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Introduction 

On July 31, 2007, I decided that I needed to write a post a day for the month of August. This decision was part 
of a larger conversation that I was having about setting goals. I am not a goal person. In fact, part of my 
character is that I help other people accomplish their visions, achieve their goals.

In the latter part of July, however, I began to think about the kinds of goals that I could set. I decided I could set 
a goal of spending an hour a day on things that bring an interesting return on investment. The first fifteen 
minutes was to be spent reading the book of Psalms, as far as I could go in fifteen minutes. If you read 5 psalms 
a day, that takes you through the 150 psalms, but given that they have differing lengths, I decided to try the time 
approach.

The second fifteen minutes were to be spent in prayer. Rather than having a list, I decided to just listen and talk 
with God about whatever He had in mind and brought to my mind.

The third block was to be spent writing a post about a sign. In July I had started shooting pictures of signs and 
saving them. This pool of pictures gave me a starting place for writing. Often, the thought for the post came 
when I saw the picture. 

The fourth block was an emailing time, particularly related to emails of encouragement. As names came to mind 
during the first 45 minutes, I remembered them and sent the email.

What I didn't know when I started writing was that I would, during the month of August, receive a telephone call 
which turned into a job interview which turned into a new position starting January 1, 2008. In this position I will 
be focusing primarily on spiritual formation, on helping shape people to be more like Christ. From that 
perspective, I have realized that my journey during August, 2007, as reflected online, is a partial picture of my 
own forming. 

This is a collection of the posts.

Jon Swanson
November 2007

Jon Swanson is a husband, father, and pastor living in Fort Wayne, Indiana. He has worked in higher education 
in Texas and Indiana. He and Nancy have been married nearly twenty-five years and have two children, Andrew 
and Hope. He writes regularly at http://levite.wordpress.com. 
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August 1, 2007 
Milestones 

I’ve spent more of my time traveling this summer than I 
usually do. We’ve been out east and down south and I’ve 
been out west. And because most of this travel has been 
through places I seldom, if ever. go, I have been aware of 
signs. Signs of distance, signs of direction, signs of warning, 
signs of interest. 

Milestones have been of particular interest. The milestone 
(as they are on the Blue Ridge Parkway) or milemarker tells 
you where you are, as measured from the beginning of the 
road you are on. 

Here’s why that number helps. When traveling you want to 
know where you are. This can help you figure out how far 

you still need to go (“Another hundred and twenty-two miles!?”), how far you have come (“Five hours and we’ve 
only come 139 miles?”) and what you need to do next (“The next rest area is 47 miles. We better stop now.”). 

Here’s why that number doesn’t help, however. A milestone only indicates distance from the previous point. It 
doesn’t tell you whether this is the right road, at least directly. It doesn’t tell you what the previous mile cost you 
in time or gasoline. The milestone can’t let you know that during the next mile you will have a conversation that 
will transform your life, because of a great revelation or a significant argument. The milestone doesn’t tell you 
how much time or passion or attention or rubber you have left. 

We place great value in milestones (first date, graduation, first job, retirement). As indicators of distance that’s 
fine. But as indicators of meaning, of significance, of purpose, I’m not sure that any one milestone says much. 
They measure “what,” and I’m thinking that the more important question is “how.” How did I get here? 

In answer to the question “what should we do?” God once answered, “To act justly and to love mercy and to 
walk humbly with your God.”* That is less about milestones and more about the life in between. 

It’s the beginning of August. According to the milestone, the year is 7/12 done. There are only 5 months left to 
accomplish everything you committed to do at the beginning of the year. 

But a calendar date is only a measure of time, not significance. What significance, influence, passion, justice, love, 
humility do you want to put into this trip before the next milestone? 

*Micah 6:8 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/01/milestones/
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August 2, 2007 
Boundaries 

Most of the people around me are going through changes. 
One guy is looking for a new job after a rough patch. As I 
walked to my office to write this post, I heard about a guy 
having triple bypass surgery tomorrow. People are in the 
hospital, people are looking for new jobs people are hearing 
about cancer, people are in wrecked marriages, people are 
trying to figure out what the next step is. 

Many of these people are running into a no parking sign. 
They just want to stop, to pull over, to plant themselves 
right here, right now. And there seems to be no rest, no 
break, no end to the change. 

So how do I reconcile the experiences of all of these people, 
myself included, with David who writes, “Lord, you have assigned me my portion and my cup; you have made 
my lot secure. The boundary lines have fallen for me in pleasant places; surely I have a delightful inheritance.” 
Psalm 16:5-6? 

No wonder people get frustrated with God, and get frustrated when well-meaning people pat their hand and say, 
“It’s okay. It’s your portion. You’ll be fine.” I read David’s words and I think of Jesus, in the garden, hours 
before His death saying, “Dad, if this cup could be taken away, I’d be relieved.” His cup? A cup of death, of 
immodest death with excruciating pain. 

So the cup isn’t always full of fresh-brewed coffee. 

However, some observations:
“No parking from here to corner” means that there are places to park. Just not here. Behind, around the corner, 
up the street are many places to stop, places away from the intersection. Maybe I’m trying to stop short of the 
place I’m supposed to be, I’m equipped to be, I’m called to be. 

1. Because Jesus drank that cup of death, I don’t have to. That’s a theological statement which I’ll explain 
sometime, perhaps, but even that sentence answers my statement of comparison. The cup that He was 
able to drink, at the direction of His Dad, was far stronger than I, not being fully God and fully man, will 
have to drink. 

2. David’s life was not pain-free. Some of it he caused himself; some of it came from others. His boss 
chased him all over and tried to kill him, son chased him all over and tried to kill him, baby died, didn’t 
get to build the temple for God. So it is in the context of real life that he writes about God’s provision. 

3. I don’t have to come up with the answers. If GOD is handling the housing assignments, dividing up the 
territory, then I don’t have to explain Him, I need to help people have conversations with Him. 

That’s why, when I am paying attention, I’ll ask people what they are asking God and will make suggestions 
about those conversations. Rather than offering my advice, which is not always that good, I want to help people 
go to the source. 

I don’t like no parking signs. They make me feel rebellious, somehow. But they exist. They establish some of the 
boundaries. But usually they are pointing out the unpleasant places. So maybe I better keep following the signs.

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/02/boundaries/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/jnswanson/980294136/


August 3, 2007 
Managing     waste   

I was driving home yesterday, looking for a sign. 

I’m planning to spend the month of August talking about 
signs, since so many of us seem to be looking for them 
these days. Because I’m writing in the morning this month 
(or have a goal to do so), I have to find a sign the day 
before. 

So I was looking for a sign. To photograph. And next to a 
bridge, in a vacant lot, I saw a dumpster with a sign like 
this one: waste management. 

I started to think about managing waste, my own waste. 

I realized that I have much waste to manage. 

My attention is often wasted, watching email, twitter, Google Reader, the faces of people. I spend inordinate 
amounts of time looking for reactions rather than devoting my attention to action, whether in activity or 
intentional stillness. 

My anxiety is often wasted. I could often be anxious FOR something to happen, a sense of anticipation, of hope. 
Unfortunately, I turn that into being anxious THAT something will happen, a sense of dread, of despair. 

