Wow. That was something else.

Last night we met for one last time over at 180 Colony Road.

We heard people share what they heard God saying in their affinity groups this summer. We heard challenges to free
ourselves from enslavement to schedules and things, challenges to be long-haul people for the sake of the City, and a
reminder that all our best plans and intentions are but sails waiting to be filled with the wind of God’s Spirit.
We prayed for our city and for one another, for the things God has put on our hearts. And at the end, we sang “Work a
Miracle in My Heart,” a song that I think has really become something of a theme song for whatever it is God is doing here.

We are called to be prophets to this nation,
To be the word of God in every situation;
Change my heart, change my heart today.
Who’ll be the salt
If the salt should lose its flavour?
Who’ll be the salt
If the salt should lose its flavour?
Change my heart, change my heart today.
Lord, Loose the chains of oppression;
Lord, set the captives free.
Lord, fill my heart with Your compassion:
shine Your light, shine Your light,
shine Your light through me.

Work a miracle in my heart,
work a miracle in my heart,
work a miracle in my heart, O Lord, today.
Lord, take all my lies, and take all of my greed;
Let me be a sacrifice
For those who are in need.
Change my heart, change my heart today.
Lord, without Your power
It’s all just good intentions;
Lord, without Your grace
Who could find redemption?
Change my heart, change my heart today.

I think the critical thing about this song is the way it holds God’s great invitation to us to be salt and light together with
our complete inability to make any of this happen. We are called to be prophets to this nation--true, but how can we?
God has placed us in the critical place in the unfolding of his redemption of creation; and we simply aren’t up to the task.
Work a miracle in our hearts, Lord.
But the fact of our total incapability of walking out the Call God has placed on us does not diminish that Call, rather it
increases our dependency on Him in our trying--and failing--to be salt and light, to free the captives and loose chains of
oppression. This is humility: not a small goal, but an audacious one--ultimately it is the utter dependence on God for the
strength to participate in his cosmic work of redemption.
So, Lord, regarding the Elm City Vineyard, all our plans and our dreams, we say: “Lord, without Your power, they’re all
just good intentions... Change our hearts today.”
—matt

e l m c i t y v i n e ya r d ’ s f i r s t blo g p o s t
september 7, 2007

There’s no one story that can distill my memories of Elm City Vineyard, the place that our wonderful community holds
in my heart. So I offer a headful of spontaneous fragments -- a concluding unscientific postscript to a dearly beloved
season of life.
I think of Andy and Kathy Saperstein patiently sitting around with the Maskells and the Croasmuns in a Mexican restaurant
in Syracuse, New York, debating whether or not “revolutionary lives of action” seemed to imply an endorsement of
violent uprising. I think of a necessary, ridiculous early ban on the use of the word “Kierkegaard” in preaching.
I think of a lot of parties. I mean real, bona fide, knock-em-down-and-drag-em-out parties. Latent talent shows. Christmas
parties. Summertime barbeque parties. Parties about parties. Kathy Maskell’s pirate-themed party for my birthday stands
out -- a picture of heaven, sans the angelic clean-up team. I think of a never-ending, four year stream of meetings, prayer,
tears, building, rejoicing.

I think of the integrity of Matt Croasmun.
I think of Mark Jonas standing on a stump in the backyard of 180Colony, preaching his heart out about paying attention
to the extraordinary call of God in the mundane. I think of Elisa Berry’s beautiful, hand-painted Easter banner, hung
over the gallery rail for an entire Lenten season -- fifteen feet of gut-level imagery of the crucifixion and resurrection that
remains my gold-standard for the embodied practice of visual art in Christian community. It was rough around the edges
-- hung with duct tape and PVC actually -- and that was surely part of the point. I think of Jeremy Blum jogging around
the neighborhood with baby Atticus Blum, trying to love his job and love his friends, and doing a lot better at the latter.
I think of Ethan and Katie Smith, Robb and Asha Evans, Titus and Julianne Kaphar, John and Jen Hartley, Todd and
Michelle Kennedy, and on and on and on. These people and so many others besides are, literally, the salt of the earth.
I think of Allen Yeh, who at the time was a college pastor at Trinity Baptist Church, coming to an ECV homegroup and
feeling so free to be exactly who he was -- a leader in another church that was part of the wider body of Christ in the city.
No competition. Only affection.

