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I refuse to deck my halls until the first day of Advent. 

But as soon as that sacred threshold is crossed, I am full-on. Give 
me all the lights, 24/7 Christmas music, concerts, decorating, 
baking, toasting, gathering, and shopping. I love December and 
all its “busy” because I love the stillness and silence that 
underlies it all. 

As the days shorten and the dark sets in, these things bring 
comfort and joy, and let loose shimmers of light from Jesus, our 
Emmanuel, who was and is and is to come. Since Advent is a 
sacramental season, I choose to believe that we do all these 
things outwardly in the hope that Jesus will come once again 
and do things inwardly; and let's be real, the outside world 
could use some tending, too.  

As this edition of The Bell came together and I pondered 
another Advent, one song has been on a continuous loop in my 
car and on my mind. The verses in Q&A format point to a reality 
that whispers in the darkness of this holy time.  

Do you feel the world is broken? We do. 
Do you feel the shadows deepen? We do. 
But do you know that all the dark won't stop the light from 
getting through? We do.
Do you wish that you could see it all made new? We do. 

Is all creation groaning? It is.
Is a new creation coming? It is.
Is the glory of the Lord to be the light within our midst? It is.
Is it good that we remind ourselves of this? It is.1

So through the sacraments of Advent, may Jesus remind you of 
your heart’s cry, our unfinished world, and the beauty still found 
in the dark. And may this edition of The Bell crack open the door 
into Advent and carry you all the way to Epiphany with stories of 
darkness, light, gifts, maps, hygge, greens, music, convention, 
chalk, and chalices.   

1. Songwriters: Andrew Peterson / Ben Shive. Is He Worthy? lyrics © The Bicycle Music Company, 
Music Services, Inc
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CAROL

Flocks feed by darkness with a noise of whispers,
In the dry grass of pastures,
And lull the solemn night with their weak bells.

The little towns upon the rocky hills
Look down as meek as children:
Because they have seen come this holy time.

God’s glory, now, is kindled gentler than low candlelight
Under the rafters of a barn:
Eternal Peace is sleeping in the hay,
And Wisdom’s born in secret in a straw-roofed stable.

And O! Make holy music in the stars, you happy angels.
You shepherds, gather on the hill.
Look up, you timid flocks, where the three kings
Are coming through the wintery trees;

While we unnumbered children of the wicked centuries
Come after with our penance and our prayers,
And lay them down in the sweet-smelling hay
Beside the wise men’s golden jars.

by Thomas Merton

''Carol'' by Thomas Merton, from THE COLLECTED POEMS OF THOMAS 
MERTON, copyright ©1946, 1947 by New Directions Publishing Corp. Reprinted by 
permission of New Directions Publishing Corp
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The nights are getting longer, the temperatures are 
(finally!) dropping, and we’re turning the calendar to a 
new leaf, a new season. In Nashville and throughout the 
church in the northern hemisphere, a growing dark is the 
telltale sign that the end of the church year has come 
again.  

I wonder sometimes if I’m alone in sensing a growing 
dark in the world around us, as well as in the shortening 
days? Like the smoke from wildfires that darkens the sky 
in California as I type at my desk, the steady rumble of 
politics as bloodsport leaches light from our collective 
American sky.  

But there’s hope. As I once heard Rev. Fleming Rutledge 
say —  

Advent begins in the dark.

This issue of the Bell invites us again into the season of 
Advent — the period at the head of the ecclesiastical year, 
beginning on the Sunday nearest the feast of St. Andrew 
(30 November) and spanning the four Sundays before 
Christmas Day. As we say every year, Advent is a time of 
anticipation, of waiting, of watching. At the turn of the 
first Christian millennium, St. Bernard of Clairvaux 
(1090-1153) described Advent as the “sacrament” of 
God’s presence in the world — the liturgical embodiment 
of a mysterious truth: That the concrete reality of Jesus’ 
“already” victory over the powers of death exists 
alongside all our brokenness and darkness in a hidden, 
all-too-often unseen, “not yet” way. Every Advent, the 
Church ponders these things in her heart.  

Advent is so much more than what it’s been reduced to 
in the western Church — simply  the “get set” before the 
“Go!” of Christmas, a season of preparation for the 
coming of the Christ child, and a time when 
Episcopalians smugly declare to the less enlightened of 
our Protestant brothers and sisters that it’s “not Christmas 
yet!” More than any other season of the church year, 
Advent forces us to reckon with the darkness that gathers 
around us and ask anew whether the gospel has 
anything important to say to our world.  

I, for one, am more convinced than ever that the gospel 
is the only important word we can ever say. Important 
because it recognizes that things are not as they should 
be, and it promises that God will do something about 
that. In the meantime, friends, we have our own work to 
do. 

St. Bernard famously preached about the “three 
comings” of the Lord at Advent: 

In the first coming he was seen on earth, dwelling among 
men . . . . In the final coming all flesh will see the salvation 
of our God, and they will look on him whom they 
pierced. The intermediate coming is a hidden one: in it 
only the elect see the Lord within their own selves, and 
they are saved. 

The intermediate coming is to and through us! Jesus 
himself said “Anyone who loves me will obey my 
teaching. My Father will love them, and we will come to 
them and make our home with them.” (John 14.23) This 
coming to us happens in our hearts when we love and 

FOR THE LIFE 
OF THE WORLD 
Fr. Sammy Wood Rector 

swood@stbs.net

ADVENT  
BEGINS IN 

THE DARK 
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trust Jesus. And the coming through us happens when 
we act to combat the darkness we encounter in the 
world. In her book of sermons, Advent: The Once and 
Future Coming of Jesus Christ, Fleming Rutledge uses 
this military metaphor for the Church: 

We are paratroopers who secure a place behind the 
enemy lines. We are God’s commandos, guerrillas, and 
resistance fighters in the territory occupied by the 
enemy, who participate in establishing “signs and 
beachheads” signifying ultimate victory. 

Over the course of the season of Advent, there is lots of 
to do around the parish — Lessons & Carols, Family 
Christmas (try to resist the urge to judge the misnomer, 
seeing as how “it’s not Christmas yet!”), decorate our 
Paradise Tree, Compline live on Facebook and come to 
the pageant — but don’t neglect the other activity the 
season calls us to. We’re called to wait and watch, to be 
sure, but we’re also called to the work of resistance, 
both in our own homes and in the world around us. 
Resist cynicism; resist the achievement narrative; resist 

the desire to accumulate and hoard, as well as the 
instinct to blame. Bravely hold the light of Christ in the 
gathering dark. 

We do not keep Advent simply “to get ready for 
Christmas.” But we can only really keep Christmas if we 
have first passed through Advent and really heard its 
messages of judgment and hope. This year, I invite you 
to enter Advent fully with my family and me.  

Prepare to celebrate the anniversary of Jesus’ first 
Advent as God’s love incarnate. 
Prepare for his last Advent as judge at the end of time.  
And prepare for him to be born in our own hearts and 
homes.  

O Come, Emmanuel. 

Your Rector, 
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On the wall across from my desk hangs an etching 
created by a friend of mine. A person, painted blue, sits 
hunched over in despair, in grief, in prayer—I’m not sure 
which. My interpretation changes depending on the day.  
Unseen by the person, and probably unfelt, the green 
hand of God gently reaches down, two fingers entering 
the body from behind. The fingers and the body merge 
into red, the beginning of a yet-to-be perceived change 
that is nonetheless real. 