My abstinence is often wasted. I often refrain from doing things for fear that people will be offended, that 
someone will not like me. At times, such abstinence turns into an element of pride (”I don’t do that.”) And while 
you may be thinking about certain activities associated with that word, how often do you or I abstain from 
affirming, from encouraging, from laughing, from running with abandon (or scissors). 

My activity is often wasted. I do for the sake of doing rather than for purpose. Just so I’m not accused of 
thinking we all have to be driven by work, the purpose can be to have fun, to do nothing, to be refreshed. But I 
often abstain from having fun and create activity that looks like work.

And that’s a waste. 

I’ve only started the alphabet of waste, and now my 15 minutes for writing are gone. But perhaps a long list of 
areas of waste would be a waste itself. Perhaps the best way to manage waste is to spend less time looking for it 
and more time creating abundance. 

Happy weekend. Don’t abstain too much. Be anxious for nothing.

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/03/managing-waste/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/jnswanson/992025218/


August 4, 2007 
Walking and     waiting   

7:00 am “Dear God. Please help me find a job. Not just any 
job, but the perfect job. Amen.” 

noon “Dear God. I don’t want to seem pushy, but I really 
would like a job. And You said to ask, so I’m asking. 
Amen.” 

3:00 pm “Dear God. I haven’t heard anything yet. But that’s 
okay, I know You are busy. But where I am now is really 
annoying and I don’t think I can handle this much longer, 
so I’ll just wait here in line. Amen.” 

9:00 pm “Dear God. I tried it Your way. But I haven’t 
heard anything, so now I lay me down to try to sleep. But 

waiting is really hard, so if You care, I’d like an email with a job when I wake up. Yes, that’s it. Just make 
someone send me an email with a job. Great. That will work. Amen.” 

4:00 am “Dear God. You’ve got 3 hours. Amen.” 

Because of a number of conversations with a number of people, I am increasingly aware that I may not be the 
only person in the world who has a push-button view of prayer. 

Here’s what I mean. When we are walking in the city, we see the direction that we want to go or need to go or 
think we need to go. We stand at the corner, but the traffic is heavy. We push the button and wait for the light to 
change and the traffic in our path to stop. When it does, we know we can walk safely across. Because pedestrians 
are important, the wait is seldom more than a minute. 

We apply this same thinking to our lives. We decide which direction to go, we know that what we need is a new 
job or a new relationship or a new situation or a healing. We stand at the corner and pray, which means that we 
say words which we believe will push the God button. And when the traffic doesn’t stop, we push it a few more 
times. We may try cutting through the traffic. We may give up and walk away. 

But what if God isn’t a traffic signal? What if prayer, rather than being a button, is part of a conversation with a 
person? What if the silence which we see as a broken button is actually Someone waiting for us to stop deciding 
which way we are going and start just talking about the path and the corner and the traffic. 

I don’t like it when people look at me merely as a traffic signal, giving approval to what they have already 
decided, do you? I mean, you want to offer counsel and direction and conversation and relationship when people 
talk to you, don’t you? 

Maybe God does, too.

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/04/walking-and-waiting/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/jnswanson/1001029024/


August 5, 2007 
Rest     Area   

Having been on the road more than usual this summer, I’m 
aware that some signs are more desirable than others. Some 
signs are related to my felt needs. On the other hand—Yield, 
No Parking, Stop—these are signs that relate to controlling 
my interactions with others. One sign in particular relates to 
me. 

Rest Area. 

I drink coffee. If you read this blog or look at my Flickr 
much, you know this. As a result, while traveling, I need 
breaks. I feel the need with great urgency at times. And so, I 
am willing to stop. I choose to stop. 

As we are working on our life journeys, there are times that we have to Stop, and we argue. But we are made to 
need to stop occasionally, regularly. These stops are for our own well-being, refocusing, refreshing. 

We can’t stay in a rest area forever, since it is a pause, not a destination. But today, don’t ignore that sense inside 
calling you to stop, to take a break. 

Rest.

August 6, 2007 
Temporary     signs   

It’s the first day of day camp for the Fort Wayne Children’s 
Choir. They call this week “Choralfest”. Every day, from 
9-4, 250-275 kids meet in five different choirs to learn 
enough music to perform a concert on Friday evening. It’s 
an amazing amount of singing, music theory, teambuilding 
and other stuff. 

Choralfest happens on a local university campus. Because 
there are a bunch of new kids every year, and because there 
is a new music building this year, we put up signs to provide 
direction. 

(I say we because on Monday morning I am an extra set of 
hands for the initial setup. Nancy works in the choir office 

and our daughter Hope is one of the big kids that helps with the little kid choirs. For the rest of the week, I 
resume normal broadcasting but they will keep working, helping, following.) 

The directional signs are temporary. Tape on a post temporary. They are created to last about 60 minutes on 
Monday morning. After that, the kids have a clue where to go. 

Although the sign disappears, the lightpost doesn’t, the campus doesn’t, and, for a week anyway, Choralfest 
doesn’t. And then other signs will appear on the campus as school starts and a thousand different clubs and 
events and classes and people post signs to direct people who are looking toward the event they are seeking. 
Paths which, once found, won’t need the signs anymore. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/06/temporary-signs/
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/05/rest-area/
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I think sometimes we want permanent signs so we don’t have to remember where we are going. Rather than 
learning the directions, and having the place in our minds, we want to keep focusing on how to get there. There 
is a measure of irresponsibility in our living. 

Other times we want permanent signs because we think that an event which is supposed to be temporary should 
last forever. We think that life should always be Choralfest or a convention or a retreat or a worship style or an 
unconference. These events are intended to last for awhile and then, having equipped or refreshed or taught us, 
go away. 

Still other times we want permanent signs because we think that everyone should be exactly like us and have the 
same experiences. “What? You don’t like coffee? How can you ….” 

Which path should you have learned by now? What event, long over, are you still looking for? What do you 
assume everyone should experience identically? 

Maybe the sign is supposed to be gone.

August 7, 2007 
options and     expression   

This sign is next to a driveway on a college campus. At first 
glance it suggests that this is not a road to take. After all, 
shouldn’t we make choices that have lots of options? 
Shouldn’t we go down the road that would allow us to keep 
moving, to keep growing, to keep expanding our options 
and opportunities? 

Our progress-oriented culture pushes us to set goals which 
conform to a particular view of success, of growth. So don’t 
go down a road which has no outlet. 

Unless you are willing to ignore traditional notions of 
success. 

You see, down this road you find the athletic building, a place where people who care about physical outlet find 
tremendous opportunities. There is fitness for everyone. There are intramural sports. There is Division One 
competition. This is a great outlet for those people. 

Also down this road is the Communication and Drama building. People who are involved in communicative 
expression find great outlet. There is persuasion, there is entertainment, there is emotion. 

Between those two buildings is the new music building. In those practice rooms and concert spaces and offices, 
hundreds and thousands of people will be taken inside music, and their hearts will find a wonderful outlet. 

“No outlet”. Be careful how quickly you write off a particular road. Although the road itself may not go far, the 
spaces and the people that you find in that cul de sac may change your life forever. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/07/options-and-expression/
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August 8, 2007 
Shortest distance may be     slow   

Interstate highways are built to minimize turns and to 
maximize speed. They are designed to get us from near one 
point to near another point. They are fun in an efficient 
kind of way, allowing us to set the cruise control and easily 
consume distance. 

