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 One wonderful thing about living in the upper Midwest is that our weather 
keeps people dressed, even those who struggle with demons, or as we call them 
“mental health challenges.” Every time I read this story of Jesus healing the naked 
man possessed by demons, my thoughts always go to a bike rider who lived in 
Pleasanton, California when we did, 1993-2001. Then I drove a 1988 Ford Taurus 
station wagon filled with children, car seats, strollers, soccer gear, and McDonald’s 
wrappers—but it was always clean on the outside. As our three children and I went 
about our day in my ’88 Taurus, we often saw this bike rider on his old Schwinn bike, 
the same harvest gold 1960’s model my brother had once rode.  

Pleasanton children called him “naked bicycle guy” because he biked 
everywhere, every day, all year long wearing nothing but skimpy Speedos. Not even 
shoes. And he was not athletic. He was obese. And bald. And sunburned. And while 
there were neighborhoods in nearby Oakland where he may have gone unnoticed, in 
Pleasanton “naked bicycle guy” was so unlike everyone else that we all saw him. He 
always obeyed traffic laws. But we all wondered why he wore nothing but a Speedo, 
not even sunscreen. 

As I began retelling this Bible story as if Jesus arrived here at Lake Front Park, 
in my mind “naked bicycle guy” rode up to Hudson’s shoreline where our dinner 
boats dock. I was nervous. Would Jesus make me talk to him? I always rolled up my 
windows when we waited together at a stoplight; me with my clean on the 
outside/dirty on the inside car and him on his bike wearing only Speedos.  

Sometimes, I am not as much like Jesus as I hope to be.  
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But in the silence of my study, I read how another naked man asked Christ, 
“What have you to do with me, Jesus, Son of the Most High God?” (Luke 8:28, 
Common English Bible) in that moment I realized I needed to ask Jesus the same the 
same question about my life. Too often my life is like my car—clean on the outside, 
cluttered and in need of a good cleaning on the inside.  

Is that true for you as well?  

While I still drive a station wagon (although Subaru calls my car a “compact 
crossover SUV”) and I have exchanged McDonald’s wrappers for Joe-To-Go cups, I 
still lock my doors and roll up all my windows when I see a threatening-to-me person 
waiting at a stoplight. The threat is not always that they will harm me. Sometimes their 
threat is that they make me see how far I still need to go to be like Jesus. 

Everyone is a mother’s child, nervous suburbanites in station wagons as well as 
naked guys on bikes and in cemeteries. Once I heard a speaker from a domestic 
violence shelter share this practice: whenever she had to speak with a man she knew 
had abused a woman; as a social worker she always tried to remember the man before 
her was another woman’s child, and his abusive behavior came from wounds she 
could not see. That is important, so I will repeat her words as I still try to live them: 
whenever I must speak to a person who threatens me, I must also remember they 
have both parents who loved them and wounds I cannot see. That is what Jesus did 
when he stopped to listen to the naked man who lived among tombstones.   

One of the best qualities of our church is our heart felt desire to welcome 
people of every generation wherever they are on their spiritual journey. My pastoral 
mission pastor is to bring Christ’s grace to people as they are, wherever we are. It is 
truly a blessing to see how these missions blend. We are moving together into what 
Paul wrote to churches he planted in Galatia about Christ’s mission to establish local 
churches, “. . . Christ came so that we might be made right by faith, all children of 
God. There is no longer Jew or Greek, slave or free. We are all one in Christ Jesus.” 
(Galatians 3:23-29, preacher’s summary) 

Christ came not just to give us a good outside appearance, Christ came to clear 
the causes of anything that keeps us from being with each other as a community. 

Today our church is celebrating our Boy Scout Troop at our 10:30 Rejoice! 
service. In that service our Scout Master and I will sign a covenant between our troop 
and our congregation. We should all be mindful that this covenant replaces our 
former charter. Because some adults in other places have abused other Scouts in the 
past, leaders and lawyers for both the Boy Scouts of America and the United 
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Methodist Church say we here in Hudson need to make this change, even though we 
know of no Scout abuse in our church and troop. It seems unfair that we in Hudson 
need to make this change when we were not part of the problem that caused it. 