My friend titled the piece, “Redeem.” I call it, “Space for 
Grace.” In seasons of waiting, hurting, and yearning, 
something happens when we pause in God’s presence.  
There is opportunity for God’s grace to enter our lives in 
a unique way. We can participate with Jesus by 
intentionally creating space for grace through spiritual 
disciplines. Ruth Haley Barton describes such practices 
like this:  “Spiritual disciplines are activities that open us 

to God's 
transforming love and the changes that only God can 
bring about in our lives.” 

The season of Advent, full of waiting and watching, is an 
opportunity to renew—or begin—such practices.  I would  
like to suggest two for you to consider.  First, pray 
through one or more parts of the Daily Office found in 
our Book of Common Prayer: 

•Morning Prayer: Rite Two begins on page 75, and awakens 
you to prayers and scriptures first thing.
•Noonday Prayer on page 103 provides a reorienting pause 
in the middle of your day.
•Evening Prayer: Rite Two, page 115, helps the rush of the day 
settle into God’s embrace for the evening.
•Compline: on page 127, among the most beautiful liturgies, 
prepares your heart for the unseen work God does as you 
enter sleep.
•Simplified forms: of all of these can be found on pages 
137-140, each one taking no more than five minutes.

Throughout Advent, Morning and Evening Prayer and  
Compline can be prayed with others at St. B’s—we gather 
in the nave every morning at 8:30am for Morning Prayer 
(and at 7am on Wednesdays and Sundays) and at 
5:30pm for Evening Prayer; staff members take turns 
leading Compline on Facebook Live Monday through 
Saturday at 9 p.m.  You could also try downloading apps 
such as “electronic Common Prayer” or “Pray As You Go.” 

Another discipline I’ve found particularly helpful during 
Advent is praying through some form of liturgy for 
lighting an Advent wreath.  Some years my family does 
this nightly, some years we do it weekly.  There will be 

SPACE  FOR 
GRACE 

by Fr. Travis Hines  
Associate Rector 
thines@stbs.net

LIFE IN CHRIST

“Redeem” by Scott Laumann 
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the opportunity to create Advent wreaths between 
the services on December 1, and one suggested 
liturgy will be provided there. Another form, and my 
personal favorite, is the “Advent Candle Liturgy” 
found in Celtic Daily Prayer: Book Two that poetically 
retells our Story from creation to Christ, adding new 
details each week. 

Regardless of the practices you choose, I encourage 
you to create “space for grace” this Advent.  To quote 
Ruth Haley Barton one more time, “Spiritual 
disciplines give the Holy Spirit space to brood over 
our souls.”  And where the Holy Spirit broods, light 
and life grow. 

Justin and Susana Schober, and their 
wedding blessing at St. Bartholomew’s 

on November 2. 

Charlotte Lyn Garcia, daughter of 
Shannyn & David, born October 2. 

Ruth Year Martin, daughter of Boram 
& Andrew, born on October 3. 

. 

WE GIVE THANKS
for  

Justin and Susana.



These are the days when night draws in; darkness pulls 
us closer to one another and to home. Inside, candles 
and soft fabrics, the essentials of the Danish hygge, or a 
feeling of coziness, feather our nests as colder winds 
approach. Adding branches of evergreens, we carry a 
bit of the outdoors inside to remind us that not 
everything beyond our walls is inhospitable. Soon the 
days will become longer, and crocuses and snowdrops 
will begin to peep from the frosty ground. Decorations 
for Christmas recall our happy times with friends and 
family--some gone, some present but older--and 
transform our homes. Advent calendars and wreaths 
bring the daily anticipation of light and chocolates. 
Sleigh bells on doors make a festive sound with each 
entrance or exit, announcing our families and guests 
with mirth. At the table, we wrap our hands around 
bowls whose fragrance nourishes our souls with earthy 
vegetables made princely by broth, herb, and time. And, 
of course, the hearth with its crackling fire pulls us 
together.  Shadows and flames playing out against faces 
flush with contentment and eyes that droop earlier than 
during the summer months.   

Similar to our homes, our church also displays all these 
markers of the season that draw us closer to Christ, who 
came “to shine on those living in darkness and in the 
shadow of death, to guide our feet into the path of 
peace.” (Luke 1:79)  

During Advent, candles burn brightly, keeping the 
darkness at bay and heralding our Savior’s coming. At 
Christmas Eve Mass, our church becomes shadow-filled, 
a different look from the usual sunshine of morning 
services. The lines on the stained-glass-saints’ faces 
intensify in the different light. Somehow they seem 
older, more expectant. The lighting of the hand-held 
candles creates a wave of warmth that envelopes our 
hearts with the momentousness of Jesus’ birth. Nothing 
will be the same ever again. Light has conquered the 
winter’s darkness in soul and place.     

Advent’s purple hangings signal a shift from the green of 
Ordinary time and assure us that things aren’t the same 
as they were in October. During many of the masses, 
fragrant clouds of incense roll through the church and 
overwhelm us with exotic smells foreign to our daily 
lives.  Frankincense and myrrh preface the unfolding 

SETTING THE TABLE 
Thorunn McCoy, Altar Guild 

tmccoy@usn.org  

GLEAMING 
IN THE 
DARK
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drama of faithful kings and brutal death. The smoke rises 
and pervades the sanctuary reminding us we are not 
alone. A cloud of witnesses worships and waits with us.   

Above the altar, the floral arrangement shares much in 
common with our homes. Gone are the just-picked 
blooms of the meadows. Like a walk through the woods, 
the crisp reds of holly and nandina berries arrest our 
attention with a shock of color contrasting with the 
browns of the decomposing leaves and the grey-beige 
bark. Textures dominate. The scruffiness of twigs with 
their knobby joints, the differences between the feathery 
fir needles and the pointy pines, and the boxwood’s 
small leaves that nearly disappear into larger forms of 
green call to mind the variation of God’s creation and 
that even during the darkest times, beauty will always 
exist.  It is a gift to us, a promise as miraculous as any 
rainbow; God will never leave us.  

Like bringing out grandmother’s soup tureen, the 
chalices that hold the wine and the ciboria that hold the 
wafers also recall our larger Christian family. The chalice 
donated in memory of Vic Berger, a stocky and 
hospitable man who strode ashore with General 
MacArthur, resembles the former parishioner. Similarly, 
William “Hearn” Bradley’s cup and paten, the small plate 
that holds the priests’ host, also memorialize a long-lost 
member of God’s household. His parents, founding 
members at St. B’s, never got over their son’s death on 
the USS Indianapolis. Still, they are with us; their stories 
always a part of our own. Remembered through Jesus’ 
love for us, we share in the Feast of the Lamb.  

This season, dwell in the house of the Lord—at home and 
at St. B’s—and rejoice.   

Top: A congregational candle from the 10:30 Eucharist on 
Christmas Eve.  Bottom: Vic’s chalice and Hearn’s paten and 
chalice are used every Sunday.  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Decorating with evergreens during winter is an ancient 
tradition, and many plants we currently use to “deck the 
halls” during Christmastide naturally occur in Tennessee.  
Pagan cultures decorated with evergreens during the 
winter solstice that occurs around December 21. 
Evergreens reminded those cultures that even at the 
shortest day of the year, the life-sustaining crops would 
return as daylight hours increased.  The Romans held 
similar solstice celebrations on December 25.  As 
Christianity spread throughout the Roman Empire, it’s 
likely that the early church incorporated the date of 
these celebrations as well as some of the customs as 
part of Christ’s Mass or Christmas.  The custom of the 

Christmas tree likely originated in Latvia or Germany in 
the 15th or 16th century.  