Most of my life, however, isn’t spent on interstates. It is 
spent in the twists and turns of neighborhood streets, 
moving slowly, dealing with traffic, stopping and starting, 
backtracking. Most of my driving life I can’t set the cruise 
control. I have to pay attention to where I’m going. I feel as 
though I am making no progress at all. I wish I could have 
Chitty-Chitty-Bang-Bang. I wish I were in a Jeep 
commercial and could drive over the terrain. 

Yesterday Bill said something about the ebb and flow of life. Sometimes a good friend says, “just when we think 
we are getting ahead….” A friend doesn’t want to have to start at the bottom of another company. A young 
woman says, “let’s go back to when you started teasing me in elementary school…and start over.” 

When I look at the winding road sign, I realize that half the time I face east, half the time I face west, I move 
slower that I want to, but ultimately I get to where I need to be. And I think about my life and the lives of my 
friends and I wonder if maybe we missed the winding road sign. 

Think about it. We often waste hours (days, weeks, years) wondering what the next thing is. We wonder which 
way to go. We think that things on this road aren’t going the way they are supposed to go. We are angry and hurt 
and scared. We keep looking for a sign that will tell us which way to go, because this way just doesn’t work. After 
all, we seem to be going backwards. We stop next to the road in our confusion. 

Maybe we missed the sign that was hidden by a branch (because the roads close to home, the roads that are not 
interstates always have untended trees). We missed the sign that said, “you are on the right road, but it is going to 
twisting, but don’t let that trouble you. The Maker of the Road knows that it will get you to where you need to 
be.” 

In your search for signs, consider the possibility that the winding road, while slow, is exactly the right road. 

What do you think? 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/08/shortest-distance-may-be-slow/


August 8, 2007 
common     carriers   

They are easily ignored, existing as they do, everywhere. On 
every corner, between every corner, across your backyard, 
spanning the countryside in great strides and short hops. 
They are old, cracked, faded, somewhat rotten. They are 
new and sticky and solid. They are steel and aluminum and 
wood. They perform their work silently, impassively. You 
don’t notice their presence unless you bump into them or 
they fail under great duress. 

And yet, for all their self-deprecation, they are known. A 
record is kept of their existence, of their location. Someone, 
somewhere, keeps track. The numbers and letters embossed 
in metal or peeled and stuck on metal plates are listed in a 
book or spreadsheet or ledger somewhere. 

These power poles or light posts or whatever they are called, are known. There are numbers on each of them, 
often bearing the name of whatever the company was called before the merger. It is important in time of crisis to 
know exactly where the post is and what it is connected to, what lines it carries across the neighborhood. 

In looking at these numbers, I realized that if something like a pole has an identification, wouldn’t it be cool if 
every person were known by an identifier unique to her or to him? Wouldn’t it be comforting to know that in 
time of crisis, someone knew where we could be found? Wouldn’t it be…. 

Oh, wait. 

David talked about that, in a blog post or poem or psalm.

You know me inside and out,you know every bone in my body; You know exactly how I was 
made, bit by bit, how I was sculpted from nothing into something. 

Psalms 139:15 The Message (MSG) Copyright © 2002 by Eugene H. Peterson. Used by permission of NavPress Publishing Group. 

People matter, not as groups, not as markets, not as amorphous gatherings but as uniquely identified individuals. 
We get so busy using what they produce, taking for granted what they carry. 

But they matter. 

Just look for the signs. 

http://www.ebible.com/bible/psalm%20139
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/08/common-carriers/


August 9, 2007 
serving  

Did you ever have one idea for a post and then have it 
morph midstream? This is one of those posts. 

At the time I wrote about managing waste, I knew that 
there was another major provider in the waste handling 
industry in Fort Wayne. In other words, there was another 
tribe of garbage people. They used to be called National 
Serv-all, but somewhere they must have become 
international. Now they are just Serv-all. 

I wanted to talk about an attitude toward helping which is 
represented by that sign. We are called to serve everyone, to 
not distinguish based on, well, based on anything. And I 
thought that it would be fun to do a post talking about that 

kind of attitude toward service. 

As I was bouncing the ideas around, however, the idea of garbage kept coming to mind. This is the sign on a 
dumpster, after all, and the idea of service and garbage felt like an amusing juxtaposition. It seems like both waste 
management and serv-all are euphemisms for what is really happening. People throw stuff away. They fill 
dumpsters with stuff that stinks, that is broken, that is messy. We fill them with what we don’t want. We fill them 
with what we have ruined. We fill them with our mistakes, with our leftovers. 

And we regard the contents of dumpsters as garbage. Think of how we think of people who go dumpster diving, 
particularly for food. They are unclean as well. 

And yet there are people who go around and willingly accept the garbage, the refuse, the trash, the debris. We 
tend to not think about them much, other than complaining when they are out early in the morning making 
noise. Far be it from us to think about how much less the stuff might smell in the comparative cool of the 
morning rather than after baking in the sun for another 8 hours. 

I started to think about lives, at least mine. The junk, the anger, the wrecked plans, the bad attitudes, the broken 
relationships. The insecurity and arrogance all scrambled together where no one can really see it. The failure that 
isn’t about me just being humble. The actual failure inside. 

And I think about the one Person who actually is willing to take the garbage and empty the dumpster. The one 
Person who is willing to serv-all, without a trace of irony or euphemism. The one Person who makes house calls 
to take away the trash. 

And I thought, that’s where service comes from, at least for me. From the trash being hauled away. 

And then I thought, is that metaphor too cliche? But then I realized that I don’t know who has a bunch of 
broken stuff in the dumpster and who just hasn’t been willing to let someone haul it away. And maybe, just 
maybe, the sign of Someone willing to accept the garbage might be a hopeful sign. 

And hopeful signs are the best kind. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/03/managing-waste/
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/09/serving/


August 10, 2007 
slow     down   

I am usually late. Whether it is because I took a wrong turn, 
or wanted a few more minutes of sleep or tried to get one 
more thing done or (horrors) spent too much time on 
twitter/gmail/reader I end my trips in a hurry. That’s why 
this sign was so compelling this afternoon. 

Patient Parking. 

Patience is the last thing on my mind as I swing into most 
parking lots. I’m on the next conversation, the next list, the 
next excuse. But I wondered what patient parking would 
look like. Would it look like deferring to others? Would it 
look like lingering in the car for a moment when I stopped, 
finishing the last song or NPR story? Would it look calm? 

I know. I’m taking the sign out of context. It is, after all, at a local hospital where I was visiting someone. But as I 
think about the health costs of our impatience, the stress that affects hearts and stomachs and relationships, I 
think that learning patient parking might keep some of us out of “patient parking”. 

So have a great weekend. Stop looking so hard for road signs and be willing to look for parking signs as well. 
Park and walk and run and sit and drink coffee and read the paper and laugh at the kids and turn off the news 
(except for NBC News when Jim Long is behind the camera). Take a cool shower and pray and hold someone’s 
hand and tell someone that you like them or love them or care about them. 