I think of countless hours of conversations..hopeful or crushing or
mixed-up or tentative or tender...but all given gravity by awareness of
the possibility that was constantly being lifted up: that it was possible to
live as loving, obedient followers of Jesus. Jesus had lit a fire among us.
We knew it was possible for him to lead us, and we still know it.
Most of all I think of worship. In particular, I think of Gracie Blum leading worship on the grand piano at United Church
-- “A thousand times I’ve failed / Still your mercy remains...Everlasting, Your light will shine when all else fades.”

caleb maskell

Every Sunday before ECV service, folks gather into the children’s room
in the church basement. Sometimes it’s just two or three of us. We settle
into toddler-sized chairs and silence, waiting for God to share what He’d
like to say to the people who will come that afternoon.
“I just see these stones stacked in a really precarious way.”
“A mother hen ushering little chicks, but one won’t go because she’s afraid of something.”
“A bunch of people huddling together inside saran wrap.”
And we keep listening, asking God and each other what these words and images might mean. The stacked stones become
an invitation to give up human sensibilities and see how only God can balance life perfectly. Let go of trying to do it
your way. The reluctant chick won’t follow the mother hen because of fear of vulnerability among other followers. Let
your heart break with others. The tight cocoon of saran wrap is oppressive – a flimsy protection that won’t save us from
inevitable spoilage and perishing. Let God unravel us. Let Him eternally preserve us.
How do we know that these words are from God and not from the pizza we ate for lunch?
Plenty of words people have given me make no sense, like peanut butter and rainbows. But more often than not, God
has spoken to me through words and images that others have shared and prayed through with me. In the midst of grief,
God let me know He saw me through multiple images of a little girl spinning. At the end of the afternoon service, God
ministers to people who see themselves in the stack of stones, the reluctant chick, and the saran wrap. I think God uses
what we know of the world to reveal how well He knows the condition of our hearts – to draw us more deeply into what
we don’t yet know of Him.

No booming voice, no fanfare. Just ordinary people praying, listening,
and expecting God to speak.

Michelle ho

The early days of 180 colony, we gathered around the warm (wood-from-the-wood plot) fire, planning and praying, and
throwing ideas up onto the oversized tag-sale-find white board. We knew God was up to something. Something big. We
were birthing something so precious, so dear... and boy was it exciting. Scary. Life-changing.

The day came for our first official ECV large group gathering... we spent the morning at the New Haven Vineyard where

Andy Saperstein preached on the labor pains that are experienced
when birthing something new and I sat there feeling the figurative labor pains, but also the literal
with baby boy Blum to be soon on his way. Soon after, I regretfully told Caleb that I wouldn’t be able to help out with
worship for our gathering, still secretly hoping that my contractions would be manageable enough for us to attend.

After a long night of labor, Atticus was born.
Atticus turns 5 in a few weeks too and every year his birthday comes around, I thank God not only for him, but remember
with such gratitude the community that helped to bring him into this world and helped shape who Jeremy and I are today.

grace blum

I had been suffering from this nervous tic for something like seven years.
I would crack my neck by throwing my head to each side, sometimes pretty forcefully, and it definitely looked strange
to other people. I didn’t have to be nervous to do it, but it got way more intense and frequent when I was anxious. After
a few years, my neck started hurting frequently and the tic would help for a few seconds but the pain would come back,
worse. The pain would often turn into a pretty intense and sometimes debilitating headache. I prayed about it alone
sometimes and that seemed to help, but didn’t take care of the problem altogether, and my attempts just to stop doing it
were ineffective.

So I got prayer during prayer ministry a couple of times.
The first time, I felt completely free from feeling the need to do it for a day or two before I started doing it again. (It felt
a little like relapsing into an addiction.) Then, the second time I got prayer for it, just a couple weeks later, it went away
completely. I remember being prayed over that “Jesus would be all the comfort [I] need,” and that my anxiety would just
go away. I remember the feeling of my neck relaxing and my shoulders lowering nearly instantaneously. Since then, the
pain in my neck has gone, I’ve had far fewer headaches, and I’m a lot less anxious in general.

