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 Sixty or so years ago, our church chose to leave our downtown building and 

move “up the ridge” to our current neighborhood. Our goal was missional, we 

wanted our building to be a neighbor in a neighborhood, not isolated in our 

downtown business district. Walking a lap around the same neighborhood this week 

before the day gets too hot, one quickly realizes most of the houses were built sixty to 

forty years ago. Very few of the original owners of those houses still call them home.  

 Our church neighborhood is a friendly neighborhood. We are more likely to 

know our backyard neighbors in a patchwork of backyard gardens. Those flat, fertile, 

and generous backyards are the feature that drew most neighbors to buy here; you can 

easily buy a house needing far less yard care but three times the bathrooms at the 

same price point. Discussing gardening often makes friends of neighbors; especially 

about the perennials from maple trees to peonies the first-generation homeowners left 

us when they sold us with their houses. Plants do not respect property titles or 

property lines. What once transplanted as a single plant in your yard may have become 

a jungle in mine. 

  For example, in late winter of 2016 we bought our home from Chuck and Barb 

Goosen, who were moving to Wintergreen at Christian Community Home (CCH) 

after 55 years of calling our house “home.” They were outdoor people. When we first 

toured the house, we could see the fence and shed that told us our house had a garden 

under the snow. At closing, Chuck told John “Those trees needed to come out. Sorry 

I didn’t get that done for you.” Barb told me that she had left us a rhubarb patch and 

some asparagus. We never did find the asparagus, but we have come to realize that 

even though both Chuck and Barb have passed on, we are now the keepers of Barb’s 

Rhubarb. It is a huge patch, way more than either the Goosen family of seven or the 

Ramstad family of 2 could ever use on their own. But as we got to know you, some of 

you kept asking “Is the rhubarb patch still there?” It is. It seems Barb raised rhubarb 

for more families than her own.  
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In 2016, John planted his raspberry thicket, what he likes to call “his fruit of 

the Spirit.”1 Just like Barb’s rhubarb, he planted way more raspberry canes than a pair 

of empty nesters could possibly need for just themselves. The next gardeners to call 

our house home will find they are the keepers of Barb’s rhubarb and John’s 

raspberries!  

Our rhubarb patch and raspberry thicket help me understand what Jesus may 

have meant when he said, “God’s kingdom is like seed thrown on a field by a man 

who then goes to bed and forgets about it. The seed sprouts and grows—he has no 

idea how it happens. The earth does it all without his help: first a green stem of grass, 

then a bud, then the ripened grain. When the grain is fully formed, he reaps—harvest 

time!” (Mark 4:26-292) 

Rhubarb and raspberries are food producing plants. In garden speak, rhubarb is 

the vegetable because we eat the stems, raspberries the fruit because we eat the berries 

that contain the seeds. But both plants aggressively bear seeds so the world will always 

have enough rhubarb and raspberries.  

Rhubarb seeds need to be kept at bay to trick the plant into continuing to 

produce edible stems. We (Goosen’s adult children, John, and I) suspect that in 

Chuck and Barb’s last few seasons with the garden some rhubarb seed pods 

successfully ripened and burst; their seeds thrived in the good garden soil Barb tended 

well. The first spring we tended the garden, the rhubarb plants were far more random 

than they would have been with regular pruning. Perhaps the rhubarb choked out the 

asparagus we never found. The first year we cultivated the garden, John shared several 

rhubarb plants with other master gardeners as he cultivated enough rhubarb for our 

purposes and some to share. 

Raspberry seeds are tiny. I know Jesus called the mustard seed the tiniest seed, 

but he never did walk in North America. If he had, perhaps he would have used the 

parable of the raspberry seed rather that the parable of the mustard seed: “How can 

we picture God’s kingdom? What kind of story can we use? It’s like a raspberry seed. 

                                           
1 Galatians 5:22 
2 From The Message, a single scholar translation of the Bible by Eugene Peterson  
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Mark+4%3A26-
29+&version=MSG. Accessed on 2021.06.10.  

