get the pace back up a little bit, still slower than my plan, but faster than through miles eighteen and nineteen.
I think mile twenty-one was my "wall." I slowed down and hoped if I took it easy for a few minutes I could get the pace back up again. After about a half mile at this easier pace I knew that it would take tremendous effort just to keep myself from walking. That became my new goal. In my first marathon, I had to start walking at around mile twenty and it was a long, physically and emotionally exhausting final six miles that I did not want to go through again. Once I start walking, it gets tough for me to get the running pace back, so I was determined to keep running.
I shuffled my feet along and concentrated on using my arms to keep myself going. Although my pace was slow, I was surprised at how quickly the miles ticked away as I struggled down Summit Avenue. All of the crowds, with their cheering and thei signs, gave me something else to take my mind off my legs and I pushed on, trying to ignore all of the runners passing me.
Once I came over the crest of the final hill and saw the descent to the finish line it was all about getting there as fast as possible, so I could just be done. I let gravity pull me down the hill and as it flattened out for the last few hundred yards I spotted my wife, Ruth, and our daughter, Alexa. I felt a huge smile come across my face and I think I literally bounded for a few hundred steps and then digging deep for my last reserves of energy, surged ahead to the finish. I looked up at the clock knowing already that not only was I far off from my goal time, but that I had also run slower than at my previous marathon. 
This was the first time since I began running two and a half years ago that I had not run faster than any of my previous races of the same distance. I was used to getting personal record at every race. Surprisingly, as I walked (more like stumbled or waddled) through the finish area I wasn't feeling upset about it. I figured I wasn't upset at that point because I was exhausted, but that later that day or in a few days I'd be down about it. It still hasn't happened. I haven't beaten myself up about it. I'm not going to give up running because of it. I don't have any remorse for having taken the gamble with the aggressive approach to the race. 
	The day of the race was beautiful. The crowds throughout Minneapolis and St. Paul were amazing (especially those from the UUCM). I was running with a bunch of great people from our church. I am fortunate enough to be physically able to walk, let alone run a marathon. I just ran my third marathon. It would be awful selfish of me to look back at all of that and think I have something to be upset about. 
My running goal right now is to someday qualify for the Boston Marathon. I had to shave off 20 minutes from my best marathon time to do that and I had no plans of trying to do this at the 2011 Twin Cities Marathon, but I did want to run a faster time to get closer to that goal. I didn't run faster, but I think I'm closer to my goal. I made progress and my running has improved as a result of training for this race.
The results of this one race do not mean that I am not closer to my ultimate goal of qualifying for the Boston Marathon. This is where I see the parallel to the relocation efforts. Reaching a final goal typcially requires many steps. We plan and prepare for each step and sometimes we succeed and sometimes we might take a bit of a stumble. However, the learning that takes place through the planning and preparation is not lost. It is still there for us as we move on to the next step. We move forward using what we learned both from the planning and the preparation and what we learned by looking at why we stumbled. Now I can see that this stumble is not causing me to have to start all over. In fact, it won't even cause me to have to "take one step back." This has been an epiphany for me and has resulted in a tremendous change in my attitude. 
This marathon experience has had an incredible impact on me and my attitude toward running, work and life. While I went into the race wanting to achieve a specific physical goal, I came out of it with something even better: peace of mind. 


Jami Stromberg – Marathon
About 2 years ago, I gave a sermon encouraging people to step out of their comfort zone, and to find ways to challenge themselves.  But I have to admit, lately I hadn’t been doing much of that.  So when Kent proposed running one of the TC Marathon events, I figured I would go all-in and attempt the marathon.
It was hard.  My summer was filled with trying to fit my training into my busy schedule, sometimes running at 4:30 am in order to be done before the kids got up, runs in 90 degree heat, two injuries that sidelined me for over a month in total, sore legs, blisters, and several runs that went so poorly I began to doubt if I could ever complete a marathon.  But I was committed, and I don’t usually back down from commitments.  Plus, I wanted to do it.  I wanted to push myself more than I ever had, to see what happened.  And I wanted to be a marathoner.  Not many people can call themselves than, you know.
The first half of the marathon was great.  I could handle ten, or even 13 miles.  However, my longest run ever was 18 miles, and my body rebelled when I didn’t stop at 18.  Or 21.  Or 24 miles.  Those last 10 miles were very hard.  I mean, VERY hard.  I had to will my legs to take each and every step.  I was so daunting to be so tired and know that you had many more miles to go.  But you know what?  I kept going, and made it to the top of what I think is the longest hill ever, and soon I saw the finish line and the crowd was cheering and my friend and family were there, and I sprinted to the end.  What an awesome feeling.
I freaking ran 26 miles.  That is the distance from my house in Maple Grove to the State Capitol in St. Paul.  That is far.  And I did it.  And even though it really hurt, I may want to do it again.  Not soon, but someday.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I was amazed at how many members of our church ran the events.  And as far as I know, we all completed the distance we signed up for.  What an accomplishment.  Did I think about the church relocation efforts when training for or running the race?  Not really.  Mainly because it is not an aspect of church life that I am involved in.  However, I followed Kent’s running blog and saw the emails from other runners so I knew about the struggles and triumphs of the other runners from church.  It was helpful to know I wasn’t alone.  But some of you out there are intimately involved in the relocation struggle, and I hope that our efforts as runners have spurred you to be in it for the long haul, even if it is a difficult journey and you think you’ll never see the light.  It will all be worth it.