See you later. 

August 11, 2007 
settling     in   

Sometime in the early 90s, Nancy and I acquired a piece of 
real estate. A company named Juno had a bunch of Internet 
space and were giving it away. We took our chunk and 
named it after ourselves: jnswanson at juno dot com. We 
existed online. People could contact us. We had an address. 
Our street addresses and employers and cities and 
friendships and other things may change. However, start 
building an online place where the relationships and 
thoughts and growth from all aspects of your life and grow. 
We’ll learn the address. We’ll know what we can find when 
you are home (we promise not to show up to loot 
everything when you aren’t home). And step by step this 
wilderness will be settled. 

We were living in Goshen at the time, at 59000 Lower Drive. It was the second house and fifth address we had 
used in less than ten years of marriage. We didn’t think much about this email address compared to the street 
address. After all, it was just email. 

We’ve moved again since then, back to Fort Wayne. We’ve lived in our current house for almost 11 years, which 
feels like forever to us. But we’ve had our email address for longer. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/11/settling-in/
http://vergenewmedia.com/
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/10/slow-down/


Somewhere along the line, I started using jnswanson as my online identity in other settings. You can find me on 
flickr, on linkedin, on gmail, on tumblr, on lejit. It is moving toward being a brand, I suppose. However, when I 
started blogging, I wanted to hide more than that. I started writing with the title “levite”, first at blogger, and 
then here at wordpress. 

I think I wanted to hide a bit. I wasn’t sure that I wanted to tie the writing I was doing to jnswanson. After all, 
there were religious connections and church connections and all. I didn’t want people to tie the writing I was 
doing to my role as a pastor. 

Why this long review of history, particularly when there is a sign at the top of the post and I haven’t written 
about signs yet? 

Kies Road is in Hillsdale County, Michigan. It is the road that runs past a farmhouse which has been owned by 
the Kies family for somewhere near 150 years. That farmhouse, expanded, refurbished, reclaimed, now serves as 
a second home for Tom and Marion Kies, my in-laws, Nancy’s parents. 

For a long time, mail sent to that address on Kies Road would eventually get to a Kies. And that mail would 
most likely show respect, because the Kies’s have been good farmers and solid people. They have a strong 
reputation in Hillsdale County. The Kies brand, at least the part I’m connected to, is a great brand. 

There is another little road in northern Wisconsin, Larson Road, where my mother’s family still lives (though the 
name Larson is gone, something about having all daughters.) John Larson, however, and his daughters also have 
had a great reputation. 

In the old days, families would build reputations around their names and everyone could find them. These days, 
with family farms almost gone and everyone working for places with made up names on the front door (I mean, 
what exactly is a verizon?), our identities, our brands, our addresses have disappeared. It has been difficult to find 
people. There aren’t many streets that are peopled by the family they were named for. 

Except. 

More and more people are creating online addresses based on their real name. We are moving into the internet 
village, staking claim to a label that connects where we breath with where we type. Yes, there are problems with 
connecting all of the places seamlessly. Yes, there are still places where we used funny names (AIM: soccerdadats 
for example). Yes, we still aren’t sure how much of our 
selves we are willing to open to everyone. But more and 
more we are willing to find that one label, that one street, 
that one name and point to it and build around it. 

Am I ready to rename this blog? No. Too many links to it 
already. However, you can find more and more about how 
to reach me on the about page all the time.  I am far more 
comfortable with not trying to hide. And I’m thinking that 
the more that the kitchen door can be open so you can stop 
by and talk, the more interesting and comfortable the 
conversations become. 

  



August 12, 2007 
when are you     closed?   

This is the sign outside the door I usually use to enter the 
place where I work when I go to my office. That is an 
incredibly awkward sentence. I know. However, I can’t 
figure out how else to phrase it. 

And neither do you. 

My work isn’t limited to what happens in my office. I have 
conversations and appointments and hospital visits all 
around the city. I have interaction all around the world. And 
so do you. 

My work isn’t limited to when we are open. The idea of an 
8-5 job, five days a week, seems almost odd. I have sent 

emails, had conversations, written or read or prayed or visited with someone at every hour of the day, most times 
during the week. And so have you. 

My work isn’t limited to places and hours. And neither is yours. 

So what exactly should the sign say that would accurately describe how we work or live? And where exactly 
should we put that sign so that people know when we are available (and when we aren’t)? 

I’m thinking that if we can find a place for the sign and times to put on it, we might find a little more rest. 
Because maybe being closed sometimes is a good time. 

August 13, 2007 
abandon 

I’m a pretty cautious person. I don’t take many risks. I 
usually think things through. Even when I feel like I’m out 
on a limb, I’m not, at least compared to most people who 
are risk-takers. 

As I writing this, I’m watching a PBS show about Blue Man 
Group, watching them play “Teenage Wasteland”. A group 
characterized by calculated abandon playing a song by a 
group who lived with often uncalculated abandon. 

And it makes me think: when should we pay attention to 
the caution tape and when should we let it fall to the floor? 
What is the balance between calculation and abandon? 

One is about lacking trust, the other about trusting too much (or not at all). On is about one kind of stewardship, 
the other is about an extravagance. One is about thinking and planning and organizing, the other is about 
creating and playing and delighting. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/13/abandon/
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Either one, calculation or abandon, to excess is, I think, unhealthy. But I’m thinking tonight that I spend too 
much time on calculation. Not that I’m all that organized. Looking at any of my workspaces will tell you that. 
However, I think that I spend too much deciding what to do based on the reaction which it will get. 

You do it too. I know you. We try to figure out what will get the greatest effect for the minimal effort. We try to 
figure out how to juggle the greatest number of commitments. We try to decide what will be most pleasing to 
God, to our families, to our friends, to ourselves. We have some pain or pleasure scale and we try to minimize 
one and maximize the other. 

And I think we are working too hard on working out how 
to not have to work too much. I think we are thinking too 
hard about how to think in the best ways. 

This week try to get rid of at least one set of false 
expectations for yourself, a piece of plastic tape saying 
“Caution cuidado caution cuidado” which is just a random 
piece of tape. 

Somewhere, somehow this week, live with abandon.  

After all, though we seldom acknowledge it, God 
understands something about extravagance. I mean, he took 
a handful of rocks and threw them toward earth early this 
morning in the Perseids, just for fun. 

August 14, 2007 
brevity 

I tell stories. 
I tell lots of stories. 

When asked about policies, I tell stories. When asked about 
people, I tell stories. When asked about what time it is, I’ll 
tell you the story of my watch and how it was a gift from a 
close friend for my ordination and how, on the morning of 
my ordination I was driving to the church and I realized 
that I needed to get a watch and then, when I opened this 
box, there was a watch, from a guy who had been part of 
teaching me many things. 

See? I tell stories. 

I’m in a situation right now where someone is needing to understand what is going on, how things are. I am 
realizing that sometimes I need to tell WHY things are, but other times?  Other times it is clear that there is a 
bridge and when it is dark or rainy people just need to know that there is a bridge. 

Stories are good. Explanations are helpful. Comments are fun. But sometimes the most effective thing to do is to 
know that there is a bridge…and just go over it. 

[Photo by Robb Lenardson in response to my request for sign photos.] 
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August 15, 2007 
go     ahead.   