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Mark+4%3A26-29+&version=MSG
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Mark+4%3A26-29+&version=MSG
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When it lands on the ground it is quite small as seeds go, yet once it is planted it 

grows into a huge thicket heavy with branches. Birds nest in it.”3  

John planted his raspberries in 2016. That year those canes produced no berries 

but grew roots. In 2017, we pick just enough berries at a time for breakfast, not just 

because the plants were so small but because the bird neighbors were so many. Now 

in 2021, I may soon invite our rhubarb loving neighbors to help pick raspberries. 

There are even some new canes crowding my raised watermelon bed so much they 

may just need a new home in some other garden. Maybe yours? 

“God’s kingdom is like a seed planted by a gardener . . ..” Most likely a gardener with 

a kitchen garden, land cultivated for growing food that included fruit bearing trees or 

bushes. As every gardener first breaks ground, they had a vision of both feeding their 

family and sharing with neighbors. All gardeners share a vision of abundance as they 

plant; a vision filled with hope. Hope that the soil is good. Hope that the sunlight will 

be right for that plant. Hope for rain, not too little, not too much. Hope that they will 

grow enough and some to share. Hope that their garden will outlive them. As visions 

go, a gardener planting rhubarb and raspberries for food has a long future in mind. 

There are other visions that require hope, visions for which the realities of a rhubarb 

and raspberry patch can be a good comparison.  

Just as Barb and I shared a rhubarb patch, we also shared Christian Community 

Home. Barb was not only a resident at the end of her life, but she was also one of two 

exceptional nurses4 in our church who had a vision for what could be when Hudson 

was about to lose its only skilled care nursing home. According to Barb’s peers who 

established CCH, someone in Madison thought Hudson did not need a skilled care 

nursing home! So, they did something about it. As part of this team of Christians with 

a vision, Barb helped establish Christian Community Homes. What started as a vision 

to meet one community need has grown like rhubarb into a two-campus complex 

                                           
3 Corrected by the writer for horticultural errors from The Message. Peterson used acorn 
in place of mustard seed in his translation and turned the mustard bush into a mature 
oak tree. His original translation can be found with this hyperlink: 
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Mark+4&version=MSG Accessed 
on 2021.06.10.  
4 The other is Ellie Tulgren, who when she reads this sermon will cheer when she 
hears we are raising both awareness of dementia and a vision for the future in how we 
address it. Ellie is still living; I cannot with integrity tell more of her story quite yet.  

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Mark+4&version=MSG
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now offering skilled nursing care, memory loss care, assisted living, and independent 

living.  

As the pastor of Hudson UMC, I am a member of the board now. One program at 

CCH we board members past and present are proud of is something I understand 

Barb helped initiate, the licensing that allows a married couple to receive assisted 

living help without one of them moving out of Wintergreen (the independent 

apartments) into Pine Ridge or Pine Ridge Gardens (the assisted living and memory 

care units). And even if one spouse comes to the time where they must move to 

skilled nursing or memory care, as a couple they are still living under the same roof.  

Because Chuck’s funeral was first funeral of a person I had met in Hudson, we had no 

time for friendship to ripen. But as Barb and I had time to become friends through 

her few years as a widow living with Parkinson’s disease led her to the memory care 

unit at CCH.  

Barb and I shared some important common ground. My only regret is that we were 

never able to make a rhubarb pie with her recipe. But I always knew Barb in her prime 

was both caring and visionary. Charge nurses everywhere are like that. No nurse rises 

to charge nurse without being both caring and visionary.    

One last story about Barb. The one time I clearly saw Barb Goosen, R.N. was the day 

Chuck died. I was standing outside Chuck’s room when Barb came down the center 

of the CCH hall from Wintergreen. There was authority in her step. And purpose. 

And a confidence that the vision she and Chuck had realized with other Hudson 

Christians was now bearing fruit that allowed her to care for her husband in his final 

hours the way she had always hoped she could. If you think Barb’s rhubarb is 

something, open your eyes to see what she did as a member of our church for our 

healthcare. 

Vision is the ability to see what could be but is not yet. One day in the 1960’s, Barb 

and Chuck had a vision for rhubarb pie and a backyard with room for a vegetable 

garden. So, they planted rhubarb. One day Barb and other members of our church 

had a vision for a new skilled nursing home. So, they built one. On the day the 

rhubarb was planted, on the day the first CCH board was incorporated, both visions 

were filled with hope. As their vision became reality, seed pods kept bursting and new 

visions of what could be but is not yet came on the horizon.  