Alison Albrecht – marathon
“26.2 miles because 26.3 would be crazy.” 
– My favorite sign held up by a spectator during the marathon

I was one of 8,500+ people who completed the Twin Cities Marathon on Oct. 2, 2011. I wasn’t near the front or even in the top half of the finishers, but that truly doesn’t matter. I did the same thing the race winner did … I ran 26.2 miles. 
	After being sidetracked in April and May due to an Achilles tendon injury I was thrilled to be standing at the starting line. Due to my injury early on, and then an extremely sore knee just two weeks before the marathon, I made it pretty clear that my goals were to maintain my weight while training and make it to the starting line. If I made it to the starting line, then my goal was to finish. As someone who has competed a fair amount in the past, when I was 25-30 years younger, it is still difficult not to lock in on any sort of time for a race. I knew, however, that since this was my first marathon and since I had to alter my training, it was going to be in my best interest to not focus on whether or not I achieved a certain time. Although that is easier said than done. 
	The first 18 miles of my race went extremely well. My pace was steady and I was feeling good. Things, however, began to go downhill between miles 18-19 as my insides were not happy with the GU I had been consuming (even though I had used it in training). I also think, as I look back at the race and the days leading up to the marathon, that I had not eaten enough to properly fuel my body for the full 26.2 miles.
	Miles 20-24 were the absolute worst. Somewhere between miles 22-23, right by Macalester College, which ironically is where I went to school and competed in cross-country and track, I wasn’t quite sure I would even be able to walk the rest of the way. I had always thought if I had made it that far, at the very least I could walk the rest of the way. I wasn’t certain of that at this point of the race. I was wobbly feeling and light-headed. I somehow kept myself going, probably in part to my absolute desire to finish, particularly after making it this far, and in part to the people cheering us on and knowing my kids were waiting for me near the finish line. 
I had only gone another block when a spectator was handing out small crackers. There is no way I could have told anyone that at that point I would want crackers, but apparently my body did. And then just another half mile down the road someone had a bowl of potato chips. I helped myself to three. Looking back I firmly believe my body needed the salt. The rest of the run was still hard, but my light-headedness and wobbliness went away. 
Everyone told me crossing the finish line would be emotional. They were right. What I wasn’t prepared for the intensity of emotions I felt an hour or so later when I got home and sat down. I cried. I was overwhelmed with my accomplishment and with the support I had every step of the way; during my training and throughout the race. When it got really hard during the race, I thought of all the people who were cheering me on – the thousands of spectators that I didn’t know, the church members I saw along the course, the church members who were running the race, the church members who couldn’t be at the race that day, friends from college, new running friends, my son’s English teacher who is also a runner, my family and my kids. 
	My training didn’t go as planned and my race didn’t go I had “ideally” hoped, but I reinforced in myself that I have tremendous strength. I believe we often truly don’t know the magnitude of our strength until we are forced to draw upon it. 







Closing comment from Kent Hemmen Saleska, minister:
I am deeply grateful to all who participated in this weekend of running, to all who wrote a reflection on the experience, and to all those who supported us.  This was challenging.  I knew it would be, and was even afraid to offer it back in January because I was not even sure if I would have the time or commitment to follow through myself.  But for me, it changed when I threw it out there into the world, and when other people began to take ownership of it, too.  There are definitely some things that didn’t happen that I hoped would happen.  For instance, I had intended for us to have a few training runs together, maybe once every two weeks or once a month, and get to know each other better and have fun engaging in this activity outside other church interaction.  But for a variety of reasons, that never materialized.  Even so, I would do it all over again.  I think it is important to push ourselves, to get outside our comfort zones, to “move in faith” into the unknown, not knowing where it will lead us.  At the same time, as we move in faith, we learn to trust in our resources and in our companions, and trust – if not hope and pray and yearn – that it will lead us to a transformed life.
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