rya n R u bi n

For Kathy and me, Elm City Vineyard effectively started when we decided to pay a visit to the 180 group at the MaskellJonas residence on Colony Street in Beaver Hills. We knew when we walked in that this would be the group for us,
notwithstanding the fact that we were both at least a good twenty years older than nearly everyone else there. But Caleb
was sincere in his invitation, and we loved the relaxed hospitality, earnest love for Jesus, intelligent teaching (Matt was the
man that night), and blazing fire in the fireplace

(it better have been blazing, since it was the heart of autumn, and
no self-respecting member of the Colony household would have even
considered heating with fossil fuels at that point), and we were immediately welcomed
into the community. God was present at that group that evening, and I remember Kathy and I saying both privately and
to others there that this gathering really had the makings of a church plant. But we weren’t the first ones there to notice
that, and within a year or so, what was a home group on Colony Street had become Elm City Vineyard.
  
One fun thing for Kathy and me was that we closed on our big two-flat house on Norton Parkway (which Caleb dubbed
“The Ark”) just a couple months before the ECV launch. We bought the house with Jeremy and Grace Blum (and though
we’ve all moved out of state, we still own it together), and many of the early ECV gatherings happened in our living

we had dozens of candles and lots
of people and the Lord was quietly present and we sang and worshiped
and liturgized (if that’s a legitimate word) and enjoyed the sweetness
of beauty and of the Spirit of God among His people, which to this day is what I

room. I especially remember Christmas Eve service in 2007 –

remember most and best about ECV.

Andy Saperstein

It still makes me laugh to remember Matt’s slideshow of bobbleheads
moving to front pews to encourage more seating towards the front...
To remember...
...Andy Saperstein’s strange sharings including his love of maple syrup.
...one of the first home groups, the day we forgot to pick up bread and had to use animal crackers for communion (God
I hope, had grace for us; some congregants did not).
...when a certain bass player jumped off stage mid-worship set, and broke his ankle.
...when one div school student’s declaration of love to another div school student, during a home group ice breaker.
...grabbing bags of free Atticus bread for the christmas party, featuring bread pudding and fondue, of course!
...singing for 8 hours straight for Wusapaloosa at 180 Colony.
...countless trips to Mia’s, Mamoun’s, Wing Madness, Ashley’s, Pepe’s, and other delicious jaunts.
...the annual Ice Cream Off at the Kennedys.
...Atticus wearing Kathy’s ginormous white sunglasses.
...biking everywhere...
...trying to rein in children on the Green while executing the Sunday School curriculum.
…of course, countless hours of prayer, Bible study, worship, and just hanging out B.C. (before children).
...loving with abandon and sleep deprivation, working jobs and studying for PhDs on the side to support our love for
Jesus, His Church, and each other...
We have never, and may never again in this lifetime, experienced the depth and trueness of community that we experienced
with you all. We heart ECV, forever, and are forever transformed. We were and are, as CS Lewis described as the sentiment
of true Christian fellowship, “...surrounded by our betters.”

Sunny jona s

vain and high ambition 30:15 (2.0)
Dependent, completely dependent.
Blind to it.
But dependent.
We forgot;
reached for the sky and found the clouds weren’t solid.

Could we be saved? Have u been waiting?

That we would stop? Could we turn our hands up?
That we might return? Could we walk away from our sand castles?

For us to be still?
For us to Trust?      Trust!
trust?
quiet.             

Have u been waiting for us to wait?

Gideon m ausner

We decided we would do a “Healing Service” - where we would pray before the Worship Gathering and receive words for
healing for people who would be there that day. It has always been a great risk for me to hear words of healing from God,
so I was sort of nervous about what would happen...

While we were praying, I felt a phantom pain in my right knee and
decided to share that perhaps this was a word from God that he wanted
to heal a right knee.
During the Worship Gathering, I noticed a man walk in with a brace on his right knee and I thought, “uh oh, I hope my
word wasn’t for him,” because I felt that he was definitely not going to be healed from such a large injury...
Well, we shared my word (among all the others), and sure enough, Rodney (the man with the brace), came up for prayer. Josh,
Zach, and others gathered around to pray for Rodney, to pray that God would heal his knee... I was praying, but still skeptical.

