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Here’s something from last night’s news you may have heard. 
 
A Connecticut couple was staying true to the vows of marriage - in sickness and in 
health - before they ever said "I do." 

But, David Mosher, 35, and Heather Lindsay, 31, did get to say those words to 
each other just hours before Lindsay passed away after a one-year battle with 
breast cancer. 

“It was more like a funeral than a wedding to be honest. It was the hardest hour of 
my life,” Mosher [said]. 

Mosher had planned to propose to Lindsay on Dec 23, 2016 after dating more than 
two years. 

That morning, the pair went to the doctor and Lindsay was diagnosed with an 
aggressive form of breast cancer that had already spread … 

The diagnosis didn’t stop Mosher, however. 

“I left the plans as they were. I proposed to her.  We had the toughest year of our 
life. She struggled with her cancer through the traditional chemotherapy.” 

Lindsay and Mosher thought the cancer was under control, but in September 2017 
doctors informed her that it had spread to her brain and lungs. They were in shock. 

 … So, the couple set a date for Dec. 30, but as the date neared, doctors at St. 
Francis Hospital in Hartford explained that Lindsay would probably not make it until 
then. 

So on Dec 22nd, dressed in her wedding dress and lying in her hospital bed, 
nurses wheeled Lindsay down to the hospital's chapel, and she and Mosher said 
their vows to one another.  Eighteen hours later, Lindsay died. 

Her funeral was held yesterday, the day she was supposed to be married. 

“There is a time for everything under heaven,” says Ecclesiastes, but sometimes the 
juxtaposition of those things can leave you reeling. The favorite subjects of artists, 
no matter what their medium, is love and death.  Yes, but to put them on the same 
day – it gives one pause.  It kicks one in the stomach. Hard.   
 
What can one says about such a thing?  Better to have loved anf lost …?”  Some 
people live 90 years and never have true love?   
 



Life is crazy – even for people who have everything, and don’t have cancer.   
 
In 1920, after marrying his ideal woman, Zelda Sayer, and publishing THIS SIDE OF 
PARADISe, F. Scott Fitzgerald, age 24,  wrote the following:  “Riding in a taxi one 
afternoon between very tall buildings under a mauve and rosy sky, I began to bawl 
because I had everything I wanted and knew I would never be so happy again.”   
 
Wow, that one stops me cold. Is that just an odd thing connected to Scott 
Fitzgerald’s personality, or is it more akin to fabric of life than that?  I say that 
because I have had the same feeling once or twice.   
 
Ecclesiastes says the following – that there is … 
 
    a time for crying and a time for laughing, 
    a time for mourning and a time for dancing 
 
… and sometimes the time for dancing and laughing can almost make you mourn.   
 
Scott Fitzgerald’s life didn’t end so well – a spiral of drunkenness and commercially 
unsuccessful novels and a heart attack at 44.  
 
Now in order to go deeper reflecting on Ecclesiastes, let me say a few words about 
the teachings of someone who I believe understood well the philosophy of 
Ecclesiastes: that person was Jesus.  His signature teaching, found in what we call, 
The Beatitudes, is a good explication or commentary on Old Testament wisdom. 
 
Here is the background.  According to the gospel writer, Luke, Jesus had just spent 
the whole night in prayer.  In the morning he found himself surrounded by people.  
Some where already sold on him; some were still making up their mind.  All of them 
had heard of Jesus’s power and how all you had to do was get near him and the 
demons would fly right out of you. 
 
If you had a fever he could make it go away and if your leg didn’t work he could fix it.  
Some said he could even help your business.  There was a story going around 
about Peter and Andrew taking him out in their own boat and they caught more fish 
than they could haul into the boat.   
 
So everyone was crowding in on him.  He didn’t seem to mind.  Sure, it wore on him 
but he gave himself to them anyway. Then he sat down and asked them to sit down   
as well.  He had something he wanted to say to them. What came out of his mouth 
were those things people call the Beatitudes.   
 
It was a common enough form. People had heard them all their lives. A simple two-
part thing summing up common knowledge about how to live the best life.  In their 
most generic form they go something like this:   
 



“Blessed are you who have IRAs -- you won’t go hungry in your later years. 
 
Blessed are you who floss for you shall keep your teeth.. . . That kind of thing 
 
So,  the form of what Jesus was saying was familiar to them  But the content Jesus 
used to fill this familiar form rocked them – it blew them away.   
 
He said, “Blessed are you who are poor ? 

Blessed are you who are hungry 
Blessed are you who weep now 
Blessed are you when people hate you, or revile you or exclude you ... “ 

 
Hearing this was like being handed a glass of lemonade, sipping it and finding that 
it’s really vinegar.  It was a shocking substitution of bad things for good. 
 
Blessedness, according to Jesus, was equated with those things people were doing 
their best to avoid:  poverty, hunger,  grief, even hatred.  And in every case Jesus 
made those equations stronger by tacking on a reversal of fortune: 
 
Blessed are you who are poor -- for yours is the kingdom of God. 
 
