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What can I say? That plaintive 
expression has been knocking 
around my brain all week. 

What can I possibly say, in 
the span of several minutes, 
to summarize, celebrate, and 
put in perspective the last 13 
years of cooperative ministry? 
An easy answer is Nothing. 
Not because I don’t want to say it, I just can’t possi-
bly do it justice. I’ve thought about my final sermon 
at Grace maybe even since I started at Grace, back in 
2007. 

This is my first church. I was not supposed to be here 
this long. They kept telling me in seminary my first call 
would be as an ‘associate’ at a larger congregation, 
that I would only do 2-3 years there, and then move 
on; that I would need more experience before a church 
would take me as a solo or senior pastor.

Wow, was that ever wrong. And thank God for it. As 
soon as I got here, I just knew you were really special, 
and I realized how lucky I was right out of the gate.

So again, I ask the annoying, rhetorical question: What 
can I say? What do you want me to say? What do you 
need me to say to you right now? In this Covid-19 real-
ity we’ve been denied the time, space, and emotional 
proximity to tell our story, and to truly say goodbye 
the way we deserve. What can I say? Nothing that will 
cover it all, that can heal the wound of being physically 
apart. But I’ll offer a few attempts.

One thing I thought of was to qualify the time we’ve 
shared by all the names on our Grace Saints banners, 
those that list all the dead from our congregation, on 
either side of the main entrance to the sanctuary. I’ve 
reflected often on the east side banner over the past 
13 years. The list of names grew longer. Each name is a 
deep story in my life, holy to me, set apart.

For this sermon I was thinking, that’s a way to get at the 
emotional weight, the pastoral importance of measur-
ing our time together. But it’s kind of dark, wouldn’t 
you agree? For a final sermon.
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And then I realized what’s 
not on the Grace Saints ban-
ner. What’s not on our holy 
banner of the dead are all 
the resurrections we’ve had, 
Amen? Not just the promise 
of resurrection for everyone 
who’s died in the past thirteen 
years. I’m imagining a banner 

in the sanctuary that lists every resurrection over the 
past thirteen years at Grace. One listing when any of us 
marked a resurrection of hope, of a relationship, a res-
urrection from despair, from anxiety, of recovery, from 
anger, and a resurrection for the sake of justice.

Can you see it? That banner wouldn’t even fit in the 
church. We’d have to nail the resurrection banner up 
in the far, upper corner of the chancel, and it would 
stretch down over the altar. It would billow and wave 
down the center aisle. It would flow out the main steps 
of the sanctuary and take a hard-right down South 
Boulevard, stretching all the way to Lake Michigan. A 
long list naming each of us, with each of our resurrec-
tions. A list so long it would be baptized in the water of 
the lake, going deeper and deeper, until you couldn’t 
read any of it.

None of our names are on the Grace Saints banner, 
of Grace members who have died. But my name and 
yours are on the Grace resurrection banner, Amen? 
Our names are on that banner along with all the Grace 
members who have died. We are on the Grace resur-
rection banner multiple times, Amen? 

What can I say? I can try to communicate what it’s 
meant to live and suffer and celebrate and take action 
with you for the time we’ve had. It’s meant a life/death/
life cycle of resurrections, of abundant, overflowing 
life.

I’ve been thinking about Phyllis Buck, who died at the 
beginning of the pandemic. Phyllis didn’t die of Cov-
id-19, but hers was the first funeral we couldn’t attend 
as we wanted, as we needed. As I was mourning Phyl-
lis, I remembered one Sunday morning many years 
ago when the Gospel lesson was John 16. It was Jesus’ 
farewell discourse. 

Grace Family and Friends...

Continued on next page
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Family and Friends, continued

I preached this shocking sermon, riffing off Jesus’ words to his fol-
lowers, where he says, “I have many more things to say to you, but 
you can’t bear them now.” I preached a completely dystopian future, 
something the congregation couldn’t bear to hear. I admit: It was kind 
of sick and twisted but also, for a pastor, strangely satisfying.

I told the congregation there was going to be another economic col-
lapse after what we’d already experienced during the Great Reces-
sion. I listed more arguments happening in the church, people leav-
ing Grace in droves, and we’d have to sell the church parking lot. That 
a world war would break out, global warming would accelerate, and 
even that I’d be fired for embezzling money, or something.

With each terrible statement about the future, the congregation 
groaned. They gasped. They shook their heads at me and frowned. 
It was so bad. It was so good! I’ll never forget it. Just when I sensed 
people were going to start walking out in protest, I returned to Jesus’ 
words, shouting ‘You see? You can’t bear to hear it. If Jesus told his 
disciples about their future at that time—one of martyrdom, suffer-
ing and whatever else—they couldn’t bear it, either.’  Then those in 
the sanctuary were like, ‘Ahhhh….very clever of you, Pastor Daniel…
you rascal….but don’t you ever do that to us again.’

As Phyllis came through the receiving line that morning she said to 
me, in her lilting voice, ‘Pastor, we have a saying in Barbados, ‘That 
was Hash, but the Truth.’  Which, Phyllis explained, meant it was some-
thing really awful, but something horrifying that needed to be ac-
knowledged, to be grappled with. That Was Hash, But the Truth.