When Josh asked Rodney if he could take the brace off, I panicked
inside.
But Rodney said yes, and when we took off the brace, Rodney could move his knee! It was completely healed! Rodney
started running and jumping down the aisle of our church! It was incredible! I learned so much about healing prayer... and
taking risks. I’m so grateful for Josh who took the risk to take off the brace, and there are so many stories like this that
give me greater hope that God is truly one who heals.

hannah croasmun

Without realizing the mainstay that 180 colony was in our community, I found myself co-leading a homegroup there not
long after arriving in New Haven from Florida. We’d carpool, I’d shuffle in with freezing feet, and then remove my shoes-and hope the hot tea Kathy served would somehow warm my frozen Floridian toes.

Joey was just born, and we’d drink tea, and adore him until he went to
bed and group would begin.
Josh and I usually had a plan (or many optional plans), and things almost always deviated from those plans in beautiful
ways. I arrived tired most weeks, and left astounded and amused by the spirit of God. I often felt ill-equipped, like I was
never enough, but God would show up and go beyond our feeble ideas. I learned about his faithfulness, and his delight in
showing up when we will just show up.
One of the absolute oddest and most moving moments in that homegroup for me was a time during singing and
worshipping. Joey had a chest of toys in the living room. Someone had taken a stuffed turtle from the chest; this turtle
had tiny lights on it’s shell that somehow cast constellations of stars onto the ceiling of the room.

As the turtle was the brunt of some nervous fidgeting, someone had the
humor to turn off the lights. We continued singing and praying in the
dark, underneath a ceiling of stars- shining from the back of a stuffed
turtle toy.
Though amusing in retrospect (and at the time as well), it was actually one of the most beautiful, profound and spiritually
charged experiences of worship for me. I slowly learned that year that God doesn’t need an adequate or equipped vessel
to use for his glory and grace to shine through. I, or a turtle toy, was enough if we showed up.

m a r i ly n de g u e h e ry

I remember the summer of 2008, when New Haven was rocked by a series of revenge shootings, in which several young
teens and a college-age man were killed within the span of a week. I remember that this all happened about half a mile
away from our house, on 180 Colony Road. Most of the people in our homegroup lived within a 5 block radius, and we
quickly agreed that a good first step would be to simply pray and ask for God’s heart for our city and our streets. Tom
Sharp led the charge in organizing several homegroups to gather for a prayer walk one evening.
    	

Walking and praying together, about fifteen of us would stop at each corner and gather to pray out loud. We

assured each other with equal parts nervous smiles and peaceful gazes. Of course, I was totally scared, thinking about
how intercession from the confines of our cozy living room would certainly be just as effective as it would be at the corner
of Winthrop and Chapel.
    	

After about half an hour, we decided to stop in a vacant lot to form a prayer circle. Then, a car with shiny rims,

tinted windows, and thumping bass slowed down to check us out. Our group kept praying -- hoping that we weren’t in

After all, there had been a bunch of murders on those very
streets that week.

for an altercation.

A young guy leaned his head out and shouted,
    	

“HEY! What are you doing?!”

We calmly told him we were praying for these streets, for peace, and for God’s Spirit of reconciliation. We lived in the area
and we loved the city and wanted to be part of the best that God had to offer for the neighborhoods. To our great surprise --

and with the engine still running and two other people in the car -- the
driver unhesitatingly jumped out, grabbed hands and joined our circle.
We cried out for our city together that night. And in that moment, mercy and justice kissed.

k at h y m a s k e l l

“Josh Williams in prayer” by Eoin Burke & Jim Dessicino

I remember being at homegroups and bringing all this existential angst: how could we really know God? how could we
really love each other? Real community wasn’t a construct I ever had - this place opened that up for me. ECV revealed the
possibility of people living life together, worshipping God communally - this was something that had never previously
crossed my mind.

Before I came to ECV I talked to God plenty - I’d sit and smoke and
have conversations with him. But I never really understood or knew his
heart and desires.
One day I was sitting with my friend Sunny Jonas on the steps of church and she was like “I want to introduce you to
Robin…” It was like BAM. He delivered this prophecy, and it did exactly what prophecy was supposed to do: it let me
know that God intimately knew me, saw me, and loved me. I think that’s when I wanted to intimately know, see and love
God too. I think I always wanted that on some level, but there was something about this place that allowed what I’d been
pursuing to be a reality.