Although many of the exact plant species used for 
Christmas decorations in Europe do not naturally occur 
in North America, Tennessee possesses some of the 
same families and genera of plants, and it’s easy to 
enjoy these species during winter hikes along your 
favorite trail.  

Fraser fir is popular for Christmas trees especially as its 
flat, soft-needled branches easily support decorative 
ornaments.  The species’ natural range is limited to the 



high elevations of the southern Appalachians, and within 
this area, tree farmers cultivate Fraser fir for Christmas 
trees. For St. B’s parishioners to enjoy Fraser fir within its 
native range, the closest areas include Carver’s Gap, 
located up the road from Roan Mountain State Park in far 
northeast Tennessee and Clingman’s Dome in Great 
Smoky Mountains National Park. 

Those who grew up in Middle Tennessee remember using 
eastern red cedar (Juniperus virginiana) for Christmas 
trees.  Not a true cedar as mentioned in the Bible (genus 
Cedrus) but a juniper, eastern red cedar occurs 
throughout the state and makes up part of the natural 
landscape within our cedar glades and woodlands at 
Cedars of Lebanon and Long Hunter State Parks. 

Those who “deck” or decorate their halls with boughs of 
holly likely use American holly (Ilex opaca) whose red 
berries and evergreen foliage stand in stark contrast to 
the muted tones of winter.  Legend has it that pre-
Christian Europeans thought the spiny leaves of holly (Ilex 
aquifolium), would defend against evil spirits.  As with 
other evergreens, holly became a Christmas custom, and 
its red berries and thorn-like leaves took on additional 
meaning to believers as demonstrated in the English carol 
“The Holly and the Ivy,” which includes the lyrics “the holly 
bears a berry, as red as any blood” and “bears a prickle as 
sharp as any thorn, and Mary bore sweet Jesus on 
Christmas day in the morn.” Preferring more acidic soils, 
American holly naturally occurs throughout much of the 
state including Pickett State Park and Fall Creek Falls State 
Park atop the Cumberland Plateau. 

In pre-Christian Britain, Druid priests would climb a tree 
and cut mistletoe to begin a ritual that culminated with the 
sacrifice of two white bulls. How this ritual transferred to 
the tradition of hanging mistletoe at Christmas remains 
lost to history, but the practice of kissing beneath 

mistletoe likely began in Victorian England.  
Phoradendron leucarpum is the species of mistletoe 
native to eastern North America and occurs throughout 
Tennessee as a hemiparasite on a number of different tree 
species. “Hemiparasite” indicates the species relies on its 
host plant for energy but also contains chlorophyll and 
photosynthesizes, albeit minimally; full parasitic plants 
lack chlorophyll and are not green.  Except for extreme 
infestations, mistletoe doesn’t adversely impact its host 
tree.  Best seen in the winter months when deciduous 
trees have lost their leaves, a number of trees within our 
parish’s neighborhood contain mistletoe.  

We need not limit our holiday decorations to holly, 
mistletoe, or coniferous tree species. In the southeast, 
other evergreen species such as certain magnolias, laurel, 
or rhododendron provide beautiful Yuletide decoration.  
While other plants lay dormant, evergreen species like 
Christmas fern, eastern red cedar, partridge berry, fan 
clubmoss, eastern hemlock, pines, or various mosses and 
lichens deliver color during the long and somewhat drab 
winter months. 

Wreaths, swags, trees, or other arrangements using native 
plants add to many families’ Christmas celebrations.  A 
creative activity to add to this year’s holiday merriment is 
to invite friends or family for a peaceful 
winter’s hike to see these plants in their 
natural habitats.  Those who do     
may see the beauty of our native 
evergreens in an    
entirely different manner. 

DECK THE  
HALLS

The Bell - Advent 2019 - Page 13

PEACE IN WILD THINGS  
by Roger McCoy 

ROGER.MCCOY@TN.GOV 
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I was working out at the gym and my phone rang. It was 
my father telling me a letter had arrived with a return 
address of “The Episcopal Diocese of Tennessee”. My 
father asked if he could open the letter to which I 
emphatically responded, “What are you waiting for!” I 
was paralyzed with an anticipation of  nervous fear and 
excitement and I did not alight from the elliptical 
machine. It seemed like an eternity for my father to 
open the letter. In that seeming abyss of silence, I knew 
that in a moment I would finally know if I was to 
proceed in the process towards ordination. 

A couple of years before, I participated in vocational 
discernment in my parish, Christ Church Cathedral. 
Once a month for six months, I met with a committee 
wherein we discerned together the potentiality of my 
vocation as a priest in the Episcopal Church. At the 
conclusion of the discernment process, they voted for 
me to proceed. The next step was to meet with the 
vestry. Once again I  was met with a challenging and 
rigorous examination. After our meeting the vestry 
recommended me for Holy Orders to the Bishop of 
Tennessee. 

The next step was to meet with the Diocesan 
Commission on Ministry. It was comprised of clergy and 
lay people from the Diocese of Tennessee. Upon 
completing two meetings with the commission, it was 
time to wait to hear if I would proceed towards 
ordination: The waiting was excruciating. One month 
turned into two. Two turned into three. In the middle of 
the third month I began to experience some anxiety. 
The fourth month came and I still had not heard 
anything.  

On that day in February of 2018, I heard my father say, 
“I am pleased to tell you I am admitting you as a 
postulant for ordination to the priesthood in the 
Diocese of Tennessee.” Overcome, I leapt with joy off 
the elliptical machine and shouted at the top of my 
lungs. 

My path towards ordination has been marked with long 
moments of waiting, intense introspection, and a 
reliance on prayer. Admittedly throughout this process, 
there were many moments that were not filled with 
sunshine, rainbows, and sweet, cute puppy dogs.

I am thankful for the arduous process it took to become 
a priest, leading me to St. B’s. The first time I served the 
hosts during Eucharist at St. B’s, I experienced the 
manifestation of the Holy Spirit in a profound palpable 
way. I had to pause to gather myself. It was during that 
moment my heart was filled with such gratitude that 
God had placed me here! Moreover, I am so excited to 
celebrate my first-ever Eucharist here in this parish. 
After all these years, I still cannot believe that ordination 
is fast approaching — I hope to see you there! Thanks be 
to God.  

WAITING FOR THE CALL 
Deacon Charlie Hall  
CHALL@STBS.NET 

NOT ALWAYS 
SUNSHINE, 
RAINBOWS, &  
PUPPY DOGS

TAKE PART IN DEACON CHARLIE’S 
ORDINATION ON SATURDAY,  
DECEMBER 7, 10 A.M.  AT ST. B’S



Two Advent 
Practices 

One thing I love about our Anglican tradition 
is the emphasis on Advent as a distinct season 

from Christmas. 

There are important lessons in Advent’s 
waiting and watching. To this end, for the last 

few years I have kept a practice of looking for 
the Advent Word of the Day published by the 

Society of St. John the Evangelist and Virginia 
Theological Seminary.  Daily I receive an email 

with the word of the day, a brief reflection, 
and an invitation to respond with a picture, 

poem, drawing, or meditation. 