Isn’t life ‘Hash, But the Truth’ right now? Isn’t that our state of being 
in this moment? As a people? As a church? As a country? As a world? 
If we’d known, 13 years ago, how we’d suffer all the terrible deaths 
we’ve had at Grace…If we’d known we’d have to navigate a global 
pandemic, and an even worse financial crisis than the Great Reces-
sion…If we’d known we’d live through a national uprising, calling us 
to account for our racist and genocidal history…to come the clos-
est our country may have ever been to an outright autocracy, with 
a president appealing to the military to attack its own citizens…if 
we’d known I would be pastorally burnt out, spent, leaving you in the 
midst of it all….if we knew all that 13 years ago, and someone would 
have told us it was our certain future, I’ll bet we wouldn’t have been 
able to bear it, either. I know I wouldn’t have been able to bear it. 

It’s all ‘Hash,’ as Phyllis once said, but it is most certainly a truth we’re 
now living through. Jesus goes on to say in John 16:  ‘But there’s a 

Spirit, a counselor, an advocate,’ who will guide you ‘into the truth.’ A 
Holy Spirit will guide you into the truth with power, assurance, stub-
born joy.

I have one more thing to say. It’s ‘Final Preacher’s Sunday Prerogative.’ 
What if there was no Christianity? What if there were no religions at 
all? 

In such a religion-less reality, this building was on the corner of South 
Boulevard and Wesley in Evanston, Illinois, where a group of people 
would regularly come together and they would sing sad songs, glad 
songs, quiet songs, hand-clapping, swaying songs. They would eat 
really well. They would cry together. They would take care of one an-
other when they got sick, or lonely, or were in danger. They would 
bury one another. And they would welcome each baby into the world 
with a collective promise to raise that child into a life of forgiveness, 
peace, justice, and love. 

This group of people would even look outside their clubhouse to 
see who else they might claim solidarity with, who else they might 
accompany and serve. They would feed people. They would house 
homeless people in their building. Children who needed art and 
homework help and support came into their building every day for 
decades. 

They would make a space for men who were violent to their partners 
to be taught about nonviolence, to be embraced and listened to and 
transformed. They would put up a little pantry on the lawn, with free 
food, even free pet food. 

They would look further upstream to the reasons for poverty, and 
racism, and homophobia, and sexism. And they would take buses to 
Springfield, early in the morning. They would lobby their representa-
tives. Some would be arrested. Then they’d return, late at night, ex-
hausted but joyful. They’d travel to D.C. for protests and actions, and 
take their youth to New Orleans, to Houston, to Detroit.

They would join alliances with other groups who were doing similar 
things, cooperating on even larger issues of charity and justice. And 
they would fight amongst themselves. Some would leave. And some 
would come back. They’d forgive each other, making new relation-
ships out of old ones. More would come. They would get inspired and 
start other actions, other initiatives. They’d plant a garden to grow 
food and beautiful flowers and native plants. They’d make art togeth-
er. They’d have wild parties in the basement; sometimes they would 
drink too much. 

They’d be silent together for long periods of time, just listening to the 
wind; they’d be still and listen to one another’s breathing. Without 

October, 2009

Former member Dan Brown and PD, September 2010
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Christianity, in a world without religion, what kind of human commu-
nity is that? Wouldn’t what I just described be the most miraculous, 
remarkable, beautiful, abundant life together? 

I’ve articulated a basic, behavioral description of what we’ve been 
over the years. If you remove all the doctrine and church politics, 
the institutional memory, and even the story of Jesus itself, from this 
perspective, what we’ve been to each other—and what we’ve been 
to our community, our state, our country—is so utterly mysterious, 
weird, magical and beautiful.

I do not want to be defrocked for heresy. I fully intend to keep being 
a Christian pastor. None of these things would have been possible 
without the love of God, the specific story of Jesus, the work of the 
Holy Spirit.  When this secularized, behavioral vision came to me, of 
seeing who we are and what we do…as if we were an alien visitor 
observing behavior of the human species for the first time, I was left 
speechless. I am left breathless. 

And I love imagining that alien might break into song, watching us do 
our thing here. Just start singing,  ‘What Wondrous Love Is This, O My 
Soul? O My Soul. What Wondrous Love Is This, O My Soul?’

This has been a pretty arrogant sermon theme, rather manipulative. 
You and I know I can’t say anything independent of the wondrous 
love that’s guided us, that’s gifted us, that’s brought us into each oth-
er’s lives. It’s not ‘What Can I Say?’ it’s ‘What the Love of God Proclaims.’ 
Amen? 

That is the proclamation of the resurrection banner, of beloved Phyl-
lis’ ‘Hash but the Truth,’ of an alien, observing this faith-rooted center 
of action and connection on the corner of South Boulevard and Wes-
ley, in Evanston, Illinois, USA, planet earth, a pale blue dot in a minor 
galaxy, within a vast universe, and that alien blurting out, ‘How utterly 
beautiful,’ then helplessly breaking into song.

All this time, we’ve simply been part of What the Love of God Pro-
claims, Amen? Part of the eternal river of God’s Spirit, flowing through 
this humble corner of the neighborhood. And I’ve been honored to 
help row the boat a bit down that river with you. I’ve been honored to 
serve as ringmaster of the Grace circus for a time.