I think it was the Holy Spirit - suddenly everything was possible, when
before nothing seemed possible.

eoin burke

On November 12, 2011 I got this email from Rand Tucker (lead pastor of Hyde Park Vineyard in Chicago) while staying
with the Kennedys (I was on furlough):

“Dear Friends of Nima and Shokoofeh,
I hope you are all doing well. I am sorry to be writing with challenging news.
I am not sure if any of you know that Nima has been recently fighting cancer. At first, the cancer was in his spleen
and lymph nodes. Prayer and chemotherapy have helped a lot for his spleen. There is less change in his lymph nodes. The
cancer now has spread to his brain. I talked with him again last week, and the doctors are not sure that there is much
they can do at this point. They need to see what will happen over the next 6-12 months. I talked with Nima, and I
asked if I could share this news with people who know him and ask them to pray, so I am writing to ask you to pray...
Nima told me he has faith and that he has peace no matter what God decides.
Let’s pray. God’s the author of life!   In Christ, Rand”
Nima and Shokoofeh are Iranian friends I met while at Hyde Park Vineyard. I was sitting next to little Silas Kennedy
when I got this email, so I turn to him and ask him if we could pray together for my friend. So we prayed a simple prayer
for Nima’s healing.
Six days later (Nov 18th) I got the following email from Rand:

“Thanks for praying! I am writing with a miraculous update. The last time I wrote about Nima’s situation the doctors
had let him know that he had 6-12 months to live, and he had another MRI today, and the cancer in his whole body
(brain, lymph nodes, spleen) is completely gone. When I asked what the doctors told him, he said, “They said that
they can’t explain it.” And obviously Shokoofeh and Nima’s family are elated. Nima said it was great to get that “6
months” out of his head. He wanted to thank you for praying and share this with you. He also was really thankful
for the ways that many of you reached out to them and sent emails. Let’s all praise God together. Rand”
When I got this email, I was staying a few days with the Croasmuns. The day before, Robb had just told me quietly that
he had cancer, and both the Croasmuns and I were feeling sad and heavy. I practically danced back to the Kennedys’
home and told Silas straightaway about the healing. I really felt God was encouraging us to take heart, pray and trust Him
regarding Robb.

audrey lin

I always loved art and I still do. I learned to draw by copying comic books and the like but I never took art classes.
My elementary art teacher gave me supplies to draw, but not many people have taught me to draw. My parents are the
typical Korean parents who never approved of my art. They use to burn and destroy my art, so I would either give them
away or destroy them myself. When I lived with them for about 8 years in New Haven I stopped drawing because I felt
I was a horrible artist and I’m not an artist.

Then I finally moved out and I started to pick up my pen and markers. I
went to ECV Artist Circle gatherings. Everyone was somewhat amazed.
I wasn’t so sure until my girlfriend, Sarah Shin, said it’s amazing and demanded that I MUST CONTINUE DRAWING
and that I need to finish this one. So I finished that one and it turned out great. Sarah got me a sketchbook and some grey
tone markers and I started to make more art. It was so life giving and I felt like God was even wanting me to drawing some
stuff too. “Jump into Hope” is a piece from what God showed me in an image during homegroup, and I drew what was in
my head. One day when Sarah was visiting New Haven, we decided to try drawing together. I started some black lines and
drew a face and then an afro and then I kept on drawing. She started to use these brush like markers and started to color.
Sarah is an accomplished painter, by the way. We had so much fun. People say “that’s so romantic!” However, we think it’s
a fun activity and don’t think it’s romantic at all. It’s just fun and we think it’s something that God had gifted us with an
activity that we can grow together. It’s about being free and drawing what I feel and I hope that people understand my joy,
pain, love, fears and a lot of great stuff that only God can provide. If it wasn’t for Artist Circle, my family at ECV, God,
Jesus, and the Holy Spirit encouraging me to be excited about life and to live life fully, I would be still at ECV - probably
working as a mailman and living with my folks. But I am now an artist, a seminarian at Gordon Conwell and living an
exciting life for God!

“Jump Into Hope” by Shin Maeng

Shin maeng

I started coming to bible study at Agape one summer and through that I began attending ECV. It was different than I was
used to. No one genuflected. No one did the sign of the cross. The markers of my Catholic upbringing weren’t present,
but I experienced teaching that helped me understand God.
The singing and the worship, though, is what really changed me.

Tina’s voice changed what was a stony concrete heart of mine.