I’ve found if I watch and wait, God will show 
me the word. Once I’ve found the word of 

the day, I share a photo representing that 
word on social media using #adventword. 

This creates a digital, global Advent calendar.     

This year, I plan to add the practice of a 
reverse Advent Calendar, where I collect a 

food item for a food bank daily. I want to use 
my head, heart and hands this Advent to 

ponder and celebrate the mystery and 
wonder of the Incarnation.
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It would be arrogant to believe that messages for me 
regarding Advent and Stewardship are anyone else’s. 
So, I will stick to first person pronouns. Maybe there is 
something for you! 

I am in a beautiful hotel looking out at the Magnificent 
Mile in Chicago as I reflect on questions about the 
subject … Advent and Stewardship. What more can 
possibly be said that has not already been written or 
spoken about these subjects? Maybe nothing new, but I 
do have at least one question. What might be my take-
away this Advent?  

As I look out the window, it won’t be long before the 
scene below me becomes even more frenzied and crazy 
than it is this November evening. The sights and sounds, 
the blowing horns, the mass of people caught up in the 
frenzied and often annoying chaos of the “Season.” But 
what season?   

Chris Harris, (Assistant Rector at St. Bs in Poway, 
California) asks us, “While the rest of the world is going 

crazy during the highest of consumer holidays, “Black 
Friday,” why don’t we as believers take a deep dive into 
our relationship with money and stuff?” (I’d add our 
time, spiritual gifts, and our degree of generosity and 
joy.) 

So, here is my big message: Slow down!!! All I have to 
do is look out the window for the reminder of how 
necessary it is to slow down, be still, and as it was said of 
the Virgin Mary, “ponder these things in my heart.”   

In these frenzied days leading up to Christmas, I need to 
constantly consider the importance of simplifying, and 
maintain vigilance in keeping ever before me that 
Advent is a season of joy, generosity, gratitude, 
preparation, and reflection. I seek to draw nearer and 
closer to Jesus, the greatest gift. I seek further 
transformation during this season of preparation. So, 
help me, Lord, to constantly be making room for You, in 
the midst of sometimes crazy competition for my heart 
and my very being. Make space for Jesus. Others have 
suggested some simple things that I can do to stay 
present, expectant, and remain open to stewardship 
opportunities: 

•Keep a daily gratitude list

•Each day, share, give or do something that no one 
else knows about

•Carve out sacred time to invest in cherished 
relationships

•Get rid of things I don’t really need

•Don’t create unnecessary chaos … slow down, be 
still, and as one writer has said, “Be awake to the 
Divine Mystery that looks so ordinary yet is 
wonderfully present.” (Hays)

MESSAGES TO ME
REFLECTIONS ON ADVENT & STEWARDSHIP

by Rodger Dinwiddie, Chair of the Stewardship Team  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Before I looked out the window of my hotel room, I 
read powerful words from the pen of Father Brian 
Cavanaugh. “Charities abound calling out for 
Christians from every side. There will be nonstop 
opportunities to give, share and donate.” He 
continues, “Unfortunately, these works of charity so 
easily can assuage the Christian conscience, while 
doing nothing to bring about a solution to the root 
causes of the problem. Works of justice, on the other 
hand, follow the road less traveled of Advent’s hope 
to pursue solutions for difficult problems. Hope 
comes through works of justice rather than simply 
performing works of charity."  

My good friend leads a ministry providing support to 
people living in poverty. During Advent, the program, 
Pride for Parents (PFP) offers parents the opportunity 
to maintain their self-worth and value by allowing 
them to purchase gifts through their donation of time, 
working at the PFP store. Parents receive satisfaction 

knowing that they too are stewards of God’s 
generosity. More than “charity” there is dignity. This 
seems to be the way of justice and the way of Jesus. 

I am looking toward this Advent Season with 
expectation and an eye toward being a better 
steward of the life which I have been given by the 
great Giver, the Lord, Jesus. May I keep the vision of 
my hotel window before me.  

NOVEMBER 24 CONCLUDES OUR 
STEWARDSHIP SEASON FOR THIS YEAR. 
PLEASE RESPOND WITH YOUR PLEDGE 
SO WE CAN PLAN FOR 2020. 



by Meredith Flynn
Director of Catechesis of the Good Shepherd 

catechesis@stbs.net 
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A few weeks ago, we presented a lesson in the atrium 
called, “The Raised Surface Map of the Land of Israel” to 
our 3 through 6 year olds. Settled in on the floor of the 
quiet room, I watched the children scoot closer and 
closer to the map as their attention was drawn to it.  
Their small hands, still some with dimpled knuckles, 
skimmed over the rough, raised land as well as the 
smooth, blue painted water. They listened intently as 
Gaylene named the three most important cities in the 
life of Jesus. I overheard Easton, age 4, whispering the 
names to himself, “Nazareth, Bethlehem, Jerusalem.” 
They pondered the place where Mary first heard that 
she would be the mother of God, the town where the 
Child would be born, and the city where He taught, 
died, and rose again. The children placed small wooden 
flags in the map to mark the location of these holy cities.  
Once the flags were placed, they stared at the map for a 
moment, quietly satisfied. 

I first learned about Catechesis twelve years ago when 
our oldest son, Parker, was three. The program was 
brand new to St. B’s. I’m sure I may have wondered then 
why anyone would share a geography lesson with a 
three year old. Isn’t geography quite an abstract 
concept for a young child?   

Each year, as my own beloved sons change and grow, 
and as I witness the joyful metamorphosis of other 
children in our St. B’s family, I am ever more thankful for 
and convinced of the simple, beautiful realities revealed 
in our atrium time. Each material on the shelf, each 
lesson shared, in fact, the entire environment, is 
designed to honor the mysterious and unique 
relationship that already exists between God and the 
child.  

So what could be essential about the geography lesson 

we shared last week? The children already know Him. 
The Good Shepherd is already the one who loves 
them, cares for them and calls then by name. Sharing 
the raised map of Israel is another proclamation of the 
true and living God. Jesus walked on this land, in a real 
time, in a real place, loving others then as we know He 
loves us now. Jesus was and is here among us. He is 
not only in our imaginations. 

As we approach Advent, the children will hear of the 
land of Israel once again in the Infancy Narratives.  We 
will hear the Gospel accounts of The Annunciation to 
Mary, The Visitation to Elizabeth, The Adoration of the 
Shepherds, The Adoration of the Magi, and The 
Presentation in the Temple. We will consider how the 
people in the stories were moved by God’s acts of love 
and how we might respond to these acts as well.  

This Advent may we all pray for the grace to know the 
“essentials”, and receive the gift with the joy of a child. 

JOYOUS 
ESSENTIALS



MARKED & SEALED 
AS CHRIST’S OWN 
FOREVER

 
ON ALL SAINTS’ SUNDAY,  NOVEMBER 3,  WE  WELCOMED OUR TWO 

NEWEST MEMBERS TO THE FAMILY,  SPENCER JAMES TENNYSON 
BROWN, PARENTS FAWN AND COLLIN,  AND BROOKS ANDREW 

BROWN, PARENTS ANDREW AND AMANDA  



I’ll just come right out and say it: I absolutely dread the 
arrival of Christmas music on the airwaves as it 
happens in the fall. I can’t stand it. The second 
Halloween ends, the onslaught begins: the non-stop 
barrage of that steady little sleigh-bell pulse on the 
radio, in every TV ad, in every store and public place. 

