
Good Morning! 
My name is Duane Claassen.  You may recognize me from the choir, for obvious reasons.  Compared 
with the last time my wife Marjanne and I were up here I see a fair number of you who are unfamiliar 
to me.  So I'll give you some background.   I'm a country boy, (I still have the truck) even though I've 
lived urban for most of the past 5 decades.  My faith community of origin is Mennonite, followed by 
Plymouth Brethren.  So my early faith formation was definitely toward the evangelical end of the 
Christian spectrum.  I asked Jesus into my heart as a little kid of 5 or 6 and then made sure again a 
number of times after that.  Our family was present for worship the vast majority of the opportunities 
offered.  And that pattern has persisted to the present time, except for a 4 year church sabbatical about 
16 or 17 years ago.   We've been a part of St. Andrew's for the past 12 years.   
 
I am grateful for my faith foundation for several reasons.  From the very beginning I was told God 
loved me.  An emphasis was placed on choosing to be God's and of being confident that you could 
know God's truth and be freed by it.  And there were the constant reminders that as human beings we 
fall short of God's full intent for our lives.  We spent much time and effort reading and studying 
scripture, memorizing hundreds of verses and then whole passages.  And all that is still in here.  And, 
surprisingly, I also learned that who God's people are is much broader than our own little theological 
corner.  I knew that God defines who his people are.   And every individual member of that mystical 
body of Christ is gifted for the benefit of the whole.  To use Richard Rohr's terminology, I had a strong 
box, a sturdy foundation on which to build a life. 
 
But, if I've learned anything about myself over the past almost 7 decades, my most natural proclivity 
was to be in my head—to approach life from a cognitive viewpoint...as a way of protecting my heart.  
There was a disconnect.  We all do our own version of this.  For all the knowing, especially about God, 
there was a haunting disconnect between my conscious cognitive reality and the much deeper core of 
my being.    I didn't have words to describe it.  But I knew it was true.  If someone had asked me, I 
probably would have denied it. 
 
Over the years the theology that I was raised with evolved.  Life brought my wife and myself to a place 
where we realized the particular faith perspective of our formation did not work for us as it used to.  
That led to the church sabbatical.  Again to refer to Richard Rohr, through great love or suffering we 
are introduced to the second half of life, when our initial box proves insufficient.   
 
Our sabbatical ended when we found ourselves here, at St. Andrew's.  At first we just sat and soaked in 
the beauty and truth of the liturgy and the music.  For the first six months I don't think we had a real 
conversation with a soul.  Even though the style was distinctly unfamiliar, the words were familiar 
enough.  It felt like a safe place to simply be.  It felt like a place where we could grow and maybe even 
belong.  And, looking back, in the mystery of it all, it has become a place for me where my head and 
my heart are being reunited.  More specifically, that God loves me is not just a thought, but a knowing 
that is growing in the core of my being.  St. Andrew's has become a home for me that I treasure (and 
support). 
 
Though my journey is unique,  I know many of you share the experience of St. Andrew's becoming 
your home too.  One of the joys of being here is having the opportunity to hear each other's stories.   
For those of you who don't know if you're home yet, I encourage you to keep showing up and see what 
happens.  I think it will be worth it.  There's plenty of work to do.  But it's not just doing, it's being. 
 