It’s like I was absorbing the worship and being transformed. Sometimes, I felt things during worship. I could feel myself
losing my stony exterior. Sometimes, I got emotional. Sometimes, I even cried. And I was not ashamed. I was learning to
be Mike Guliano for the first time.
I never really had friends who liked me for me. I never had people in my life who wanted to teach me about God. I felt
blessed. For once, my life was full of good things.

Then, I got hit by a truck.
On the concrete, alive, I felt God speak to me. First, I saw the faces of those who had helped me and befriended me: J,
Gideon, Hannah, Alan, Tina, and Josh. Their faces gave me strength and hope. Then, I felt God speak Psalm 91 over me,
the same passage that two strangers suggested I read one rainy night that changed my life as I learned God forgave and
that He protected.
Through my recovery, I saw God use the people of ECV to comfort me and to give me hope. People led worship in my
hospital room, prayed with me, and gave me a ride to see Gideon give his first sermon. My body is stronger now, and so
is my soul.
Now, I want to proclaim Christ and be His servant. I want to be in the community of ECV and create more communities
like it. I want to see more love, more healing, and more stony hearts softened.

mike guliano

This is why I’m alive.

I was first introduced to ECV by Sunny Jonas, who is a founding member of ECV and former Children’s Program
Director at LEAP, where I used to work. I enjoyed my first time there, started to attend regularly, and eventually joined a
homegroup. I grew to love the members of my homegroup. I would see them on Sundays, and then again on homegroup
nights, and then some other times in the week, for coffee, or just to sit and talk about life, and school, and what it means to
follow Jesus, and it felt like we knew one another. It was a feeling I will never forget. I had some of the best conversations
in that house.

Three or so years later, I was asked by a friend to live in a ministry house in New Haven, located in one of the city’s
toughest neighborhoods, with a bunch of people I knew well from ECV. I accepted, and moved in some months later.

One day, as I was eating some buttered bread at the kitchen table, we
had a visitor - It was a pastor who was a member of the homegroup I used to attend. As we talked, he
reminded me of all the great conversations we had in this very house, and right then, it hit me. I was living in the same
house that housed my first experience with ECV. I shared with my friend that I had since become much more involved in
the ECV community, and even lead a homegroup!

It’s amazing how God met me in that moment, and showed me the importance of investing in community. That house,
located at 79 Kensington St., became a place of significance for me in different eras of my life, and each time, I learned

Each time God
brought me to that house, he met me there, and he grew me.

what it meant to live and learn with others, to “live life together” in multiple capacities.

geor ge bl ack

One of my first memories of homegroup was the time I didn’t want to go. I had had a terrible day at work, one in
which I felt bullied by a co-worker and was completely lost on how to handle the situation. I went home and thankfully
my roommates were compassionate and encouraging- after hours of crying and brainstorming, it was time for the first
homegroup of the year and of my time in New Haven. It couldn’t have been worse timing- or so it seemed.
I remember sitting in Paul and Lynn Opare-Addo’s living room, surrounded by many unfamiliar faces, feeling defeated
and too shy to function. How this was going to go was anyone’s guess. The icebreaker included a long list of name
meanings, some of which were “Grace”, “Humble”, “Warrior/Courageous”, “Gift of God” to correspond with those
in attendance. Not knowing anything about the origin of my name, as they were being read I remember having inner
commentary about each one- ‘oh I want that to be mine so badly’, or ‘maybe that’s me? seems possible’. however, when
“warrior/courageous” was read, I had no doubt in my mind that that description was not me. How could it be? All my
life I’ve played the “little sister” role on all levels - I was the “small, frailish” one, the “polite, non-confrontational” type.
Yes, apparently weak, subdued labels were all I knew about myself. It’s not to say that all my life I was the rug everyone
wiped their feet on, but moving forward with my life, I remember those moments as being most poignant. Plus, sadly
I had been walked all over and matted just hours earlier at work. As the names were paired with their meanings, the
ones that seemed most likely to be mine were taken and then ones that I wanted were claimed- and then “warrior” and
“Tracie” became a pair and

I think time actually stood still for a second.