Sometimes signs show up off the paved road, here on the Internet Superhighway (kind of 
like Burma Shave signs). Like this one. It showed up the other day over at Liz Straus’s home 
away from home. I read her invitation to talk about changing the world and thought, 
“That’s what I’m about, but what does it look like.” 

I do care about changing the world. Or inviting God to change the world through me. But I 
also think about that idea with a sense of skepticism. After all, I’m not a goal-setter. I’m not 
the kind of person that creates 10 year plans–or even 3 year plans. In fact, I’m working on a 
60 minute plan and finding that challenging. 

But then I realized that the sign above isn’t an invitation or a suggestion. It’s a command. And I’m already 
involved in it and so are you. The problem is that both of us aren’t aware of what we are doing. We are just 
living. 

So I sent Liz an email which she graciously framed and linked and hung on the wall. 

And then I discovered again that words have an effect on people. Not necessarily my words. But the words back 
from my friends. I discovered that they have the ability to say things that shape my approach to my world. 

So give someone words or time or attention or touch or a piece of chocolate today. Stop the important things 
that you were going to do today just long enough….to change the world. 

August 15, 2007 
parking     places   

I’m on my way somewhere. So are you. What we forget is 
that so are they. 

Who are they? What ARE they like? What DO they like? 
Are they like me? Do they like me? And what would it be 
like to get to know them? 

I don’t know who your they is. Around here, one of the 
theys are the Amish. They have made choices about their 
lives that could feel like an indictment of me. They are 
bilingual. They seem inconsistent sometimes, driving 
buggies and sharing cell phones. You can fill in other 
stereotypes as well as I can. 

Yesterday I read the weekly newspaper column from Lovina Eicher who is old Order Amish. She talks about her 
life and then includes a recipe. She wrote about a medical crisis with her son, a fever of 106. She wrote, “we 
know God was with us, but would I have been strong enough in faith if things wouldn’t have gone the way of 
our prayers?” 

You know, I think that her heart isn’t very far from mine. 

Even if her parking space is. 

(photo from Robb Lenardson)
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August 16, 2007 
unclear. to most     people.   

Communication is what I do. Or more precisely, it is what I studied. 
I have three degrees in communication, which means that I am still 
roughly three degrees away from everyone else in the world. 

(Okay. I’ll let you catch up. three degrees plus three degrees would 
be six degrees. Nevermind) 

Some days I work hard to be understood by as many people as 
possible. I work hard on explaining and describing and picturing and 
interacting. The message I have matters to lots of people and so I 
make it as approachable as possible. 

Other days, it doesn’t matter that everyone understands me. In fact, on those days, I only care that one or two 
people understand. In fact, on some of those days I would rather that everyone else didn’t understand. 

And so I speak in code. 

You do, too. You have particular ways of saying things that have significance only to people who know you well. 
Anyone else listening in would be completely lost. 

I’m not talking about facades or masks or any of that stuff. I am talking about being precise to a precise audience 
while everyone else is watching. 

And some of you are trying to figure out what I’m saying here. So look at the picture. 

This is a picture from my friend Becky McCray, taking on the street near where she lives. It is a street sign. It is 
visible to everyone who drives by. But unlike most of the signs we are looking at here, this sign is public, but 
intended only for a very small group of people. It’s probably about distance. It’s telling where something starts, 
obviously, but unlike a green light which tells everyone to start, this one doesn’t tell me or you or Becky or Joe 
anything about starting. 

It is from someone to someone and the rest of us ought to and can safely ignore it. 

Carol Burnett tugged on her ear. Jerry Seinfeld always referenced Superman. Jesus used this odd phrase: “for 
those who have ears to hear, let them hear.” 

Sometimes we can send specific messages even in front of the whole world because it is important that the 
message gets through to that one person. We end up being completely committed to that purpose, because it 
matters so much. 

Do you know what I mean? 

http://www.smallbizsurvival.com/
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August 17, 2007 
Turning out the     lights.   

When you are traveling, highway signs are important. You 
often spend time comparing the signs with the map, looking 
for a one to one correlation. Sometimes, however, the sign 
isn’t giving you any new information. Instead, it is telling 
you that you are close to the place you’ve been headed for 
your whole trip. 

It simply says “home”. 

Oh, I know. Not every sign says home. In fact, very few 
have those four letters. This one, from my twitter friend 

Goldie, identifies some place in Colorado. It’s not home for me. In fact, it’s a state that I haven’t been in for 45 
years…and I am less than 50 years old. However, for Goldie, this sign lets her know that the journey, at least this 
particular one, is almost over. 

I love the fact that this one is at sunset, which, on a Friday night like tonight. is particularly important for Goldie. 
It is the beginning of Sabbath. She’ll be off-line for the next 24 hours, allowing more than just her car to get 
home. My twitter friend Len Edgerly will have his own tech sabbath on Sunday, giving his eyes the time to catch 
to get caught up with his heart–or the other way around. 

I’m thinking that letting my heart and eyes and everything to get caught up wouldn’t be a bad idea. As I listen to 
Goldie and Len and others, I’m thinking that a disconnect won’t stop the world from turning. It won’t cause 
gmail or Wordpress or twitter to crash. If anything, it might help some of us to keep from crashing. 

And so, have a great weekend. I’ll be home. 

Shabat Shalom. 

(photo from Goldie Katsu) 

August 18, 2007 
Little     things   

Our lives are full of big things. Huge things. Major crises. 
Life transitions. Illness and catastrophe. 

Right now there is a hurricane bearing down on Jamaica. 
There are several families slowly accepting the reality that 
the place their dad or husband or friend worked is where 
they are now buried. Cancer is reappearing at church. 

You can fill in your own examples. 

Some of us are not in the middle of those crises. Our job is 
to appreciate even the little blessings that are around us, 
things as little as flavored coffee when we just expected old. 

Does this mean that we shouldn’t care about those other crises? Absolutely not. In fact, my prayer list is growing. 
I’m asking God to work, to give strength and wisdom and healing and clarity. When I can be encouraging, I’m 
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trying to remember to be encouraging. When I can help, I am trying to help. 

However, I can’t fix everything. I can’t fix anything. I can, however, enjoy the life that I have been given rather 
than feeling guilty about enjoying coffee. 

So care. Deeply. And then be grateful for what you have been given. 

(including a friend who is on a photo quest, too. Thanks Robb.)

August 19, 2007 
A new     week.   

Ever been to August 21, 2007? What’s it like? What will 
happen? How does it turn out? What is the coolest thing 
about it? Who did you meet that you never thought you 
would? Who did you talk with that you hadn’t seen for 
years?

What? No one in the world has been there yet? 

Exactly. No one on earth knows what’s going to happen. So 
why do we think that the day has already been decided? 

There are a number of things that we can do to shape that 
day: 

• We can have a wonderful day by surrendering. Liz suggests that we release our expectations, our 
resistance, our constant spin of our lives. Rather than spending all our energy on defense, perhaps laying 
down those battles would let us listen and learn. 

• We can respond to the crises around us. David Kuo talks about the way Christ Followers are responding 
to human needs. With floods in Minnesota, Oklahoma, and Jamaica (and points west) or countless 
suffering families on our doorsteps, August 21 could be our day of responding to real needs (with the 
energy we saved by surrendering). 