What a fitting Gospel for this Sunday, as Jesus says: ‘The harvest is 
plentiful, but the laborers are few; therefore ask the Lord of the har-
vest to send out laborers into God’s harvest.’ God’s loving proclama-
tion calls us to be sent out, again—not alone—but bonded together 
by a charge, and a call, from the Holy Spirit. 

I am being sent out into the harvest. Clare is being sent out into the 
harvest. Zora is being sent out. Isaac is being sent out and, yes—our 

dog George is being sent out. (Sorry, but you can’t have him.) We’re 
not ‘leaving you.’ We’re not leaving Grace. We’re being sent out into 
the harvest, Amen? And we will meet you there, by God, because 
you’re all being sent out into God’s harvest, too.

Now, more than ever, in the span of our natural lives, there’s a harvest 
presenting itself with urgency, drama, and spirit. What if all our time 
together these past thirteen years has been for the sake of God’s res-
urrection training for this harvest? What if it has been for the sake of 
practicing, over and over again, God’s death and resurrection show, 
for this harvest? What if all our time together these past thirteen 
years, and all the many years before I even walked through the door, 
has been preparing all of us for this harvest, the whole time? 

What if, rather than some rote Sunday goodbye between a pastor and 
his people, this is a gateway of glory for God’s love to be revealed in 
the world? Praise the Love of God! Whereby we get to apply Grace’s 
resurrection training to the desperate cry of our country, to the des-
perate howl of our world.

If I’ve done my job at Grace over the years, then it’s not what I say, it’s 
What the Love of God Proclaimed that prepared us for this harvest. 
That proclamation, if it is a proclamation of the Gospel, is heard, rec-
ognized, and acted upon, by a miraculous group of people lovingly 
trained for this harvest all along. Our collective training is powered by 
the Gospel of Jesus Christ. It is powered in this moment, as I proclaim 
the love of God to you, just like I’ve done many times before. 

You know my preaching technique when I really want you to hear the 
Gospel? Especially at the 11am service, I step down off the chancel 
platform, and I come uncomfortably close to you. I look you in the 
eye with fierce emotion. I tell you how much you are loved. Do you 
remember? Though I would give almost anything to do so, I can’t step 
down closer to you in this moment. I can’t embrace you, reach out my 
arms to you, freak you out by coming into your pew and sitting beside 
you. But God can and does proclaim love, Amen? ‘Neither heights nor 
depths, nor things seen or unseen….nothing can separate us from 
the love of God!’

Hear it from me one more time: You are loved. I know you don’t be-
lieve it, it’s hard for me, too. But you are loved. You are forgiven. ‘Jesus 
dropped the charges,’ we used to sing during the Graceland Revivals, 
remember? You are known. You are simultaneously saint and sinner. 
You have a great capacity for evil and such an equal and great capac-
ity for good. You are seen and accepted. You are empowered. 

Your names are on the Grace resurrection banner. You have a Spirited, 
calming, experienced guide, walking with you right now, through this 
terrible truth. You have already proven yourselves to be a miraculous, 
faith-rooted center of action and connection. Filled with a crazy, Je-
sus-centered hope. Prisoners of hope.

Remember the Courage Fund? During the Great Recession? When we 
raised all that money and gave it away? It was never about the money. 
You were the Courage Fund. And I will be making regular withdrawals 
from that fund for the rest of my life. A fund of Affirmation, Courage, 
and Care. 

I am so very proud of you. And so very, very proud, to have been 
Grace’s pastor. So go now. Go, my beloved. The beloved of God. And I 
will go with you, into the harvest our Lord has prepared. 

Amen.

June 2016
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A Good-Bye to Pastor Daniel in the Age of Covid...
How to allow Grace members a chance to offer a personal farewell 
to a deeply-loved pastor and family while under the severe social re-
strictions of the Covid-19 pandemic seemed an insurmountable chal-
lenge. However, once again Grace creatively rose to the occasion and 
carried out a farewell procession for Pastor Daniel, Clare, Zora and 
Isaac outside the church building on Sunday afternoon, June 14th.  
About 90 Grace members and friends representing 33 family units 
reserved a brief time slot to come by and—maintaining social dis-
tancing and wearing face masks—exchange words of gratitude and 
farewell with the Tallon Ruen family.  

Given that it had been almost three months since most Grace mem-
bers had seen their pastor—or each other—in person, the energy 
and spirits were high on a lovely summer afternoon. Many stories and 
memories of Pastor Daniel’s 13 years of ministry were shared in quiet 
conversation, punctuated by laughter and tears. The Tallon Ruen fam-
ily presented each Grace family with a painted rock as a memento of 
the years of solid ministry together.  They also gifted the congrega-
tion with a large-scale Black Lives Matter banner.  

A special thanks to the hospitality team of Dominique Baptiste, Mar-
jorie Baptiste, Rools Jean, Jan Blackburn and Jarrod Gaither who 
greeted persons as they arrived, kept the procession moving and on 
schedule, and ensured the maintenance of health protocols.    

