
Hey, Cobblestone, 

As a kid in the 1960’s, I was a space nut – a bit young to know much about the Mercury and 
Gemini missions, but Apollo kept me riveted to NASA’s press releases and Walter Cronkite’s 
coverage of each flight. It was the perfect combinaJon of adventure, naJonal pride, and high-
tech geek appeal. I kept all my chums and family up to speed on what the next mission would 
be and who would crew it… whether they wanted to know or not. One aspect of space flight I 
was rarely able to impress on my someJmes reluctant audiences was that, while the launch was 
the most spectacular part of the show, the most delicate – and perhaps the most precisely 
engineered of all – was the reentry. 

Too shallow an angle of reentry, and the spacecraP would skip off the earth’s atmosphere and 
careen, irretrievably, into space. Too steep an angle, and it would simply burn up like a meteor. 
You don’t want to mess up the math on this one. 

Eleven weeks into the coronavirus pandemic, Cobblestone is geTng close to reentry – a return 
from whatever this period of lockdown and quaranJne has been.  Best I can tell, there are two 
major categories of anxiety over this part of the flight: anxiety over having large-group in-person 
services anyJme soon, and anxiety over not having them soon enough. Too steep an angle (an 
aggressive return) and we burn up; too shallow (or conservaJve) and we skip off into 
irrelevance. Your elders are in no way discounJng either type of anxiety; though they come in 
varying degrees and have different means of expression, both are real. Like the space flight 
counterpart, reentry from this trip into weightlessness, the COVID-19 crisis, will be criJcal. As 
we enter this phase, the Lord would have me remind us all of this: even if the angle is perfect 
and the heat shield is in place, it’s no use unless the ship comes in right side up. 

At 4:30pm on Thursday, March 12, the decision was made to not have in-person services on 
March 15, and we haven’t had them since. By 4:31pm that day, I was asking, “How do we get 
back?” I’ve been asking the wrong quesJon, unJl lately. We’ve looked briefly at the right 
quesJon a Jme or two, but today, right now, we have to face it – and sefle it: 

Who did this? 

Who lit the fuse on the pandemic? And I don’t mean what lab technician, or what flight out of 
Wuhan. I mean ulJmately – who, without answering to any other authority or set of 
consequences, decided COVID-19 would become what it has? If you believe in God’s sovereignty 
– and at Cobblestone we most certainly and irreversibly do – then the answer is ready at hand: 
God did this. SpeculaJng on what kind of authority the devil and evil people might have only 



tends to erode belief in God’s sovereignty, so let’s punch through all that and take it right away 
to the only infinite possibility: God did this. With that much decided, we can move to the next 
logical quesJon: 

What was the purpose? 

In terms of our church, what mission, if any, has God assigned to us for this most unusual of 
Jmes? If you’re thinking our mission has been simply to ride it out and pick the right Jme to get 
back to what was happening before, I can tell you – with all the gentleness and humility I’ve 
been praying for (which is to say, a lot!) – you’re on a much different track than your pastors. 
We’re convinced that God has some definite (and sweeping) changes in mind for us, and He has 
put us in a weightless state for a while so we can get properly oriented. 

“Make disciples” (Mafhew 28:19) is the first and only mission given by Jesus to His church. All 
of the Lord’s other orders have to do with that one – the Great Commission as it’s called. That’s 
what we’re supposed to be doing, right up to the moment the Lord returns. Not to say 
Cobblestone can’t make disciples in her present form, or hasn’t, but the ChrisJan church in 
America, of which Cobblestone is a part, is like a bafleship patrolling a bathtub – impressive for 
sure, but also cumbersome and complicated. It’s startling and disheartening, if you’ve ever 
taken the Jme to look closely, how many aspects of church take away from life-on-life 
discipleship. We have a golden and God-given opportunity, now, to turn all the giPs and talents 
we’ve been given – the “spiritual capital,” as I called it in a sermon not long ago – toward 
making disciples in the most natural and effecJve ways. 

Coming “back” too soon would short-circuit the iniJaJves that are only now taking shape. I 
know you miss being together, all of us. I do too. We should probably think of this Jme as a 
period of fasJng, of waiJng on the Lord. And since the Lord put this whole thing in moJon, we 
should be looking to Him, far above all others, to give proper instrucJon – to do the math on 
our reentry… 

Some trust in chariots and some in horses, 
 but we trust in the name of the Lord our God (Psalm 20:7). 

The tendency is to take sides, even within this body of believers – to choose certain methods 
and sources of informaJon and call those right and others wrong. But if there’s one thing we’ve 
learned in the past few months about our methods – whether pertaining to church, workplace, 
or government – is that they haven’t withstood the test. “Fragile” may be the kindest word to 
apply. Besides, we’re only beginning to see our best methods for the church. There are many 



glorious clues from our long-ago past, and we really ought to be willing, now more than ever, to 
canJlever those into our near future (think: early chapters of Acts, plus the apostles’ lefers to 
the churches). And some are visible just on the horizon – the product of two thousand years’ 
worth of Jesus sancJfying His bride. Your elders, all of us, believe the Lord is about to host a 
fresh reveal. We don’t want any of us to miss it. The next few months are much less about the 
pandemic and all about this new thing the Lord is doing. I’m suddenly reluctant, with the Holy 
Spirit poking me in the ribs right now, to even use the word re-entry: we will enter into 
something new, something Jesus has been working on for a long Jme. We only need to hear 
from Him, and be ready to act. 

This lefer is already long, and I wish it weren’t. But the elders want to make sure you have 
some solid info, this week, about our future. Hoping some bullet points will help with clarity, 
here goes: 

• Cobblestone will reopen. A Jme is coming, not very far off, when we have large-group 
in-person worship services. 

• Online content will conJnue through the end of summer, even if what’s posted is 
recorded in the building with some number of people present. 

• Prototype house churches will begin to meet June 14. 
• Wednesday night prayer and worship will resume in the building June 17. 
• We’ll have a large-group event on the Cobblestone grounds June 28, probably in the 

aPernoon/evening, and probably outdoors – mostly to pray, play, tesJfy, and see each 
other face to face for the first Jme since March 8 (even if from six feet apart). Two 
similar events are scheduled for July 26 and August 30.   

• Smaller gatherings will resume at the building, based mainly on their disciple-making 
value – the higher the potenJal for life-on-life discipleship, the more urgent the 
restart. 

• The elders and staff are meeJng regularly and oPen – in person and otherwise – and 
the one hot topic is hearing from the Lord on what to do next.  

I once walked the length of a Saturn V launch vehicle with my young son at the Kennedy Space 
Center – “launch vehicle” being the total assembly of rocket stages, payload secJon, and 
spacecraP. It was a 363-foot walk from the first-stage engine nozzles to the Apollo capsule. 
Nothing else in the history of space travel compares with this beast. I told my son that of the 
whole assembly, all 6.5 million pounds of it, only the capsule comes back to Earth – all that 
hardware, all that rumble and shake, to get three men to the moon and back. But the capsule 
carries all the accumulated wisdom and experience, and when it returns, there’s a big party. 

But only if reentry goes right. 



Grace and Peace (and a good grip for the ride), 

John, on behalf of all the elders.   