• We can do little things. Marc Pitman is pastoring a church of about 30 people (and being a pretty good 
fundraiser.) His little group of Christ followers, however, has been nice to a bunch of people (over 
18,000) during the past 7 months. 

• We can take note of what is going by us, like Amy did last Tuesday. Just one of the things she noted while 
reading that day was, “Listen between the lines.” 
We can write a post which links other posts together, like Joanna inspired Liz to teach about. 
We can write a poem, as Anna did, about learning to trust. 

I know this looks like a bunch of links…and it is. But they each give clear examples of roads we can take during 
the next couple days, roads unmaintained, roads infrequently–though occasionally–traveled. 

What if… No, never mind. 

What? 

What if the thing that we had to risk by traveling on those roads…is missing out on the faith gained in the act of 
travel itself? Oh, and let me know how August 21, 2007 turns out. 

http://annayoda.wordpress.com/2007/08/17/heart-song/
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August 20, 2007 
waiting,     revisited.   

I was thinking tonight about traffic lights. I started by 
thinking about green. I immediately thought about how we 
look at green but start anticipating the change to yellow and 
then red. We expect that our progress will be interrupted. 
We expect that we are going to have to stop, to wait. We get 
very frustrated by these interruptions. 

Then I thought about red. I realized that what follows red 
is….green. What follows stopping is going. When a red 
light in the other direction stops that traffic. When it’s safe. 
When it is my turn. 

What if I looked at red as the prelude to green rather than 
the other way around? How would that transform how I 

think about the periods of waiting? 

I would probably spend the time preparing to move, 
getting everything arranged for forward motion. I would 
probably look at the map to plan as well as I could. i would 
look around and stretch. I would be ready for green. 

Instead, I sit at the red light, annoyed. 

Maybe rather than waiting for the light to change, I should 
change my view. Then, when the light changes, I won’t be 
angry (”It’s about time”), I’ll be ready.
  

August 21, 2007
High     Water   

Sometimes signs are warnings.

Other times they are descriptions. 

This is one of those signs. A number of my friends are 
seeing this sign in their lives right now. Their response? 
“Duh!” 

The water is creeping over the sides of their boats almost as 
quickly as they can bail it out. It is rising step by step up the 
cellar stairs. It is sluicing down the street in front of the 
house. It’s dripping through the rotten spot in the roof. 

The water is high and still rising. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/22/high-water/
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My response? I tell them that I am aching with them, because suffering never makes me happy. I look for a 
bucket and try to help, either scooping out pain or pouring oil on the waves. 

And I talk to God. 

Because I have this funny notion that even if they haven’t met him, that doesn’t make him not real. Quaint, I 
know. Old-fashioned. And somehow unjust, because if he knew about the rising water, he could stop it 
somehow, right? 

And that’s why I’m talking to him. Because that’s what I do when I don’t understand what someone is doing. 

And so, dear friends, I’m asking.

[photo by Robb Lenardson]

August 22, 2007 
blogs and     bridges   

Seventy years ago a bunch of people were having a hard 
time finding work. They were living in the time we call the 
Great Depression, though there wasn’t much that was great. 
People scraped around for whatever work they could find. 

The Civilian Conservation Corps was started to give 
employment to some of these people (and my paternal 
grandmother did the laundry for guys in a CCC camp in 
northern Minnesota). The Works Progress Administration 
(WPA) was another program started to build and paint and 
help people stay afloat. 

Workers from the WPA built a bridge near Fort Wayne, 
Robb Lenardson took a picture, and here we are. 

A couple days ago, Wordpress.com rolled out a new feature for tracking blog visits. Instead of just being able to 
view hits per day, you can see hits per week or hits per month. When I look at the daily chart, my traffic is up and 
down over 30 days. It can be pretty depressing–they like me, they hate me, they are paying attention, they are 
ignoring me. Pretty sad, I know, but some of you do have the same addiction. 

When I look at the weekly report, however, the chart is a little less choppy. When I look at the hits per month 
chart, however, I see a fairly steady increase from about 11/2006. 

Compared to a bridge which has carried vehicular traffic for generations, my fretting about how many hits per 
day is pretty petty. What I can guess, however, is that the people working on that project seventy years ago had 
days when it seemed like nothing was working, when the water kept filling the holes, when the rain kept them 
from working, when uncle Dave twisted his back and couldn’t work. It is only from a distance that they 
understand that they changed history, they allowed traffic to move, they allowed generations to make it to 
grandmother’s house, over the river. 

I know that we need to work hard to live each moment, to make the most of every opportunity, to redeem the 
time. However, we cannot determine the value of those efforts at the momentary level. It is only as we pull out 
to see if we are making progress this month, this year, this decade, that we begin to see that we are growing, 
learning, changing. We begin to understand that we are seeing evidence of grace, of forgiveness, of hope. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/22/blogs-and-bridges/
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And, to be honest, we may never see the results of our moment-by-moment integrity (or recovery for mistakes). 
Most of the people who built this bridge are already dead. But we know that they made a difference. 

I need to stop measuring progress a moment at a time. I need to stop living only in the future. Live now. 
Measure then. It might make a pretty helpful bridge for lots of people. 

August 23, 2007 
Evacuation Meeting     Area   

I’m on LinkedIn. I have all my regular jobs and then one I 
made up: Church 2.0 Explorer. Someone suggested I 
explain that one. I will sometime. 

For now, however, I am starting to think about the 
conceptual connections with 0.0 and 1.0 and 2.0 when they 
are preceded by Web or Community or Church. And I 
think that there are some parallels. 

Church 0.0 was about relationships, relationships between 
people and between people and God. The images in the 
Bible are of a Body and of a family and of a vine and 
branches and of a building. People met together in houses 
and in the temple courts and in the synagogues and in 

rented halls. They met for conversation and teaching and eating and prayer. They spent a lot of time interacting. 

Sometime Church 1.0 started. It was far more about information and entertainment than interaction. It was more 
about ritual than revelation. It was a lot like Web 1.0 with infrequent updates and a top down presentation. There 
weren’t comment fields. Only the programmers could update the pages. The graphics were cool, but often not 
real. 

More and more, however, we see Church 2.0. Far more interactive, far less institutional, this version looks a lot 
like 0.0. It’s not as slick as 1.0, but people are beginning to understand that church isn’t about the stiffness and 
structures and image, it’s about the relationships. 

Web 2.0 interfaces fit well with this new model, not as an end in themselves but as a way of fostering real 
interaction between real people. 

So what does this have to do with the sign? For some people, Church 1.0 was accompanied by a view of church 
as fire insurance. Church was a building, a place where you could go occasionally as a way to ensure that when 
the time came, you would be evacuated. 

But if church is a web of relationships rather than a building, then maybe we don’t need to think just about 
evacuation. Maybe, just maybe, there is something of significance now. 

A Church 1.0 doesn’t have much room for interacting about such things. But Church 2.0/0.0 enhanced by Web 
2.0 and face-to-face interactions just might lead to some real relationships between real people and with a real 
God. 

And obviously, you are getting really rough thoughts tonight. 