In the worship service this sermon is written for there is a short video made for 

Dementia Awareness Sunday. In it Darci Strutt McQuistion and I have a very edited 

pastoral conversation about her early journey with her husband, Mike, into his 
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diagnosis with Alzheimer’s Disease, perhaps one of the most feared forms of 

dementia because as of yet it has no cure. Our original conversation was real and 

common between caregiving spouses and their pastors, but the demands of audience 

attention—especially when the audience includes more people than just our Hudson 

UMC—needed editing for time. One thing that was cut seems to have taken root as a 

story in need of telling for our church. It is the story of how God answered Darci’s 

prayer for help early in Mike’s Alzheimer’s journey. 

At the same time the Ramstads were moving into “Barb and Chuck’s house,” Mike 

was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s disease. Diagnosis has a date. But to get to the 

diagnosis, often a family lives with years of increasing symptoms. Darci said it was 

four years from when Mike first went to see a doctor before they heard a diagnosis. 

Four years in which Mike with all his friendliness and charm withdrew from world, 

and Darci stayed faithfully by his side. Everyone who know Darci knows she is a 

woman of prayer5, and she was praying for help.  

God answered Darci’s prayer by giving another nurse from our church, Vicki Bolton, 

a vision of what we could be as a dementia friendly congregation. Vicki was working 

in the memory loss unit at CCH, when she first heard of the Aging and Disability 

Resource Center (ADRC) program to certify dementia friendly churches and 

businesses. When I arrived in the summer of 2016, Vicki made a point of getting 

acquainted with me and presenting the idea of us becoming certified by the ADRC as 

a dementia friendly congregation. I hope it was a pleasant surprise for Vicki to learn 

that I once served as a chaplain intern on a dementia care unit in a VA hospital. I 

thought us becoming a dementia friendly church was a great idea.  

So, we went forward. Vicki was a great leader. Honestly, as a new to you pastor, I 

could not have initiated such a focused ministry in my first few years without Vicki’s 

assistance and passion. As we went forward, the ADRC dementia specialist came to 

our church and trained our lay pastoral care team and staff. Before our training was 

done, Kathy Anderson, one of one team members and a close friend of Mike and 

Darci, brought Darci her first ADRC brochure and helped her connect with the 

ADRC dementia specialist.  

 

                                           
5 Honestly, I learn more about prayer from Darci than she learns about prayer from 
me.  
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That was 2016. Our dementia friendly certification has meant better spiritual care for 

Mike and Darci as well as other families our church still loves. Here is how Darci 

wrote about it in an email about this sermon series.  

“We didn't stop coming to worship as much as stopped being involved in 

worship.  I used to sing in choir and Praise Team but could no longer take part 

because I couldn't leave Mike in the pew alone.  Eventually we sometimes 

didn't attend because Mike didn't want to go, but that was toward the end of 

his time with me.  Mike being accepted and cared for was a huge blessing that 

let me sing and take the pulpit now and then because people were sitting beside 

him for me.”6     

Now here we are five years later. Christian Community Home is no longer the only 

senior housing option in Hudson, but it does set the Hudson standard for elder care. 

Vicki continues with her passion for elder care and has new visions for what we as a 

church can do. The ADRC approached us shortly before COVID struck about being 

a site for their Day Away Program, a program that benefitted Mike and Darci when 

Mike was still able to live at home by giving him peers and Darci a known quantity of 

free time. As soon as the State Department of Health gives us a green light, our Youth 

House will be home to both our youth ministries and for folks living with a form of 

dementia in their own bodies.  

But like rhubarb and raspberries, we humans are mortal beings always maturing. Mike 

has matured to the place where he needs round-the-clock nursing care outside of their 

home. And out of their shared Alzheimer’s journey, Darci has found a call to ministry 

using the internet to support other families now homebound by one member’s illness. 

COVID gave us the gift of our YouTube worship service. But Darci has given us a 

vision of how it can be cultivated to be the next great ministry of our church.  

Vision is seeing what could be but is not yet.  

What is your vision? How is God calling you to be the answer to another person’s 

prayer? How can your vision be planted in our garden, Hudson United Methodist 

Church?  

I would love to hear your answer.  

Amen. 

                                           
6 Private email, 2021.06.10. Cited with permission.  