Our Troop is made up of some fine young men and the parents who share with 
us a desire to welcome teens as they are in their life’s journey. As church and troop we 
want to say publicly to Hudson that we are still one, that we still welcome those who 
are looking to be part of a community of acceptance. Being in a covenant relationship 
with each other, brings us into a reverence for Christ’s mission to welcome everyone 
into the family of God. As we make our covenant with each other we are also making 
a choice to acknowledge the past but to move with Christ into a community that 
welcomes all—suburbanites in station wagons and bicyclists alike.  

When the naked man came to Jesus from the cemetery, he came into a 
community unacceptably. Christ restored him to community not by giving him a nice 
set of clothes to wear, but by clearing out the demons that cause his odd behavior. 
What the physician Luke called “demon procession” in the first century, physicians in 
our 21st century now call “a mental health disorder.” Both are the secret hidden stuff 
we all have. Some of us hide our stuff better hidden than others, but we all have stuff.  

Sometimes this is the stuff we hide is our own sin. As your pastor, I worked 
with our Assistant to the Bishop, Rev. Dan Schwerin, about how the Boy Scouts of 
America’s bankruptcy would affect us now in Hudson. I did so with experience from 
my service in Beloit of having a convicted sex offender try lure girls at our Spanish 
language service. This man did not speak Spanish, but he began attending our Spanish 
language service and offering our young girls lollipops, but never in front of pastors 
who spoke only English. With us this man always behaved appropriately. However, 
our Spanish language pastor spotted him passing girls lollipops during his sermons.   

As a team of pastors, we easily found he was a registered sex offender with a 
Google search of his name. With that information, he was invited to a meeting with 
the lead pastor (not me) and the Spanish language pastor, where he was given a 
choice. He could agree to sign a covenant of behavior which included informing his 
probation officer that he was attending our worship, and agreeing to give all clergy (I 
was included) access to his probation officer in case we observed any other 
concerning behaviors. That covenant also included a few other things I would rather 
keep off YouTube to protect other children. He had a choice to make. He could agree 
to our safeguards for both the children and himself now that we knew of his sexual 
addiction or he could leave.   
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As a team of pastors, (including our District Superintendent Sam Royappa and 
then Assistant to the Bishop, Rev. Dan Dick) we chose the covenant route because 
unlike Jesus we had no pigs to send this man’s demons off to. We could not make his 
struggle go away with a word. We chose to treat him as the wounded person he was 
without allowing him to spread his wounds further. And we offered him an option by 
which he could be a part of our church.  

It is rare to find a predator so obvious; most of these sex offenders do their 
best to look like an upstanding citizen rather than reveal their sin in public. That is 
why today I am grateful that our Scout leaders are willing to do all they can to 
covenant with us as we help our current Scouts mature well. I am glad that with this 
new covenant both our lawyers and the BSA lawyers have developed, we are able to 
help our Scouts experience a church that welcomes all, no matter what harm was part 
of their past. And together we are able to offer skills for living a self-disciplined life. A 
life that is open and ready to welcome others.  

Thursday evening, John and I went out for dinner and on our way passed a 
woman about our age driving a restored convertible from the 60’s with Minnesota 
collectors’ plates. The ragtop was down and as passenger I could easily see she had no 
hidden McDonald’s wrappers or Joe-To-Go cups hiding in her back seat. She was 
fully dressed, probably even had her sunblock on. If she was waiting at a stoplight 
with a bicyclist, they could have easily talked to each other. She could share the story 
of her beautiful car. He could share the story of why he rides a bike.  

Friends, that is an image of what a church that accepts everyone as they are can 
be. Whether we drive a car or ride a bike, our church can be our meeting place where 
we share the stories of how we came to journey with Christ. Our stories of how 
meeting Jesus helped us go from madness to community.  

Amen. 

 