But isn’t that the point? 

http://www.linkedin.com/in/jnswanson
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/23/evacuation-meeting-area/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/10658225@N08/1153284120/


August 24, 2007 
Right     turns   

On Sunday, I invited us to figure out new ways to make this 
week significant. I focused on one day, August 21. So now I’m 
curious: How did that day turn out for you? 

I’ll tell you a secret: I barely remember Tuesday. 

Oh wait, now I do. I started with a meeting at 7:00 am. I ended 
the last meeting at 10:30 pm. In between, I had several 
conversations and meetings. 

You know what else I remember? At two or three points during 
the day, I took right turns. 

Were they 90 degrees? Not always. I wasn’t always at decision points which demanded that precision. However, 

• I walked out of one meeting because I realized that I hadn’t seen our daughter all day and I wanted to see 
her before she went to bed. (Before you are impressed, that is the first time I remember being that 
decisive…and she’s 16.) 

• I was in a group which had wondered what God thought about something and then was asking God to 
help us with that something and then I laughed and said, “would You let us know what You think about 
it?” How often do we try to figure God out rather than just asking Him to let us know? 

Of course, I made a number of decisions which weren’t right. Of course, I’m not going to list them for you here, 
but suffice it to say that among those decisions, I may be too interested in being connected online. 

The delightful thing is that the week is done. Regretting it is pointless. Learning from it is possible. And taking 
more right turns is highly desirable. 

After all, the rule is still in effect. 

(Thanks to Rob Hatch who found this sign…well, just guess.) 

http://www.robhatch.com/
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August 25, 2007 
you     first.   

In a hot church in northern Wisconsin 51 years ago, a 
young couple each pulled up to this sign. After a brief 
conversation, they climbed into the same car and drove 
away into life, a life which has tested their resolve to follow 
the rules of the road. 

A yield sign is a challenging sign. It suggests that someone 
has determined that the road you are on has to defer to the 
road someone else is on. It also exists as a suggestion, to be 
applied with interpretation. If there seems to be enough 
space to move, you can move. If there doesn’t appear to be 
any traffic, you can keep moving. In a yield sign, there is 
none of the harshness of a stop sign; yield is more about 
willing surrender. 

My parents understand willing surrender. Three children (who made it full-term), countless church meetings, 
band concerts, plays, building projects, job disappointments, disappearing friendships, chronic illnesses. Five 
homes (not houses, homes) providing decades of decorating decisions. Years of eating out, providing even more 
decisions. A couple life-and-death medical times, providing even more decisions. 

After all that yielding–to each other, to God, to their children, to the world around them–you would expect them 
to be, well, consumed. I mean, if you are always giving up and giving in, don’t you eventually find that there is 
nothing left of you? 

I watch them look at each other. I listen to them talk to each other. They look at each other and get the giggles. 
They take each other’s hands, painfully at times, and slowly walk. They spend hours together, just the two of 
them. 

And here’s what I think. 

If giving in to each other and to God means that there is nothing left of who you were–and the result after 51 
years is quiet, giggling, slow-walking love–then I want to know where to sign up. 

Happy Anniversary, Mom and Dad. See you next weekend. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/25/you-first/


August 26, 2007 
keep     moving   

 When I was in Boston nearly 30 years ago, I met my first roundabout. 
Now there are at least four of them in Fort Wayne. (I think there were a 
couple on the southwest side of town that were only around for a couple 
of years). 

A roundabout helps keep traffic moving by replacing an intersection with 
a circle. The former makes everyone stop. The latter makes people slow 
down, yield, and then move into the circle. You exit the circle on the road 
that takes you where you want to go. You can keep circling while you 
decide. You can go back the way you came without making a difficult u-

turn. You don’t have to wait forever to make a left turn across traffic because you can move in and out of the 
circle. 

I like roundabouts. I love the idea that you can keep circling forever. I love the idea that I don’t have to make a 
left turn. I love the idea of a solution to traffic flow that looks different. 

You are going to be involved in laying out some roads this week. You are going to create intersection points for 
people in your life. You are going to say something to a child which requires them to make a decision. You are 
going to present a client with a couple of options. You are in a relationship which is at a crossroads. 

Before you create an old-fashioned intersection which forces stops and starts, which runs at right angles, which 
doesn’t keep things moving, consider a roundabout. How can you allow more that one vehicle into the 
intersection at a time? How can you allow people to circle for a moment while they find the street that they 
want? How can you allow everyone involved to have some discretion? 

Sometimes we have to be crisply decisive. Often, however, we can have flexibility and graciousness. 

Have a great week. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/26/keep-moving/


August 27, 2007 
formation 

I was reading today about spiritual formation. I realized how few 
goals I have. 

Some background on that juxtaposition of ideas. 

Spiritual formation is a process of shaping that happens to our core. 
It is happening to all of us. However, we differ as to what we are 
being shaped to look like or to fit with. Further, we differ as to how 
intentional we are about the process. 

Physical formation–training–equips you to run a marathon. Social 
formation equips you to function in fine restaurants…or at least to say “please” and “thank you” at appropriate 
times. In each of these there are things that you do over and over. There are things that you refuse to do. And 
there are clear desirable outcomes: running the Boston Marathon, climbing a flight of stairs without breathing 
hard, not getting kicked out of restaurants, having your friends invite you over. 

What I realized is that I need to identify some of the same goals for spiritual formation. I need to be somewhat 
intentional about developing habits that can shape my soul. Because, to be honest, I already have habits. The 
question is whether they are healthy. 

Why does this matter? Because the gates are locked at 8 or at 80 or a 58. Because I don’t have all the time in the 
world. Because maybe, just maybe, I need to be ready for a marathon of faith. Or maybe I just need to be ready 
to climb the stairs. 

(Thanks to the other Rob for the photo (Robb Lenardson has supplied several of my signs. Rob Hatch is trying 
to catch up.)) 

http://robhatch.com/
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/27/formation/


August 28, 2007 
play     nicely   

When I was a child and we would start teasing and poking 
and laughing, my mother would caution that someone was 
going to end up crying. She was right, of course. 

And every time I was on a see-saw, I could play nicely for 
awhile, but eventually it grew boring. I would look at ways 
to use leverage to add an element of unbalanced excitement 
to the game. 

I look at adults around me now and wonder if we need a bit 
of my mother’s caution again. 

I know. That sounds depressing. But hear me out. 

Think about how often we talk about needing to go back to work to rest up from our vacation. How many of us 
are going to spend the upcoming holiday weekend (in the US) running so fast that it will be a relief to come back 
to the office? How many of us work harder at our play than we do at any other element of our lives? 

Somehow that turns play into work. We play hard because we need to take our minds off of our work, but 
somehow that provides no rest. It merely provides distraction. 

Please understand that this comes from a guy who just got a cartoon from his parents which shows a man sitting 
on psychiatrist’s couch, typing on a laptop. The caption? “What makes you think you are a workaholic?” 

I want to make the most of my leisure time. I want to make sure I get that book read. I want the day off to be 
able to get work done on the house. I keep checking twitter just to see how everyone else is doing at 
disconnecting. I want to be able to tell the people who ask me whether I had a good day off that I invested the 
time away from them well. 