Am I just a scrooge? Bah-humbug, get off my lawn 
Rudolph, and all that? By no means! The reason I can’t 
stand all this racket isn’t because I hate Christmas 
music – it’s because I love it so much! I value it greatly 
and can’t stand to see it desecrated as nothing more 
than a peppy soundtrack to induce our profligate 
spending.  

I also can’t stand to see our culture’s complete 
obliviousness to the season of Advent. I’m so grateful 
to be a part of a liturgical tradition that stubbornly 
maintains that we let Advent be Advent so that we can 
properly let Christmas be Christmas. 

But one of the difficulties that I find in being in this 
tradition is this: by the time Advent is finally over, by 
the time Christmas has arrived, just as the Church is 
poised and ready to launch into twelve straight days of 
Christmas celebration… in the eyes of our culture, 
Christmas is done. The presents have been 
unwrapped, the fruit cake has been thrown in the trash, 
and after two months of non-stop Christmas music on 

the airwaves, no one wants to hear another “fa-la-la,” let 
alone a Gloria in excelsis Deo. 

Since our congregation tends to vacation, or take a 
“low Sunday”, post-Christmas, it ends up that, after 
holding off on Christmas music all month, we have  
only one night — Christmas Eve — to fully indulge in 
some of our most loved hymns and carols. And even 
then, people are antsy to get in and out of church and 
get home to all of the festivities.  

So what we basically end up with in the church is 
Christmas Eve, Christmas morning (though most folks 
don’t usually come to both of those!), and one, 
sometimes two, Sundays in the Christmas season to get 
out the Yuletide cheer.  And so I encourage you not to 
consider the Sunday after Christmas a “low” Sunday, 
but rather to remember its proper name: the First 
Sunday of Christmas, a continuation of celebration that 
began in the evening of December 24.  

“Christmas 1,” the Sunday after Christmas, of so little 
thought in our culture, and what a loss! I have come to 
love this Sunday so much – this humble, low-in-
attendance day that the Church nevertheless maintains 
as its continued celebration of Christmas. While a 
visitor without experience in a liturgical denomination 
might puzzle at why these Episcopalian weirdos are still 
singing Christmas carols around New Year’s, we do so 
because for us, Christmas didn’t end with the story of 

HOW CAN I KEEP 
MYSELF FROM 

SINGING? 
by David Madeira

Director of Music 
dmadeira@stbs.net  

THE  

NEGLECTED  
GLORY OF 
CHRISTMAS  1 
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Jesus’ birth — that was just the beginning of our 
celebration! While the rest of the culture has it 
completely backwards, our Advent scrooginess makes 
these twelve days and the Sunday (sometimes two 
Sundays) therein all the sweeter. 

At St. B’s we have gotten into the practice of making 
“Christmas 1” a one-service Sunday, combining our 
congregations into one service, which always makes 
for a festive occasion ripe for strong congregational 
singing. This year we actually have two Sundays in 
Christmas (Dec. 29 & Jan. 5).  I hope that, if you are in 
town, you will prioritize these Sundays this year, and 
come join in the celebration as our carols continue 
and we lean fully into the meaning and mystery of the 
incarnation and nativity of Jesus. 

And even outside of the church walls, how can we 
preserve the integrity of the true Christmas season 
and continue to celebrate it at home, and with friends 
and neighbors? And how might that safeguarding of 
our Christmas spirituality require some counter-
cultural habits during Advent, when the culture 

around us is in full Christmas swing? For me, the 
strongest inoculation against the “Christmas creep” in 
Advent is the sobering awareness of the spirit behind 
all that culture merry-making, which is typically 
nothing other than the gods of consumerism 
demanding our allegiance. Though it makes me a 
little Scrooge-y, I plug my ears, mute the TV ads, keep 
my head down and wait for Christmas to truly begin. 

When I shut out those voices, hard as it can be in 
November and December, I find myself more fully 
able to enjoy the spirit of the December 24 through 
January 5, the true Christmas season, in all its glory 
and good tidings of comfort and joy. 
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HOW  WILL YOU MARK THE 12 DAYS OF 
THE CHRISTMAS SEASON THIS YEAR? 



Christmastide Service Times 

Christmas Eve, Tuesday, Dec. 24
4:30 p.m. Holy Eucharist with Pageant

10:10 p.m. Carol Sing
10:30 p.m. Holy Eucharist with Candlelight

Christmas Day,  Wednesday, Dec. 25 
10:30 a.m. Family Eucharist

All ages are invited to participate in the liturgy
Nursery will not be offered on Christmas Day

First Sunday of Christmas, Dec. 29
9:30 a.m. Family Eucharist

Nursery for 3 yrs. and under.  All ages are invited to 
participate in the liturgy. No formation classes

The Twelfth Day of Christmas, 
January 5

8:30 & 11 a.m.  Family Eucharist
Nursery for 3 yrs. and under.  All ages are invited to 

participate in the liturgy. No formation classes. 

 

DOES YOUR CHILD WANT TO PARTICIPATE 
IN THE CHRISTMAS PAGEANT ON  

CHRISTMAS EVE?  EMAIL CARLA SCHOBER 
AT CSCHOBER@STBS.NET FOR MORE INFO. 

mailto:cschober@stbs.net
mailto:cschober@stbs.net


The Bell - Advent 2019 - Page 23

MEDITERRANEAN BLUE

If you are a child of a refugee, you do not
sleep easily when they are crossing the sea
on small rafts and you know they can’t swim.
My father couldn’t swim either. He swam through
sorrow, though, and made it to the other side
on a ship, pitching his old clothes overboard
at landing, then tried to be happy, make a new life.
But something inside him was always paddling home,
clinging to anything that floated—a story, a food, or face.
They are the bravest people on earth right now,
don’t dare look down on them. Each mind a universe
swirling as many details as yours, as much love
for a humble place. Now the shirt is torn,
the sea too wide for comfort, and nowhere
to receive a letter for a very long time.
And if we can reach out a hand, we better.

Naomi Shihab Nye

From The Tiny Journalist. Copyright © 2019 by Naomi Shihab Nye. 
Used with the permission of The Permissions Company, Inc., 
on behalf of BOA Editions, Ltd.



On a Sunday evening not long ago, a group of young 
kids sat in a circle in a church basement room. They 
leaned forward to hear what their teacher was saying. 
They didn’t have to lean far. Pam Goodenough lay on 
her stomach, part of the circle, her head almost 
touching theirs. “Do you know who this is?” she asked, 
flourishing a bookmark-sized picture of a ringleted J.S. 
Bach. “Hildegard von Bingen,” one kid yelled out.  My 
eyebrow shot up. Hildegard von Bingen was a nun and 
composer of the 12th century, not usually on the tip of 
a ten-year-old’s tongue. (Turns out, Hildegard had 
been the saint up for discussion the week before.) A 
brief, engaging history of Bach followed. We learned 
that Bach began every composition by writing “Jesu 
juve”  or “Jesus help me” at the top of the manuscript 
and ended with “To God alone the Glory.” Then came 
Play-Doh and its natural accompaniment, Bach’s “Little 
Fugue” in G Minor. “Will you listen to it?” Pam 
whispered to the kids while they worked on their 
dough, as if she was about to let them in on the most 
delicious secret. 