Mark Bowman

Video Presentations
Among highlights of Pastor Daniel's final worship service on Sunday, 
June 14th were two "surprise" video recordings from Grace members 
and friends.  First a rousing rendition of the ever-popular "People, Are 
You Ready?" Community liturgy was sung by Taína Rodríguez Encar-
nación, Reggie Bruce, Erik Christenson & Kerry Jenkins, along with for-
mer Grace members, Rev. Jen Rude & Deb Derylak and Kevin & Amy 
Dostal-Dauer.  Rhythm accompaniment was provided by Victor, Felipe 
and Jonathan Encarnación Rodríguez.  Then a montage of thank-you 
video clips brought messages of appreciation to Pastor Daniel from 
Bob Shoaf; Logan & Max Spies; Liberty Vincent; Les Inch; Ava Daye; 
Chris Shepherd; Aideyn Wilson; Evelyn Soto-Straw & Amanda Straw; 
Jill, Jon, Hannah and Nathan Flaherty; and Lilia Johnson.  

You can view these special video presentations in the recording of the 
June 14 worship service on Grace's Facebook page. A special thanks to 
Taína Rodríguez Encarnación for collecting and editing these videos.

Mark



GRACE LUTHERAN CHURCH HARBINGER

Grace Garden Summer 2020
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Liberty Vincent

After two childhood cross-country 
relocations, I have called the Chi-
cago area home for the last four-
teen years. My parents met at the 
University of Chicago, I was born in 
Rockville, Maryland, we moved to 
Lewiston, Maine when I was five, 
and then I returned to Chicago at 
age nine. I spent my adolescence 
living in Oak Park, Illinois as well as 
Chicago’s Austin neighborhood on 
the west side with my mother. 

The Lutheran tradition was fostered by my parents at a young age. For 
years, my mother and I were highly involved with St. John Lutheran 
Church in Forest Park, Illinois. There I was baptized and confirmed, I 
participated in the youth group, served as an acolyte, and even had 
a brief stint in the children’s choir. By the age of twelve I had already 
experienced the joy of being connected with God. I happily ascribed 
to literal interpretations of the Bible and thought our church leaders 
were infallible. By high school, however, I started to have questions. 

I attended a Dominican Catholic high school in Oak Park. While the 
Catholic tradition was similar to my Lutheran faith in many aspects, I 
found myself leaning more agnostic after a series of theology courses 
raised fundamental concerns for me. How is a loving homosexual re-
lationship wrong in the eyes of God when He Himself is love? How do 
we know our religion is the correct one when there are all of these 
different religions across the globe that feel just as strong in their con-
victions as we do? Throughout most of college, I had resigned myself 
to just trying not to think about religion. I no longer trusted literal 
interpretations of the Bible, so how could I trust it at all? I could never 
be sure that Christianity was the correct religion, and that everybody 
else was wrong, so why should I doggedly pursue it?

It still felt like a part of me was missing. All four years, my mother had 
been persistent in trying to get me to attend services at Northwest-
ern’s Lutheran Campus Ministry. I finally did so during the spring of 
my junior year. I felt instantly welcomed and included, despite being 
nearly three years late to the party. I noted how every time I went, 
participating in Sunday worship put my rigorous mind at ease. Pas-
tor Deanna Langle invited me to coffee where we discussed my faith 
story and my questions. I began to realize that there are other ways 
to interpret the Bible besides harsh, antiquated laws. I drew closer to 
God again, except this time I set out to discover what my faith meant 
for me.

After I had graduated, found a job, and settled down in the Rogers 
Park neighborhood, I decided it was time to find a church. My Jewish 
friend invited me to her Shabbat service at Mishkan Chicago, and the 
beauty of the service reminded me of the proximity to God that had 
always made me feel incredible. I wanted a congregation relatively 
close by that belonged to ELCA. I wanted a church that was not afraid 
to deviate from literal interpretations and to ask questions. I wanted 
a congregation that was social justice oriented and that didn’t just 
simply tolerate LGBTQ+ people, but accepted and welcomed them 
with open arms. 

My first church that I tried out, Grace, met all of that and more. Pastor 
Daniel’s sermons were electrifying yet comforting. The charity initia-
tives that the church participates in align with my values. The con-
gregation is even concerned about sustainability, an important cause 
that is overlooked at most churches. Everybody is so kind and patient. 
It was an easy decision to become a member by the end of the year. 

Currently I am still living in Rogers Park and have been involved in 
several peaceful north side protests in support of Black Lives Matter. 
I work as a docketing clerk for a patent law firm but am interested 
in starting a career in human resources. Pre-pandemic times, I also 
worked as a server for a catering company. In my free time I love lei-
sure-reading, yoga, acrylic painting, coffee, travel, and long walks. 

At Grace I have so far enjoyed Lectio Divina and serving as a lector 
during worship. I am incredibly grateful to Taína Rodríguez Encar-
nación and everyone who has made online worship possible during 
the COVID-19 pandemic, and I greatly look forward to worshipping 
and serving with everybody in person again.

New Grace Members

Grace member Liberty Vincent

Meet the Holloways

Steve and I have lived in Evanston over 20 years and we live in south-
east Evanston. Steve was born in New Jersey and spent his formative 
years in California. I am a transplant from Indianapolis. We recently 
joined Grace after a long and interesting effort to find a church home 
that “fit” for our family. We are grateful to have participated in Genera-
tions at Grace. 

