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Hello Methodist Friends,  
 

Our Thursday 4:00 Bible Study group is reading and discussing The Art of Neighboring by Jay 
Pathak and Dave Runyon. Rev. Dawn guided us toward this book in solidarity with the City of 
Hudson’s Golden Rule initiative. I thought this might be worth a bit of a reflection.  
 

When I moved to Hudson a year ago it took me a while to find a home. My kids wanted me to 
move across the street, but that was too big and expensive. A search ensued which took me across 
the freeway for one, down to Stillwater for another, and several others in between. I even checked 
out the basement apartment of an elderly couple. Nothing was quite right.  
 

At this time I thought I would be bringing my 10 year old German shorthair out to live with me, so 
dog-friendly was a criteria. Eventually, I got a call back from a place in North Hudson that had 
been eliminated because of its no dog policy. The realtor called to see if I was still interested 
because the owners liked my application...(who knew?) Anyway, I drove out there and found a 
charming little twin home that was just the right size. I had made the decision that Chet would stay 
in Idaho, and this was my place. I call it my sanctuary.  
 

Here’s what was special about this move. The realtor mentioned the nice people in the 
neighborhood with no specific information about them. But, when I met the owners a week later, 
they pointed out the three homes closest to me, including the one who shared my wall, telling me 
their names and a little something about each of them. This more than putting my things away, 
made me feel at home. Within three days I met Monique, to the east, Christie to the south, and 
Chuck and Judy on the other side of my garage wall. Baking ensued (this is just what I do.) Within a 
few short weeks I counted these people as some of my closest friends.  
 

Now, you may think this is normal for me, but it is not. Sometimes I don’t know my neighbors’ 
names except the ones right next door. And, then, that’s about as far as it goes. With these 
neighbors I walk, have dinner and go into town for coffee or happy hour. They are part of my 
immediate social circle.  
 

So, back to the book. For a year I have not bothered to meet everyone else in my neighborhood. 
But, after the first two chapters I was moved to meet Don over the fence to the east and the young 
family across the street from him, Callie, Dole, Adeline, and Eleanor. Last night I walked across the 
back yard to meet Jessica and her two dogs Milo and Theo.  
 

I have no idea where all this neighboring is going, but I am sure that promoting relationships with 
my neighbors gives us the opportunity to help each other and to make us all feel more comfortable 
in the neighborhood. It’s not necessarily about sharing my faith with them, but about loving them-
no strings attached. I hope you get to enjoy your neighbors as well!  
 

With love from your church neighbor,  
Debbie Newhouse 
 