Pam and Tim Goodenough first came to St. B’s in 2016, 
when they moved to Nashville to be close to their 
daughter and her family. They were touched by the 

order and beauty of the worship service—how the 
music is integrated into the service, chosen with 
exquisite attention to the liturgy. This braiding together 
of service and music, Pam believes, both affirms and 
connects us in other ways beyond the service. With 
music coursing through, we take in the liturgy in a 
bone-deep way.  The couple wanted to be part of this 
vitality and joined the choir.  

Pam now fills in for Julia McGirt as organ player and 
teaches “Joyful Noise”: a children’s music class that 
started this fall, as a new incarnation of St. B’s 
Children’s Music Ministry, begun so beautifully by Julia 
and Sherry Page, five years ago. The kids, ages four to 
twelve, will sing in front of the church periodically and 
practice their songs in class, though performance is 
not the point. Pam’s purpose, as she writes in a 
description of the class, is to ready them for “lifelong 
music making in the church and their world.”  The kids 
develop basic musical skills, engage in musical play 
and exploration, and learn about words of scripture 
and composers of faith. Pam also introduces them to 
music that will be used in the Sunday service the 
following week. She believes that as they recognize the 

BEING KNOWN 
Margy Roark 

margaret.roark@gmail.com 

WILL YOU 
LISTEN TO 

IT? 
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PAM GOODENOUGH, ORGAN SUB, JOYFUL NOISE 
DIRECTOR, CHOIR MEMBER & MORE



music in the service, the kids pay attention and feel 
more connected to the life of the church. 

Pam’s lesson includes notes on the music: “The 
term “fugue,” from the Latin fuga, meaning flight, 
refers to the reoccurrence of the [piece’s] theme 
throughout the work. It is as if the first theme is 
fleeing through the piece with the others in pursuit.” 
Pam has found God’s love moving like this, a theme 
through her life, clearly audible at times, then 
almost impossible to hear, then back, sounding in 
surprising places. The theme of God’s love has 
taken the Goodenoughs far and wide. In Kentucky, 
Tim attended divinity school while Pam gave music 
lessons. Then in Illinois, there were nine years of 
pastoral ministry in Illinois and Wisconsin, where 
Pam was the organist in each of their churches. She 
also worked as one of the few music teachers in a 
rural school district, traveling from school to school, 
teaching every age. In Paraguay, for six years, Tim 
was director of a Bible Institute, and Pam 
administered a child sponsorship program. In San 
Antonio, Pam taught music to kids of diverse 
backgrounds, leading bilingual sing-a-longs, 
witnessing how music can build community. Here in 
Nashville, for three years, Pam was a beloved 
teacher at Tusculum Elementary where she was 
chosen as Teacher of the Year. “In every season, 
God has given me a purpose,” Pam says.  

Having seen this woman in action, I asked her to 
lunch. Over omelettes at Nashville, I confessed that 
organ music leaves me cold. (I jump about a foot 
when Julia lays down on the pipes after the 
offertory.) To school me, Pam sent me a YouTube 
video of an animated version of Bach’s Passacaglia 
and Fugue in C Minor. First, all is darkness. Then, as 
the organ music begins, bars of violet light appear, 
each one representing the low base notes, 
sounding out the theme. Like tiny footprints, they 
climb up and down in the dark. More bars of 
various colored light appear, each one representing 
a different melodic line.  At one point in the piece, 
most of those bars of colored light bunch up in a 
claustrophobic mass, as the music grows louder, 
frantic. The theme of the piece continues, low and 
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steady, underneath, but the other melodies are so tightly 
woven that it’s almost impossible to hear. Yet it is. God’s 
music plays, still and always, upholding us, pursuing us. 
As another decent musician put it: “If I take the wings of 
the morning/ and dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea,/
Even there your hand will lead me/ and your right hand 
hold me fast.” In the second part of the piece, the theme 
breaks into the loop.  Bars of light scatter and return, no 
longer fleeing. Instead, they fly out and return, coming 
home to rest in that ultimate all-encompassing theme.  

In the Joyful Noise class, we finished with Bach and 
moved on to practicing a song about the saints. Then it 

was time to head to the sanctuary to rehearse. The kids 
fell out, fell down, hopped, poked each other, scattered 
papers. Pam didn't raise her voice or give orders. Instead 
she said, conversationally: “Now in New Orleans, when 
someone dies . . .” Everyone quieted. She described how 
mourners march, singing, down the streets of New 
Orleans. A  solemn procession began toward the 
sanctuary. “Oh, when the saints/go marching in . . .” we 
whisper-sang, respectfully. When we were halfway there, 
Pam said, “Now let’s shout it out.” And we did, joining our 
voices with angels and archangels and with all the 
company of heaven.  

Below:  Pam and her Joyful Noise team. From Left to 
Right: Brea Cox, Cathy Link, Pam, and Kathy Edwards.



As my time with you all comes to a close, I want to share a 
few memories with you that I will carry with me.  

First, the smells. The incense billowing from Fr. Sammy’s 
office, as I come in to work, reminding me to pray. The 
ever-present and welcoming smell of fresh coffee in the 
kitchen, at all hours of the day. The smell of fresh-cut grass 
on the breeze, during an early afternoon walk on the path 
around the field. The faint fragrance of the altar flowers on 
Sunday mornings. The sweet smell of morning doughnuts 
in the youth room. Even the funky odor of the church van 
full of teens after a weekend rafting trip. 

Second, the sounds.  So many. The steady rhythm of 
Jazzercize in the mornings. Children’s laughter and play 
throughout the hallways. The Bell tolling, welcoming us to 
worship, and marking the noon hour throughout the 
week. The kind, deep, meaningful conversations shared 
over cups of coffee. The youth, catching up with each 
other after a week of school. The voices of those kids, 
asking insightful questions and working to figure out 
answers. 

Now the sights. The different patterns of light that stream 
through the stained glass in the sanctuary. How, at any 

hour of the day, the light looks different. The sight of 
hands folded in prayer on a Sunday at church or 
Wednesday morning. Seeing how our congregation cares 
for each other, shown through hugs, and arms full of 
groceries. The happy, sleepy faces of our youth as they 
pile into the youth room Sunday mornings. 

And touch. The back of the wooden pew, strong and 
steady, against my hands as I pull myself from my seat for 
worship. The solid and inviting bricks of our church, I run 
my hands over. Handshakes with fellow parishioners, firm 
and comforting. The cover of the Book of Common Prayer, 
familiar and inspiring.  

Most of all, of all the memories I will take with me, I feel 
the warmth and love of St. B’s. A mentor of mine, Fr. 
Fredrick  Byrd, commenting about my home parish, 
observed that “Love is spoken here”. I wrote those words 
down, and I carry them with me every day as a reminder to 
speak love to others. I wrote them on the chalkboard in 
my office. I can confidently say, that at St. B’s, I have felt, 
with all of my senses and all of my heart, that love is 
spoken here.  

CHUMNABAWUMBA 
by Hughes McGlone
Director of Youth Formation 

hmcglone@stbs.net  

LOVE IS 
SPOKEN  

HERE
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JOIN US ON DECEMBER 22 AT 10 A.M. IN THE NAVE AS WE 

CELEBRATE HUGHES’ & KIRSTEN’S LAST DAY  WITH US. 
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I met Christine one late spring morning on the breezeway 
of St. B’s. She was a petite lady and interesting to visit with. 
One visit turned into many and we shared an unexpected 
gift of friendship.  