Manny is a rising Freshman who will attend ETHS this Fall.  Steve has 
been a substitute teacher for several years and prior to the shutdown, 
was working within District 65. I (Claudine) am beginning my 7th year  
in District 65 as an occupational therapist.  Together we enjoy watch-
ing movies, Lakefront walks and exercising. Steve enjoys watching 
movies and reading. I enjoy reading, embroidery/cross stitch, knitting 
and baking.  Steven and I enjoy watching Manny pursue his interests 
in wrestling, exercise, and guitar. We feel gratitude for the warm wel-
come of the Grace congregation. 

Grace members Steve, Manny, and Claudine Holloway
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Henry Robert Heise, Baptized 31-May-2020
Parents Rebecca Kohnken and Josh Heise stand with Pastor Daniel 
after an outdoors baptism.  Christine Collins and Russ Kohnken are 
his maternal grandparents; Wendy and Jonathon Heise are his pater-
nal grandparents and the Godparents are Zach Heise and Christine 
Esche.  Welcome to Grace, Henry!

Pandemic Can’t Stop Grace Education Programs 
Youth and Family Services Coordinator Liz Laughlin and her colleague 
Sally Schleker have been continuing Godly Play and First Followers les-
sons during the stay at home order, and throughout the summer. 
They’ve created “Grab & Go” activities and online lessons each week. 
Grace families have taken advantage of these offerings, and have 
been thankful for this way to stay connected. 

....Or the Grace (online) Choir!

Bridges to Home Update
Bridges to Home, the joint project of the 5 Evanston Lutheran church-
es to house young people in the Connections for the Homeless 
program, will not be holding its annual Cabaret this fall due to the 
Covid-19 pandemic.  While this is disappointing, it is not a decision 
coming out of the blue.  It looks like most musical and theatrical or-
ganizations are cancelling their fall seasons this year.  With hope for 
a vaccine coming soon, maybe we can hold the Cabaret in spring, 
2021.  While we regret not raising money for Bridges to Home with 
the Cabaret, we hope that all of our congregations can still make their 
annual contributions.   

We do have updated information on 
Connections’ several programs for 
housing youth. Our House is super-
vised group living for 6 young people 
who may graduate, 2 at a time, into 
the Bridges to Home apartment for 
independent, but subsidized living for 
several years.  26 people have been 
served in Our House  since its inception 
in 2015, and there is a waiting list. The 
pandemic has necessitated housing an 
additional 13 young people in hotels. 
A grant from HUD will enable Connec-
tions to provide 11 more units of housing for young people in the fall. 
Connections provides professional outreach services to all the young 
people it serves. The 2 original young men of Bridges are now moving 
into their own places, and 2 more have moved into the apartment.

Nia Tavoularis, Director of Development at Connections, praised the 
Bridges to Home project:  

“The Bridges to Home model has shown us how important 
community support and investment is to make this work go. 
This step-down model provides the ongoing care and support 
young people need to successfully overcome homelessness. 
With so many restrictions and rules attached to public funding, 
this community supported effort is a critical part of our work 
to end youth homelessness. We plan to continue the Bridges 
model and are using a similar framework to structure the new 
housing we will bring online in the fall.”

While the Cabaret is now on pause, Bridges to Home continues 
STRONG.  Please keep this Evanston Lutheran project in mind when 
you contribute to our Grace Benevolence fund. 

Ginny Ayers & Dorothy Nagelbach
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Phyllis Ianthe Buck (nee Brathwaite) was born in Barbados on Decem-
ber 7th, 1931 to Edith and James Alexander Johnson. Phyllis passed 
on Monday, March 23rd, 2020, at Evanston Hospital.

Phyllis migrated to the U.S. in December 1967, where she met Barry. 
They fell in love and married two years later, in December of 1969. 
They celebrated their 51st Wedding Anniversary last year.

Phyllis worked at Three Oaks Nursing Home. She attended Evanston 
High School by night, going on to obtain a B.S. degree, which quali-
fied her to become Recreational Activity Director. This was the perfect 
job for her. Phyllis loved people, teaching arts and crafts, and sewing. 
She even made Barry’s clothes, including suits. She could make any-
thing. She worked twenty five years until her retirement.

Over the years Phyllis was challenged with many health issues, but 
she kept defying the odds, right up until the end. She stood up for 
what was right. She was never afraid to speak her mind. She was also 
a disciplined person, and she enjoyed life.

She loved the Lord, and she loved her Church.

Phyllis leaves to mourn her passionate Husband, Barry L. Buck, who 
she loved dearly. Son: Jeffrey Brathwaite; Sister: Esther Gittens, Bar-
bados; Brother: Wilson Brathwaite, UK; Nephews: Michael Brathwaite 
and wife Ileen, NY, Harcourt Brathwaite, Barbados. Nieces: (Coraline, 
Cledleen). Three granddaughters, one great grandson, a daughter-in-
law, and several other Nephews & Nieces. Brian Buck and the entire 
Buck Family, as well as Special, Dedicated Friends.

Phyllis – Remembrance From Gail Lamont

Phyllis Buck was so easy to like.  No wonder that Barry Buck, the Ca-
nadian farmer was seriously dating her by the end of the first summer 
when they met.  They were introduced by mutual friends in the sum-
mer community (in Zion, IL ?) where they were both working.  Phyllis 
had traveled much farther, from the island of Barbados to this new lo-
cation.  Phyllis and Barry shared the Commonwealth, but, much more 
significantly, they were both devout Christians.  Their faith formed 
the foundation of their life together and the lives that they shared 
with others in their individual careers.  Phyllis earned her GED and 
continued on to earn her B.S. degree.  She worked as a recreations 
director at many nursing homes in Evanston and the area.  As Barry 
had encouraged her, Phyllis  encouraged Barry's interest in seminary 
studies that led him to serve the people of Uptown as a social worker.  

