
From the Corner – Off the Wall 
I’ve been writing this column for 14 years as of this week.  I have enjoyed sharing my thoughts with my 
congregation and the community of Bellevue and beyond.  However, I have only received a handful of 
comments from readers.  I don’t expect to receive comments, but sometimes it’s nice to have some 
feedback.  I have no idea if this column is helpful to anyone or if my bantering of thoughts, faith inquiries, 
and attempts to encourage, challenge, and connect with the community is needed.   
 
Recently I’ve thought about trying to develop a different scope with this column – something more 
lighthearted, funny or even off the wall.  Years ago, when I lived in California (the state not the town in 
Kentucky) people would tell me I was weird and hilarious.  I didn’t see it.  I would go out with friends to eat 
and just relax and talk and laugh.  It was a simpler life for me then; I was the “associate pastor” at the 
Church I served, and my responsibilities were focused on particular ministries not every aspect of Church 
life.  The buck didn’t stop with me. 
 
My world has changed as a solo pastor.  It’s a serious job with responsibilities that encounter life and 
death, spiritual quests, creative differences, financial challenges, political battlefields, social connections, 
boundary matters, and power plays.  I miss laughing.  I miss being sassy and “hilarious,” sarcastic and off 
the wall - without being judged.  I miss laughing at myself when I do something stupid.  The pressure of a 
culture that values working more than living has taken its toll. 
 
Twenty-two years ago, during my first Ash Wednesday service with St. John Church in Bellevue, I was just 
beginning Holy Communion when the old black dial-phone hanging on the wall in the hallway by my office 
started to ring.  Whoever was calling was persistent as the “answering machine” kept picking up with 
every re-dial.  Thinking that it may be an emergency, I motioned to a choir member to get the call.  After 
the service was over, the choir member simply said, “Oh it was Patrick.  He wanted to make sure his wife 
picked up milk on her way home.” 
 
Amid my workaholic life and serious realities of ministry, I still laugh about this and remind Patrick’s wife to 
pick up milk every Ash Wednesday.   
 
“…do not be grieved, for the joy of the Lord is your strength.”  -Nehemiah 8.10b 
  
 

Journey well, 

Pastor Keith  
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