Christine delighted in watching the preschool children 
coming and going to the services, and appreciated 
communion being brought to her pew. On one occasion 
Tony Morreale offered her his arm to escort her to take 
communion at the rail and I never saw her move with such 
confidence. It is a joyful memory. She loved the courtyard 
with its seasonal plantings and always noticed the changes.  
Though a very private person, Christine shared glimpses 
into her long life. Through small reveals she shared about 
her childhood and family enjoying winters and skiing in her 
Austrian village. She would describe the beauty of evening 
snow fall and walking to church on Christmas Eve, the 
candlelight in her church, and the hymns.  During her last 
December in Nashville, she enjoyed going out in the 
evening to look at Christmas lights. Her favorites were 
always the nativities. ”They remind me of Austria,” she 
would say.  

by Susie Craig 
 

AN UNEXPECTED
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A TRIBUTE TO CHRISTINE 
COFLIN AND HER 

GENEROUS BEQUEST    

Her life was not without trauma. Christine lived in 
Berlin with her older brother and parents during 
World War II. Her father was killed in the war. She 
shared only two post-war memories: waiting in line 
for bread; and her mother sending her out of Europe, 
using a Czechoslovakian passport and traveling with 
family friends. Her mother and brother remained in 
Europe and survived. In Nashville, Christine also 
survived two separate, devastating car accidents. Her 
longtime Nashville doctor, Dr. Quinn, friend Maggie, 
and neighbor, Hilda saw her through many years of 
life. They became her family. They lovingly supported 
her in her last weeks. 

As a young woman, Christine relocated to Florida. It 
was here she met and later married Jack Coflin. They 
would move to Nashville where Jack was hired to 
help open a new store in Green Hills called Cain 
Sloans. They built their home on Burton Valley.  
Christine had two careers. She worked at 
Loews Vanderbilt Gallery and sold art. Later, she 
completed a nursing degree and worked as a 
psychiatric nurse at Parthenon Pavilion.  

Together, Jack and Christine made Nashville 
their home. A labor of love, their backyard patio and 
hillside plantings brought years of pleasure to family 
and friends. Their den was Chris’ favorite spot to sit 
and look at her garden and birds. She hosted many 
visitors where one would talk and take in the view. 

GIFT

Susie with Christine in her garden. 
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There are many reasons to give to St 
Bartholomew’s. I want to respond to God's 
love, grace and abundance. Giving is the 
antidote to greed. Giving is an act of worship.  
I want to recognize that "my" wealth belongs 
to God. I want to be obedient to God's 
commands.  Finally, I want to support the 
family and ministry of St. Bartholomew's.  

If these reasons are valid in life, they are still 
valid in death. While this is not something 
that most people think about, it is very easy 
to add a bequest to St. Bartholomew's in the 
section of your will where you designate 
what will happen to your (former) assets.

By Bob Garth

GIVING IN LIFE & IN DEATH

The carpets, blue sofa, and mid-century furniture gave 
way to a picture window which framed the garden 
scene and drew the outside into her den. Her favorite 
flowers were the Lenten roses. She would say,” In the 
cold and dark days they whisper hope with their sweet 
drooping bells and greens.”  

She was a mixture of the private and mysterious but 
was always open about spiritual things and had a 
hunger and a longing for the assurance of grace. She 
was encouraged by Father Travis’ visits. Her retired 
minister, Pastor Otto, left her a devotional book that 
brought her much comfort and was always on her 
small table next to her chair and footstool.  

I discovered just how many circles of friends she had. 
Included among those were friends from her Lutheran 
church that she and Jack were founding members of; 
her bridge circles, neighbors, and friends. In those last 
weeks of her life she was not physically alone and was 

comforted by the knowledge of her relationship with 
Christ and her eternal home. Hilda was with her when 
she died on February 11, 2019.  

Christine always gave me the same admonition when 
we would part from a visit, ”Be good to yourself. Take 
care of yourself. I love you.”  Regularly in our 
conversations, as her mobility and eyesight declined, 
she would say, “I cannot do anything for anyone.” I 
would reply, “You pray and give your time to visit and 
listen. Those are amazing gifts.” 

We would talk and laugh and sometimes just sit in 
silence admiring the view of her garden and birds.  
I learned so much from Christine Coflin and loved her. 
I want her story to be remembered.  I believe her gift 
to St. B’s upon her death was an unexpected gift just 
like our friendship. 

Christine Coflin, February 11
Brian Hampton, June 29 
Norman Eugene Pilkinton, August 1
Larry Dillingham, September 14

REMEMBERING
THOSE WHO 
HAVE DIED



Matt Poag
Reading: Scripture and the Authority of God by Tom 
Wright and Believe Me by John Fea 
Listening to: Sound & Fury by Sturgill Simpson (GOAT) 
and Terms of Surrender by Hiss Golden Messenger  
Watching: Alone (History Channel), Silicon Valley (HBO) 
Worshipping:  I love the order/rituals of service and the 
subtle reasons for doing them. Such as when the Gospel 
is read in the middle of the congregation 
Eating: I'm a big fast-casual fan and if it’s divey, even 
better! Like dragons, I love tacos — Mas Tacos Por Favor  
Looking forward to: The upcoming season of Room In 
The Inn.  My favorite time of year 

Isa Cruz (9th Grade) 

Reading: Rethinking Incarceration by Dominique Dubois 
Gilliard  
Listening to: NPR 
Watching: The West Wing 
Worshipping:  Prayers of the People and the music 
(especially when I play in the loft) 
Eating: Avo 
Looking forward to: Community Outreach and Room in 
the Inn 

Mickie Newman
Reading: Mysteries by Deborah Crombie 
Listening to: Rick Steves 
Watching: PBS Newshour, Call the Midwife, The Durells 
in Carfie 
Worshipping: Music 
Eating: Ginger 
Looking forward to: As a newcomer, I am looking 
forward to experiencing a full calendar of activity 

Jim Robinson
Reading: Hawthorne, Buechner 
Listening to: St. B’s Chamber Singers, live recordings 
Watching: football  
Worshipping: sermons, music, communion 
Eating: Mojo’s Tacos 
Looking forward to: Deeper worship 

WHAT HOLDS YOUR 

A T T E N T I O N ?

https://www.amazon.com/Dragons-Love-Tacos-Adam-Rubin/dp/0803736800/ref=asc_df_0803736800/?tag=hyprod-20&linkCode=df0&hvadid=312057607871&hvpos=1o1&hvnetw=g&hvrand=2143183166658658585&hvpone=&hvptwo=&hvqmt=&hvdev=c&hvdvcmdl=&hvlocint=&hvlocphy=9013191&hvtargid=pla-432942759039&psc=1
https://www.amazon.com/Dragons-Love-Tacos-Adam-Rubin/dp/0803736800/ref=asc_df_0803736800/?tag=hyprod-20&linkCode=df0&hvadid=312057607871&hvpos=1o1&hvnetw=g&hvrand=2143183166658658585&hvpone=&hvptwo=&hvqmt=&hvdev=c&hvdvcmdl=&hvlocint=&hvlocphy=9013191&hvtargid=pla-432942759039&psc=1
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CHALKING 
THE DOOR

A PRACTICE FOR EPIPHANY The Gospel of Matthew tells us that when the wise men 
arrived in Bethlehem to visit Jesus, they found him and 
his mother in a house, not the stable where they had 
found their first temporary shelter. This is a cue that our 
Epiphany celebration should focus on our own houses, 
and why it is a very old custom to bless houses on 
Epiphany (January 6). In the East, in particular, it is the 
custom for the parish priest to go through the parish, 
blessing houses — not the elaborate blessing of a new 
home, but a special blessing that is also often given at 
Easter, a renewal of the homes in which the people of 
God dwell and live out the mystery of faith day by day.  