Blessed are you who are hungry now --  for you shall be filled. 
 
Luke, unlike Matthew, adds to the beatitudes a few “woeitudes.”  These were mirror 
images of the beatitudes. In which woe is equated with what people do their best to 
achieve:  wealth, food, laughter, esteem. 
 
So, in the same way Jesus made the bad things sound good, he now makes the 
good things sound bad – like, “Woe to you who are rich.” 
 
Now,  since you and I are so used to hearing these sayings, the surprise and the 
edge they had originally is missing.  We can’t hear it.   
 
But if he had said:  “Blessed are you who have cancer for you shall be made whole,”  
Or, “Blessed are you whose prayers are not answered for you shall see God face to 
face.  And, on the flip side – “Woe to you who drive everywhere, for you shall have 
to wait for the bus” or, “Woe to you with college degrees  for you have already 
received your reward,” we’d get it.  We’d get the edge.   
 
Of course the impact of these woes and blessings has everything to do with who you 
are.  If you’re hungry this Jesus stuff sounds pretty good.  If you are well fed it’s a 
different ball game. 
 
So what I’m saying is that when we hear such “good news” we normally file it with all 
that other nice Christian sounding advice that no one we know personally will ever 
follow. 



 
But what I want you to know is that these sayings have nothing whatever to do with 
advice.  Jesus is NOT telling people what he thinks they should do. When Jesus 
gives advice it’s hard to miss. 

He says stuff like, “why worry; behold the lilies of the field. . . . 
Love your enemies,  bless those who curse you. THAT’S ALL ADVICE. 

 
The beatitudes are not advice.  No, here Jesus is just describing different kinds of 
people, hoping that his listeners will recognize themselves.  And then he makes a 
promise to all of them that the way things are now, in the present, will not be the way 
things will always be. 
 
Life is like a great WHEEL OF FORTUNE. It just keeps moving. 
    
Jesus’s point is simply that those at the top, with the wind blowing in their hair, will 
have their turn at the bottom.  And those at the bottom in the mire will one day fly 
with the eagles.  They may not think so. Being at the bottom is debilitating, but things 
change even when you are there in the pit.   
 
So, this teaching is not ADVICE.  It is not even JUDGEMENT! It is simply the 
TRUTH about life, produced by someone who empathizes with everyone, no matter 
where they find themselves on the great wheel. 
 
What trips us up about this is the blessing and woe language Luke uses.  Whenever 
we hear words like blessing and woe we automatically think: REWARD and 
PUNISHMENT. 
 
Yes, and we think, “Gee, Jesus would say that something’s wrong if we aren’t on the 
bottom.” Well, that’s not the case.   
 
Barbara Brown Taylor who put me on to this idea that Jesus is not Ann Landers, has 
said,  “The beatitudes do not tell us what to do.  They tell us who we are, and more 
importantly they tell us who Jesus is.”  
 
If someone had come out to hear Jesus because they thought Jesus was a winning 
ticket in the lottery they should go home.  What he had to say would not help them 
get on top of life’s wheel or stay on top forever. 
 
No one gets to stay on top of the wheel forever.  Everything that goes around comes 
around.  Now, again, this is not advice; it’s not judgment.  IT’S JUST THE WAY 
THINGS ARE.   
 
“Riding in a taxi one afternoon between very tall buildings under a mauve and rosy 
sky, I began to bawl because I had everything I wanted and knew I would never be 
so happy again.” 
 



The Wheel of Life I’m speaking of here is a medieval model of change. We all know 
that In the Middle Ages when many people were illiterate, teaching took place 
through images or pictures. The Wheel of Life was often carved in stone walls of 
cathedrals. People seeing the image received instruction about the change process. 
What was the lesson? 
 
At the top of the wheel is a well-dressed, smiling, kingly or queenly person. This 
person is in the position of Happiness. Things are normal and going well.  
 
The wheel turns with a clockwise movement. A bit further along, change has 
occurred. The same person is now upside down and falling through space with a 
look of distress. This is the position of Loss.  
 
The wheel continues its movement and at the bottom of the wheel the individual is 
now naked and is being pulled along through the muck and mire of life. This is the 
position of Suffering. The wheel turns some more and the person, who is again 
clothed, rises up to the position of Hope. There is hopeful anticipation of once again 
reaching the position of happiness. The wheel's lesson is that there are only four 
positions in life: happiness, loss, suffering, and hope. We are always in one of these 
positions. We are always going up or down.   
 
Happy is where everything seems normal. Happy is where we all want to be. What 
we are doing is succeeding. We have, maybe achieved a routine that works. We are 
comfortable. 
  
Loss is where the happiness of routine begins to fall apart. A variety of events have 
signaled change and we are being challenged to let go of the routine that worked. 
 