Both the sensation of confusion and complete empowerment overcame me...
as much as it didn’t make sense, it absolutely did. All the memories of risk and God and courage and boldness and God
and leaps and perseverance and faith and God in my life flooded my mind. Every moment up until me packing my bags
and leaving the only place I’ve ever lived in exchange for people, place, and work I didn’t know flooded my mind- and it
occurred to me that no matter what people have told me about my weaknesses, whatever I had convinced myself of, they
were obvious lies in contrast to where God’s life for me had led. And to think, it was always in me- whether or not my
parents knew what it was they were bringing me into name wise, it found its way of permeating my life and in that moment
on that couch during that homegroup, it re-spoke purpose and destiny into my life. To think that God in some respects
named me before I was even born, to know that it was revealed to me in a crucial and desperate time, to love that it was
done through and in this community- it will forever be dear to me. Needless to say, I took care of some needed business
the next day and it felt awesome.

tracie cheng

As a recent graduate of Yale College, I walked into ECV with questions
swirling in my head. I had no idea what a church plant was or that they were 8 months into the process.
I had never heard of the Vineyard. I simply knew the storm inside my mind: What is my life about? I felt called to be a
pastor - even if I specialized in plan Bs and Cs - but with who and how? These questions produced a weird angst and
insecurity in me. I almost knew my calling but not quite. It’s different than the precise mechanics of a medical school
application and different than opening a completely blank canvas and waiting for a splash of purpose.

At ECV, I saw people who were in a similar situation. For whatever reason, their callings involved moving pieces: school,
family, skills they needed, permissions of various kinds, things that were not yet. Still, they clung to their callings, even
ones that were built around the seemingly impossible. At ECV, I learned to wait.

I also learned that God did much in times of waiting. I remember hearing Audrey Lin speak on worship and humility one
Sunday. I felt free to focus on God and to lift Him up in this time of unknowing as an act of praise and worship.

I learned to thank Him for who He is, not simply because my plan
worked out.
In the following months, my insecurity gave way to a cool confidence not built on my accomplishments (or a path towards
them) but on who God is and a trust that it is Him who’s leading me, not my own plans.

Elm City Vineyard brought understanding to phrases like “trusting in God” and being “confident in Christ.” In many
ways, I am still waiting. Thankfully, I serve a God who prepares me and keeps me even as I wait for Him.

josh williams

It was the sheer joy of ‘doing life together’ - feeling a true bond of
friendship with others in the pursuit of God - fumbling towards the
ecstasy of knowing and being known by Him.

Ja son DiPinto

The fall of 2010 was super hard for me. I was struggling with a lot of health problems as well as emotionally challenging
situations. I wasn’t sleeping, I was depressed, and then a job offer came up that required me to finish my dissertation
months before I had planned to. I was finishing up some other writing projects so that I could focus totally on completing
this last hurdle to graduation and then I started developing carpal tunnel syndrome. It was just the last straw. It got so bad
that I could barely type and

I remember thinking “seriously God, I just can’t do this.”
I was on the edge. I didn’t know what to do and doctors weren’t able to give me any quick solutions. I asked my homegroup
to pray and they did. The pain went away that night but then came back again. At church, some people prayed for me a
second time. Again, it got better for a while and then came back.

I felt bad asking for prayer a third time but I remember Josh in particular
kept encouraging me and gathering people to pray. The third time we
prayed it got better and stayed better.
It may sound small, but in this season of my life it was an amazing expression of God’s mercy and love for me. The love
and power of Jesus was evident to me in the members of ECV during that time. I truly saw the mercy and kindness of
God.

“Shattered” by Elisa Berry Fonseca

k at i e s m i t h

Quote from journal entry dated Monday, March 23, 2009:

May I always be blessed to remember the love, faith and generosity
in Matt Croasmun’s face towards the Maskells when we all prayed
and talked together about their decisions about Kathy’s schooling [which
would mean the Maskell’s moving away from New Haven and leaving
ECV leadership].
And I will treasure Elisa laughing her unfettered laugh, Andy
Saperstein’s serious pondering, head down, knit eyebrows, considering
Kathy’s thoughts... Ethan’s seemingly sleepy demeanor, yet observing
everything so keenly. Katie’s bright laughter and carefully thought-out
musings.

audrey lin

There was a gathering at 180 Colony that included about 25 ECV folks and a guest speaker leading a workshop on dream
interpretation, discernment, and listening to God. Many of the stories were fascinating but I remember having a hard
time hearing them over a resounding cascade of disqualification that would often fill my mind and heart during times
like these. There came a time when the speaker asked whom the group might practice praying for next and I instantly
despaired because I knew somehow it would be me. Sunny Jonas said immediately, “I think we should pray for Ethan!”