Phyllis and Barry quietly served the sick and home bound with visits 
and Communion for decades.

Phyllis considered herself one of the “Three Musketeers” with two 
other Grace members, Dr. Marianka Fousek, and Robin Archia.  After 
Robin's death, Phyllis and Marianka  were in daily phone contact.

A determined survivor, Phyllis dealt with more injuries, illnesses, and 
surgeries than a group of six people. 

My favorite story about Phyllis: “The Day Barry Took Phyllis Home to 
Meet His Mother.”  By that time both of Barry's younger brothers were 
already dating girls steadily.  Bringing someone home to meet Mom 
was a statement and something new for Barry.  Upon meeting Phyl-

In Memory of Phyllis Buck, December 7, 1931 - March 23, 2020

Barry and Phyllis Buck, 2012

lis, Mrs. Buck said, “Now my family is complete.”  Those were her first 
words to Phyllis.  Two bighearted women met each other.  A family 
grew.  Whenever Barry's mom was mentioned, Phyllis enjoyed telling 
the story to honor her.

A Remembrance from Nancy Van Brundt and Connie Wood

Many of the Grace members remember Phyllis Buck as a warm, friend-
ly, and devout member who came to church through thick and thin, 
even when she was in a great deal of pain. But what you may not 
know are other parts of Phyllis’s life. Phyllis loved to sing and was in 
the Grace choir for many years. Over the years Nancy and I picked up 
Phyllis for choir and learned many things about her life over the years.

Phyllis came to Chicago from Barbados. She arrived in Chicago in Feb-
ruary wearing her heaviest coat, which she had been told to bring.  
Chicagoans would have classified that coat as a light winter coat.  
Imagine her surprise when she came off from the plane. Remember, 
in those days passengers descended a portable stairway from the 
plane and walked across the tarmac to get to the terminal.  She may 
not have ever gotten warm again!

Phyllis served as Activities Director at a nursing home and used to tell 
her “old ladies” they could perform in a musical revue.  Imagine this 
black lady convincing the elderly white patrons of a nursing home 
that they really did want to participate.   And they did!

Phyllis and Barry used to go tent camping regularly. I found it hard 
to imagine her in a tent and sleeping bag. But she reassured me that 
they had air mattresses and all the usual regalia campers use.

Did you know that Phyllis had a brother who lived in England?  In 
her later years, her brother would come to the States to visit her.  The 
whole family had dispersed to various parts of the world. Almost 
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yearly Phyllis and Barry would fly to 
Barbados to visit the rest of the fam-
ily. 

Phyllis was a “do gooder.” While walk-
ing to the Hospitality Center to act 
as “welcomer” to those who came 
to use the services of the center, she 
suffered a terrible auto accident. One 
morning before 7am, she was hit by 
a man driving a large SUV and was 
thrown from the path of the vehicle. 
Her injuries were significant, and it took a very long time for her to 
recover. All through her recovery she maintained a strong faith that 
God would take care of her and restore her health.

Probably the best known fact about Phyllis that many, especially choir 
members, knew was her skill at making crosses from the palm fronds 
distributed on Palm Sunday. Nancy and I cherished the ones we had 
and when she died we gave our last one to Michael, her nephew who 
faithfully took care of her affairs in her last days.

We miss her abiding presence at Grace and often look at the seat she 
took at the back of the sanctuary whenever she was able to attend.  
Rest In Peace our dear sister. God’s comfort to Barry and their family.

From Rachel Stark Inch

She was a deeply spiritual person -- I mean, there was a depth to her 
faith that was hard to describe in words.  It permeated her every cell.

From Helen Yarbrough, former Grace member

Phyllis’ regular and reliable presence at worship despite her pains was 
dedicated and awe-inspiring.  When GraceFull Movers was newly ac-
tive, Phyllis was deeply interested in learning and exploring sacred 
dance.

She was reverent expressing her faith through the physical move-
ment presentations with the group in the sanctuary.

Grace’s Little Free Pantry
Please help us maintain a full pantry during this difficult time.  Most 
importantly, we need to stock proteins - canned tuna or other meat, 
all sorts of beans, hearty canned 
stews and soups, even spam or 
pre-cooked bacon that is shelf 
stable until opened.

Rice and pasta donations will 
help fill out a meager meal.

Canned fruits and vegetables 
and juice boxes also would be 
appreciated.

And don't forget cans of food for 
the pets who provide so much 
comfort at this time.

From Our Treasurer
Rather than drown you with numbers (which if that really is impor-
tant to you, please look at the annual report), I’d like to speak to how I 
feel about my time as treasurer of Grace.  I started serving as treasurer 
in 2013, and it gives me great joy to see the ways in which our Grace 
community serves.  Because a lot of what we do as a congregation 
involves money, I have the luxury of seeing many facets of the life 
of Grace. I see the benevolence and emergency assistance that we 
provide. I am the ‘fly on the wall’ for council meetings and see the 
planning, love, and thought that goes into what the council does.  I 
know how the Grace community steps up to help, whether financially 
or in other ways, when there is a need or a call.