When loss comes we want to return to our lost happiness as quickly as possible. We 
want to regain our equilibrium by making the wheel go in reverse. The wheel, 
however, only moves forward in a clockwise motion. To regain happiness we must 
follow the wheel into its next phase: suffering. 
 
Suffering is at the bottom of the wheel. Suffering is the phase of transition. The root 
meaning of the word is to submit to or to be forced to endure. 
 

So, to suffer means that we go through and fully experience our loss as we make 
and our plans for a return to “normal.”  
 
This is a process that we cannot short circuit and still achieve our goal. We cannot 
go over, under, or around the transition phase. We must go through it for it is out of 
suffering (enduring,  learning its lessons) that hope arises. 
 
But here’s the thing, the normalcy that we hope to regain will not be the same as the 
"old" normal. Through an effective process of change we return to balance, but it is a 
new and different balance. Happiness is found in a new state of equilibrium. 
 



Thirty years ago I spent a whole day in the hospital, sitting with a woman named 
Marion, from my first church.  She was waiting her turn in the queue for a by-pass 
operation. I will never forget the trepidation she felt that was just underneath a 
veneer of calm.  I will never ever forget her eloquent reflection on what she was 
going through.  As I offered her empathy, she looked back at me very tenderly and 
said, “Well, I guess it’s all in a lifetime.”   
 
Marion never went to Stanford.  She didn’t even go to college.  She didn’t have 
much of an education, but she understood that life is like a big wheel that it just 
keeps turning.   
   
Neither the going up or coming down is in our control.  But wherever we find 
ourselves at a given moment, the promise is the same. It will always move and what 
we experience is just all in a lifetime. Think again of the wisdom of Ecclesiastes: 
 
There’s a season for everything 
    and a time for every matter under heaven: 
2     a time for giving birth and a time for dying, 
    a time for planting and a time for uprooting what was planted, 
3     a time for killing and a time for healing, 
    a time for tearing down and a time for building up, 
4     a time for crying and a time for laughing, 
    a time for mourning and a time for dancing, 
5     a time for throwing stones and a time for gathering stones, 
    a time for embracing and a time for avoiding embraces, 
6     a time for searching and a time for losing, 
    a time for keeping and a time for throwing away, 
7     a time for tearing and a time for repairing, 
    a time for keeping silent and a time for speaking up, 
8     a time for loving and a time for hating, 
    a time for war and a time for peace 
 
All in a lifetime.  Every single thing. Yes, but it is so often confusing.  As my opening 
story of David Mosher, and Heather Lindsay attests, it is often not what we expect.   
 
To wrap your mind around this, think of a labyrinth. Like the great wheel of fortune, it 
is also an interactive, medieval machine meant to put us in touch with life at it’s core. 
 
But where the wheel speaks to all of life, the labyrinth helps us understand how it 
feels to be in every sector of the wheel except happiness.  It helps us navigate loss, 
suffering, and hope. 
 
If you have walked a labyrinth you will know what I mean.  You have happiness in 
sight, or so you think. And you find yourself so close to it, and then it recedes from 
you.   
 



Then there it is again, and, uh oh, you find yourself being taken by the wind miles 
away, and then, oops, there you are finally where you hoped to be, except you 
realize the whole thing is NOT about arriving there, but about the crazy rollercoaster 
journey we’re all on. 
 
As someone has said, everything in life takes 8 times longer than you thought it 
would.  But things happen, and, id we are lucky, we find ourselves ready for a 
change.  Even the hardest ones.   
 
Here’s someone’s story of such a moment. I found this woman’s account in Sun 
magazine.  She writes … 
 
Looking for an objective evaluation of my drinking, I made an appointment with a 
counselor at the local hospital.  I filled out a questionnaire and waited while the 
counselor tabulated the results.  When she called me into her office, she told me that 
I was an alcoholic and that my only hope for recovery was never having another 
drink.   I went home feeling scared and alone.  My husband came home from work 
that day, as usual,  and poured himself his first brandy Manhattan.  Normally, I would 
have drunk with him, but this time I refrained.   
 
Shortly thereafter my daughter and her two little girls dropped by and my daughter 
got a beer out of the refrigerator. My loneliness deepened. 
 
“Grandma, could you play a game with us?”” my five-year-old granddaughter said. 
 I went to the cabinet and took out a simple game that se and her sister were able to 
play.  
  
“Can I go first?” the little one said. 
 
As we played I had a strange sensation as if I were floating above the table, looking 
down at myself and my grandchildren.  I knew then that these two little girls had 
been sent from God to help me through a dark and dangerous moment.   
I went to bed that night with the first day of my new sober life behind me. 
 
Change came, it was hard, but the woman felt she was being held in everlasting 
arms all through it.  Life is a wild ride, but we don’t have to feel alone. It’s about 
hanging in there.  It’s about being patient about what is coming up next – in 2018.   
 
Here’s one hint – it’s going to be the year of the woman.   
 
 
Amen. 