I had never really let something like this happen to me before.
But there we all were, and so this group of people that I had yet to really let get to know me proceeded to ask the Lord
to give them words, images, and scriptures for me. They filled a page with some incredibly kind, hopeful, and dignifying
things, most of which I thought at the time should be for someone else. I’ve kept the sheet of paper as the bookmark in
my journal ever since while the words on it have become true. I am thankful that these friends not only had the faith and
courage to express these things to me, but also that since then they have helped me actually receive the love God wanted
to show me that night.

ethan smith

I’ve never been the same since the story Matt shared of a friend who
freely approaches people, even well known people, always with a heart
assuming he can bless that person, rather than thinking he might not
deserve that person’s time.
Take away: in all places, at all times, with all people, cultivate a pastoral heart, looking outward and not at yourself! Really
learning what it is to walk each day in joy because you are on an intimate adventure with God, while not getting shaken
by circumstantial stressors and pressures. A light bulb really went on that it’s not about my own success or failure to “do it
right”, it’s about God, and He can handle anything whether I mess it up or do it well…

Ly n n Opa r e - A d d o

Tee shirt design by Eoin Burke

When I showed up at ECV’s first service five years ago, I didn’t think I’d be around this long. I was a junior in college
with imminent plans to study abroad that next semester, eventually graduate the next year, and move far far away to do
important things. I liked and respected the people who were starting this church, but I didn’t expect to really know them
or have them be a huge part of my life story.
A little less than four years later, I was in that same building, in a wedding dress, getting married in New Haven, a 20 hour
drive from the city I grew up in. This community had become my own. So much so that I couldn’t imagine getting married
anywhere else. This group of people made the ceremony happen. Shin was the DJ (for the first time in his life). Marilyn
designed all the invitations and programs. Gideon spent forever bagging wildflower seeds for the wedding favors. Juliet
decorated the entire church. Kyle Brooks and Leon Powell and Kevin Su played the music. Hannah gave instructions, Matt
officiated the ceremony. So many people did so much. The entire time I felt grateful to be surrounded and supported by
people who knew me.
Not only did ECV end up being part of my life, this community taught me how to pursue the things of God. I felt called
to be a leader; I’m now a worship pastor, and ECV was the place where I really learned not to be afraid to lead. I felt
called to love the poor; in partnership with people from ECV, I now help steward a community of faith for the homeless,
and I now live on Kensington Street. I felt a longing for more of an experience with a real & supernatural God; at ECV,
I first accepted God as someone who actually speaks, to me, and can actually do miracles, through me. I’ve found true
community here, but I’ve also found discipleship, and I’m grateful for that.
My life is still intertwined with ECV. My husband is a pastor of the church. I am the Worship Pastor. We host a homegroup
at our house. I still lead worship with Agape Church for the Homeless. We still live on Kensington St.

We are still doing “life together” and it is more beautiful than I could
have imagined five years ago.

tina Colón willia ms

I will never forget praying for friends over the summer of 2004 (or was it 2005?). We were going to Kansas to visit my
parents and realized we had very few people to tell that we would be traveling. Two of our closest friends had just moved
out of town, the last of a whole community of folks we had been with for 4 years or so since graduating from college.
We realized the New Haven we would come back to was, with a couple notable exceptions, a pretty lonely place for us.

Before we left for the airport, we prayed that God would give us friends.
The weekend after we returned from our trip, we hosted a brunch for a few folks we were just starting to get to know. We
didn’t know what to expect, but we ended up in conversation for hours and hours, talking about dreams for the future,
what God might be doing, what it would be like to raise children together (none of us had kids yet), what it means to be
courageous for the Kingdom.
Around that table were many of the friends who helped plant ECV. We had never known such deep friendship.

We have never since been alone.
ECV remains the community in which I have experienced the most significant, most transformative, and most courageous
relationships in my life. I know I always say it; but I always mean it: It is a joy to follow Jesus together.

m at t c r o a s m u n

w
spread the love
We believe that ECV is a sending community. In fact, this community was
sent as a church plant itself 5 years ago. One of our dreams is to establish
more communities who desire to follow Jesus together. The proceeds of this
book will go toward creating a fund to help support a future church plant.
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“This is where I belong” by Tracie Cheng