The work that our congregation does, gives me hope. Too much of 
what is happening outside of church is painful and depressing.  But 
inside?  Inside, I see and feel and know that there are many people 
who hear the call to serve God and do so with joy, with courage, and 
with Grace.  

Thank you for letting me serve in this way (although I don’t want to 
do this forever!).

Russ Kohnken
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About John:

From the June 1997 Harbinger:  Among New Members Received May 
18  [Pentecost Sunday]:  John Pedersen - John began attending wor-
ship at Grace at the invitation of Pastor Marianka, and has been a 
faithful worshiper ever since.  John first came to the Lutheran church 
through Chicago Uptown Ministry, where he was baptized a number 
of years ago.

Born on August 20, 1950, John was institutionalized at six years of 
age. Very little is known about his family, his background or medical 
condition. In the Reagan era, many institutions were disbanded and 
help for the physically and mentally handicapped was very limited. 
John became a resident of Albany Home in Evanston after befriend-
ing Marianka Fousek in the Uptown neighborhood. 

He became a participant of the Go program (adult daycare) of the Niles 
Township Sheltered Workshop and soon transitioned to the workshop 
program. He enjoyed having a daily routine and feeling useful. 

John’s participation at Grace steadily solidified through the years. His 
delight in being accepted by the entire congregation brought joy and 
understanding to each member he interacted with. Although “testy” 
at times, John reminded each of us that we all have shortcomings and 
must be tolerant of each other. 

John has left this Earth a better place because of his strong faith in 
God and he has taught each of us to also believe strongly and never 
forget how each  simple act of kindness demonstrates that belief. 

Rest in eternal peace.  
Peg Haar

Reflections about John from Helen Yarbrough, former Grace member

John was very appreciative of the rides to and from Grace for services 
and events, and grateful to the friends on his team who provided his 
transportation. Attending worship and faithfully participating in his 
congregation were so important to him. His Thank You’s door to door 
were sincere and heartfelt.

From Jarrod Gaither

It’s true that when John was annoyed with you, you knew. But he was 
as equally demonstrative with his love and appreciation for us as well. 
I can remember visiting John on random mornings, bringing him a 
cup of his favorite Starbucks coffee. He would be sitting in the Clark 
Manor common area, in full sight of the elevator bank, and when he 
would catch sight of me exiting the elevator car, his face would light 
up and you could hear him exclaim: “JARROD!” I, and many others, 
would be met with the same enthusiasm when seeing John at Grace. 
He would often shout over the crowd: “HEY, PEG HAAR!” or “HI BOB!” 
These greetings could be very loud, but were always in proportion 
with how excited John was to see us and how much love he had to of-
fer. We may not greet our friends and loved ones with that same kind 
of enthusiasm, joy or volume, but I think that was an important lesson 
John demonstrated: the importance of not being reserved when let-
ting those we hold dear know just how much - how intensely - they’re 
loved. 

From Nancy Stewart

John helped to teach me what true friendship is. He was one of the 
most loyal friends I have ever had. When I was sad he was sad; when 
I was happy, he was happy for me. When I was angry with him, he 
listened and tried to be a better Christian (which is actually hilarious 
because he was a far better Christian than I’ll ever be.) John taught 
my children that people who may seem odd or different to us really 
aren’t that different. They have the same hopes and desires as all of us, 
although perhaps expressed differently. John was a prankster, a lover 
and devoted Beatles fan. But mostly, he was our friend.

From Ginny Ayers

When I first came to Grace, I followed the crowd and tried to greet 
John when we shared the Peace.  John gave me a hard look that com-
municated “Step back. I don’t know you.”  Message received. After 
that, I was cautious but still tried to greet him.

John finally accepted me when I helped him at a potluck dinner.  He 
was very agitated at the long line of people ahead of him and ready 
to share his distress with everyone.  I saw it and did something about 
it.  I cut to the head of the line, filled a plate of food, and escorted him 
and the plate to a table. His response was “ Don’t forget my coffee.”  
After that, John greeted me warmly, and I didn’t have to initiate if I 
didn’t see him first.   

Thanks for the lesson, John. Give respect first before expecting re-
sponse.  

We interacted closely on several other occasions - coffee hours, Walk 
for Hunger, and riding to a Lenten service together.  When the pan-
demic started, I asked for John on my call list, but I never succeeded 
in talking with him - the first time, he was “reading” and didn’t want to 
speak; the 2nd time, he said to tell me thanks, but he was too tired to 
talk.  Maybe we’ll connect face to face one day.

In Memory of John Pedersen , August 20, 1950 - May 8, 2020

John enjoyed going on the Crop Walk to raise money for hungry people locally and 
worldwide.  He prided himself on getting the most pledges of any other walkers from 
Grace.  In this photo in October 2010 he walked with Nancy Van Brundt and Connie 
Wood.
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From Marilyn Mason

Marianka Fousek brought John to Grace many years ago when he 
moved to Albany Care after living in the Uptown area.  Marianka met 
him at the Uptown Ministry. She asked that someone from the con-
gregation agree to give him rides to church, and my husband, Bill Ma-
son, agreed to do that.  I don’t remember when John came to Grace; 
however, Bill brought him to church for many years until Bill’s death 
in November of 1999.  Shortly after Bill died, Dave Utech told me that 
the church council wanted me to bring him to church on the 5th Sun-
day of the month and they would develop a rotating schedule for 
others to bring him on other Sundays.  After that time, various Grace 
members, including me, organized John’s rides for several years until 
the time about a year ago when individuals were no longer capable of 
bringing him to church – by then he needed a medicar.