Sound familiar? 

What if the way to make the most of our leisure is to stop trying to measure it? 

As you look ahead to the weekend, consider taking your agenda and letting it drift in the wind and the sand and 
the leaves. Meanwhile, we’ll be driving 12 hours each way to spend 36 hours with my parents. But that’s more 
time together with family than many people ever get…or will ever get again. 

And you know, I think at least once I’m going to try to laugh until I cry.

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/28/play-nicely/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/jnswanson/1251333701/


August 29, 2007 
quaint     irrelevance   

I’ve been talking for two days. That’s how it feels, anyway. 
There has been time for listening or reading, and there have 
been breaks as I have driven from place to place, but I’ve 
had a lot of interaction. 
And I’ve mixed twitter and text messaging and email and 
cell phone and landline and face-to-face. Some has been 
helpful, some has been singularly ineffective. But I’ve been 
trying. 

One contrast was particularly striking. 

Yesterday evening I got a text message from someone 
asking a significant theological question. We conversed by 
text for awhile, with me trying to remember relevant 

Biblical passages and concepts while meeting and driving. The theme I wanted to get through, a handful of 
characters at a time, was that we mess up, but God shows grace. 

Tonight, several of us put a couple drops of oil on the forehead of a woman fighting cancer and, hands on her 
shoulders, asked God for strength and for healing. I spent a few minutes talking about a few verses in the book 
of James which tell us to ask the elders to do this very thing. 

An ancient ritual, done with the warmth of touch. An ancient question and answer conversation, done with 
across distance. What do they have to do with the blacksmith shop? 

Smiths used to be central to the transportation industry. Now they are central to the nostalgia industry and part 
of the recreation industry. Or they are gone. They focused on a technology which faded as new technologies 
came along. 

Our challenge is to remember that social technology has to emphasize the social rather than the technology. 
There will always be a handful of people committed to the nostalgia part. But if we want to stay involved in a 
project which is significant, which will last, which will transcend technologies, we need to stick with people. 

Touching or texting, I gotta be looking toward hearts. Or just let the paint…and my life…fade away. 

(thanks to Becky McCray for this picture from Enid, OK. And thanks for the encouragement this month. Only 
two more sign posts to go!)

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/29/quaint-irrelevance/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/bjmccray/491800917/


August 30, 2007 
no going     back   

At the beginning of August I decided to try an experiment. 
Although I am not a person who sets goals, I established 
four things that I wanted to do with one hour each day–
fifteen minutes each. I’m not going to tell you the other 
three, but the fourth one was to write a post about a sign. 

I had started taking pictures of signs in July, and even wrote 
about a couple of them. I couldn’t imagine a month of 
coffee cups, but a month of signs, that made sense. And so 
I started. 

My own rule was that I had to take the picture with my 
phone. No reason, just because. Eventually, I invited 
pictures from other people. Rob, Robb, Goldie and Becky 

came through with several each (not a competition, Robb), and today’s comes from Dennis. 

Sometimes I knew what the post would be as I took the picture. Sometimes I knew what I wanted to write about 
and went looking for the picture. Sometimes I got to 11 pm and knew I had to write something and was clueless. 
Last night was one of those nights and then I got an email from Becky and had my picture. 

Here’s what I learned: 

1. writing Turning phrases is way too easy for me…which means that sometimes I crank out posts which 
are more talking for the sake of hearing my voice than for saying anything with significance. You know 
that. You read some of them and thought, “this is a stretch.” 

2. The discipline of writing helps me think. I think I’ll be talking more about this reason for writing with 
Joanna. Because I set myself the task of writing each day, I had to look at my days with greater attention. 
And then, as I wrote, I often found the post going a very different direction than I had intended. 

3. I have wonderful friends who challenge me to think feelingly. From the pictures to the comments to the 
twitters, this has been a community project. I have been aware of encouragement and challenge. 

4. I have a 31-post short ebook just waiting to be assembled. And all it took was some time each day. 
5. I am more attuned to listening and watching for signs. I am able to spin. I can take anything and turn it 

somehow into something. As a result, I am forcing myself to watch more than look (thank you Rob for 
helping me with that word shift). And that is very healthy. 

6. I have taken steps in writing and in life from which there is no U-Turn. I’m changed and can’t go back. 

There is one more post coming tomorrow. I know what the picture is, but, as always, I’m not sure what I will say. 
But I have the other 3/4 of an hour of commitment before that post, and I am confident that therein will I find 
my Wisdom. 

I am wondering about September, by the way. I’m not doing more signs, not yet. If you have something you’d 
like me to use as a theme, however, 

I’m listening. 

http://coachingwizardry.typepad.com/confident_writing/2007/08/why-do-you-writ.html
http://robbbl.wordpress.com/2007/08/30/the-thrill-the-agony/
http://www.smallbizsurvival.com/
http://goldiesgabs.blogspot.com/
http://robbbl.wordpress.com/
http://robhatch.com/
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/30/no-going-back/


August 31, 2007 
Hmmm 

September 1, 2007
making your own     way   

Earlier tonight we discovered that when you take I-94 
toward Chicago, intending to get on I-90 toward Wisconsin, 
you can’t get to I-90. To be more accurate, I-90 and I-94 
make a Y coming out of Chicago. If you start at the top of 
one branch of the Y and head south, you don’t have the 
option of going back up the other branch of the Y. 

To be even more accurate, you can’t get there easily. You 
have to get off the expressway, circle and circle and go 
south instead of north and then turn around and then find a 
global food vendor with yellow arches and then finally get 
on the right road. 

Partway through the journey, we wished that we could just 
make a sign that said “Enter” and enter the right road. But somehow, merely printing your own sign doesn’t 
make it the right road. 

This morning, lots of hours and miles ago, I read a random paragraph from a random book. “Goals are 
discovered, not made,” writes Richard Foster in “Celebration of Discipline”. He is writing about the importance 
of solitude, of taking time to stop and listen to our hearts and to God’s. 

Listening is a hard thing to do for some of us. What we would love to do is to create the signs that mark our way, 
to decide where the highway is. I’m discovering, however, that I am not built for every highway, nor is every 
highway built for me. I’m not sure that I am the best one to decide how far it is to the next exit, where the best 
rest area is, what roads are under construction, what the speed limit is, where I need to stop. 

Do I have options for my life? Certainly. Am I capable of messing things up? Certainly. Have I been given great 
capacity for significant influence in the world? Certainly. 

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/09/01/making-your-own-way/
http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/08/31/hmmm/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/jnswanson/1289712328/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/10658225@N08/1196633445/


However, after a month of looking for the right sign, I think that it’s time for me to discover what’s next rather 
than making it happen. Am I avoiding responsibility? Not really. I’m just trusting the One who built the road to 
direct my path. 

Road     Closed   

…at least for a couple days while we are out of town and off-line. Construction crews will be in working on a 
couple of potholes and there are some issues with one of the gas lines which requires some digging. However, 
we’re pretty sure that early next week you’ll be able to get through just fine. 

In the meantime, enjoy the scenery on whichever detour you choose to take. 
Jon

[photo by Robb Lenardson]  

http://levite.wordpress.com/2007/09/01/road-closed/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/10658225@N08/1131077444/
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