In recent years, this custom has been revived in some 
places in the West, and The Book of Occasional 
Services of the Episcopal Church provides forms for 
this blessing. However, there is another way of blessing 
homes at Epiphany that begins in church but does not 
require the priest to go from house to house. This 
custom involves chalk that is blessed by the priest and 
taken home by families to mark the doors of their 
homes. This custom takes its root in the Old Testament 
stories where God tells the Israelites to mark the doors 
of their homes.  

—————- 

On January 5, the 12th and last day of Christmas, 
during both services, Fr. Sammy will bless a basket full 
of colored chalk — like he has the past two years. 
Children (and adults) will be invited to take a piece of 
chalk home with them to mark their doors with the 
following:  

20 + G + M + B + 20 

The numbers represent the year; the letters represent 
the legendary names of the three magi, Gaspar, 
Melchior and Balthasar; or Christus mansionem 
benedicat (May Christ bless this house). A brief liturgy 
for use at home will also be provided that Sunday. 

The Wood’s door chalked on Epiphany

About the Liturgy  
by Fr. Sammy 



The morning had been agitating
He wanted to stay home

Weary from whatever, wanting not to move
to be still, alone

But the birds outside his window
the chatter would not cease

In frustration he left
for the Temple

Where else to go?
She stayed in her quarters, apart from the sisterhood

Meager breakfast yet on her lips
Propelled, her soul set forward to the courtyard

Why now? 

They, the three, stumbled into the day,
dreamlike stance of unfamiliarity,

New parents
this girl-woman and her husband

to offer the dove sacrifice
and present their baby boy

with whom?
Where were the important ones

to usher them through the doorway
leading to the Holy?

Sunlight streamed through archways, around columns
casting shadows, patterns of shapes unnoticed

Five people navigating the pavement
Closer, closer . . .

Simeon twists in aging curiosity
Mary’s tender senses wonder

Why is he staring?
The prolonged waiting of a lifetime
shivers through his bent-over spine
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JERUSALEM MORNING

—Luke 2:22-38



Could it be?
wrinkled grey brow beholds
the soft glow of newborn flesh,
this Infant!
My eyes are seeing
all that has been promised,
I can depart.

Anna’s gnarled feet
measure the warmth on stones
as ankles turn with intention
around each corner, quickly.
Today?
Now?
Ancient eyes catch the glance of the old man’s 
tears
She is there.
May I see your baby, please?

Mary and Joseph curve in unison, in rhythm
Widow prophetess leans forward
the tender breath of sleep
awakens to an infant’s gaze.
Her breathing, close to the blanket small,
skips in heartbeats, hands tremble
words tumble from her mouth—
Is this sufficient praise?

The waiting belongs to yesterday,
to yesteryears
hovered postures of aching prayer gone.
Expectancy is over.

The very old embrace the very young.
How do they know?
How do we?
The story unfolds
onto one eternal page
recording This—
Quintet of the Ages.

by Mary Anne Akin



If St. Bartholomew’s is the only Episcopal Church you 
have attended in the diocese of Tennessee, you might 
assume that the others are similar in size of facilities and 
congregation. In fact, large churches like ours are more 
the exception than the rule, and not just in our diocese, 
but across the Episcopal Church in the United States. 
The larger churches tend to be in the larger cities, but a 
diocese like ours includes many small towns with 
smaller mission and parish churches. Of the 46 
Episcopal churches in our diocese, only 11 have a 
Nashville mailing address. 

Every diocese in this country is required to hold an 
annual diocesan convention. According to the website 
of the diocese, “just as each parish is required to meet 
annually, so is the Diocese of Tennessee. Bishop 
Bauerschmidt speaks on the state of the diocese, new 
committee members are elected or appointed, the 
annual budget is reviewed and approved and 

resolutions are discussed and voted upon during the 
Annual Convention.  Time for networking and social 
interaction with attendees from around the Diocese is 
also built in to the two day meeting.” In addition, time is 
set aside each day for hearing and reflecting on God’s 
word, for worship, and for the celebration of Holy 
Eucharist. 

With 250-275 lay and clergy delegates, plus the Bishop’s 
staff and the host church volunteers, the daily 
attendance approaches 300 people. Given that, only a 
few churches in the diocese have the space and 
parishioners to host such an event. Christ Church 
Cathedral in downtown Nashville and St. George’s in 
Belle Meade are regular hosts.  St. Philip’s in Donelson, 
St. Paul’s in Murfreesboro, and Trinity Church in 
Clarksville have been recent hosts. St. Bartholomew’s 
hosted in 2008 and 2011, and likely will again in the 
near future. We are uniquely blessed with a large 
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Fr. Sammy with Bishop 
John at his annual 

visitation earlier this year. 



physical plant that has a sanctuary with a capacity for 
over 400, a parish hall plus a large multipurpose room, 
multiple large classrooms, and plenty of on-site parking. 

All the business meetings, the budget hearings, some of 
the convocation meetings, and both lunches will take 
place in the gym. The registration, the 18 exhibitors, and 
the Friday evening reception will be housed in the 
parish hall. Both Eucharists, as well as some convocation 
meetings will be held in the sanctuary. We will have 
multiple volunteer teams in place, some with specific 
duties such as technical support, lunch and snack 
service, recycling, and clean up, along with some 
general ambassadors on hand to welcome our guests, 
answer questions, and help in whatever way is needed. 

Work has been underway for months getting our 
facilities repaired, cleaned, polished, painted, and 
brightened. The staff has prioritized projects, 
decluttered and reorganized throughout all the 
buildings. The Vestry has worked hard to find 
ways to fund the needed and desired 
upgrades, the Facilities Committee and 

the Can Do Team      
have volunteered many 

hours    
doing the work. The 

gym has been 
painted and the 
floor will be 
refinished. A 
work day in 
November 
staffed by 
members of  

our community young and mature will focus on 
completing tasks in the parish hall/classroom building. 
A second work day in January will focus on the church 
building.  

When St. Bartholomew’s welcomes the diocese to our 
campus on January 24, 2020, our buildings will reflect 
our gratefulness for the gifts we have been given, and 
our faithful stewardship of those gifts.  

The Bishop has chosen Acts 1:8, “You will be my 
witnesses,” as the theme of the 2020 diocesan 
convention. A hallmark of St. Bartholomew’s Church is 
its welcoming people and its gift of hospitality. The St. 
B’s family will share that gift with the diocese. Our 
welcome will testify to the diocese the ways God is 
moving in us and among us. What a privilege to offer 
our sacred space for the people of the Diocese of 
Tennessee to do the work God has given us all to do. 

WELCOME TO ST. 
BARTHOLOMEW’S

WALK THIS WAY 
by Bev Mahan

Verger & Assistant to  
the Rector for Liturgy 

verger@stbs.net  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This year’s convention logo was designed by our own, 
Amy Nelson. Amy also designed the St. B’s logo.
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