John frequently had girlfriends whom he met at Albany 
Care – they got engaged and he was quite happy for 
awhile until they broke up, upsetting John each time.  
One woman he really liked turned out to be married, 
although I don’t believe John knew that.  He ran away 
from home and went to stay with that “girlfriend” with-
out taking any medications with him and upsetting this 
woman’s husband.  When he returned to church later he 
told me, “I was a bad boy,” to which I replied, “Yes, you 
were.”  As far as I know, he never did anything like that again.

One time I gave John a ride to a church some distance away for a 
midweek evening service at a time when I wasn’t feeling well; I should 
never have agreed to go.  On the return trip he asked me if I was mad 
at him (something that concerned him often) and I let him know that 
I wasn’t mad at him but wasn’t feeling well, something he accepted.  
We had a very interesting conversation that evening – I discovered 
that I could tell him some things that were true about me and feed-
back I had about him, and he was quite willing to hear and accept 
it.  I don’t remember the issue now, but I do remember that, given a 
chance, John could be dealt with honestly.  

He often said he was praying for me and for others at Grace; his was a 
simple yet profound faith.  I will miss him.

From Dave Utech

Soon after John started attending Grace, he decided Carolyn and I 
were OK to joke around with.  To my delight, he called me “Big Guy” 
(a reference, I think, to the station manager on the WKRP show on 
TV).  Carolyn became “Caroline Kennedy” and our daughter-in-law Ali 
became “Ali McGraw”.  John, in turn, was “John Lennon”, which fit with 
his love of The Beatles.  Nobody else has ever thought of me as the 
“Big Guy” but it was certainly a term of affection coming from John.

Being at church was very important to John.  He loved to be called 
upon to read the lessons, to play the tambourine, and to carry the 
Gospel in the opening procession.  He took these responsibilities very 
seriously.  From time to time Carolyn and I were scheduled to bring 
John to church. His health was failing last winter, and he had little or 

no strength in his legs.  When he was unable to get into 
the car, even with help from me and an aide from Clark 
Manor, we decided it was simply not possible to bring 
him to church that day.  As the aide wheeled him back 
into his building, John broke down and sobbed loudly.  I 
am embarrassed to say that church attendance has nev-
er reached that level of importance to me.

John sometimes enjoyed holiday meals with his church 
friends, including Nancy Stewart, Peg Haar, and with our 
son Eric.  Later, he came to our house for Easter or Christ-

mas.  He was always a great guest, checking frequently to make sure 
his manners were acceptable and proclaiming what a great time he 
was having.  One glass of wine would usually take him straight into 
a nap.

I will miss John at Grace when the music calls for a tambourine ac-
companiment, or when the worship leaders process without him.  I’ll 
miss his semiannual reminders about the change to or away from 
Daylight Saving Time.  And I’ll miss his yearly announcements that his 
baptismal birthday was coming up the following week.

From Rachel Stark Inch

The one memory I will hold dear is on Good Friday when John rever-
enced the large wooden cross at the front of the church.  He was so 
reverent and adoring as he hugged it.  It was moving.   

The Grace Council is happy to announce the Rev. Scott Castello as 
our Interim Pastor.  He starts as our full-time pastor on Tuesday, July 
21.  Pastor Scott will bring a wealth of experience to meet the needs 
of Grace in this time of transition. Thanks to committee members 
Carl Brownell, Nancy Mathyer, Claudia Perry and Sally Schleker for 
their hard work, wisdom and discernment in finding such a great 
match for our needs. Read his short bio below to learn more about 
Pr. Scott.

I was born and raised in the Chicagoland area.  After graduating 
in 1988 from the Illinois Institute of Technology in Chicago with a 
degree in Mechanical Engineering, I was hired by NASA and moved 
to Florida.  I served as an operations engineer at the Kennedy Space 
Center for 8 years before returning to the Chicago area, where I 
worked as a freelance writer and part-time substitute teacher be-
fore entering Seminary.

I have had an eclectic work life and vocational life 
over the years. I’ve worked in the steel and con-
struction industries, was an engineer for NASA, 
as well as a professional free-lance writer.  When I 
entered the ministry, I believe all of these experi-
ences prepared me for relating to people from all 
walks of life. Prior to becoming a Chaplain, I was 
senior pastor of a church in the Northwest suburbs for five years.  
Chaplaincy enabled me to become a good listener; to truly hear 
what people were saying; the words behind the words if you will. 

As an Interim Pastor, my primary function here at Grace is to pro-
vide guidance in calling the church’s next permanent pastor.  I have 
enjoyed my ministry positions and I look forward to serving at 
Grace Lutheran Church as your Interim Pastor.

Blessings, Pastor Scott

Grace Welcomes the Rev. Scott Castello as our Interim Pastor 
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