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IS HUMILITY A GOOD IDEA?

At the turn of the 7th century,
Gregory the Great sent Augustine to
England, to reestablish the Church
in England, and to convert the
Angle pagans. And when Augustine
sent word back that the harvest
in England was plentiful but the laborers few,
the Pope sent him more laborers, including a
monk named Paulinus, who went to York, and
singlehanded converted the whole kingdom of
Northumbria to the Christian faith.
Which is quite a staggering achievement: to
singlehandedly convert a whole kingdom of pagans
to Christianity—except that Paulinus cheated. He
didn’t really convert a whole kingdom of pagans.
As far as we know, he only ever converted one
pagan. He just converted the king. He converted
the king of Northumbria; and then the king of
Northumbria converted Northumbria.
That’s how Northumbria got converted. That’s how
much of Europe got converted; that’s how much of
Africa is getting converted today. You convert the
king, or the chief, or the warlord, or the provincial
governor, and then he destroys the old altars,
dissolves the old priesthood, enfranchises a new
priesthood, commissions the building of churches,
and tells his people to get baptized and go to
church.
Now there was more the conversion of
Northumbria than that; the Venerable Bede, a
venerable historian of early English Christianity,
tells us that Paulinus did more than simply baptize
the citizens who obeyed their king; Paulinus spent
time preaching to and teaching the crowds of
Northumbrians who showed up to be baptized, so
that everyone who was baptized was able to hear
the Gospel and understand the faith into which
they were being baptized. Paulinus didn’t expect
that Baptism, by itself, would necessarily convert
anyone.
That doesn’t necessarily mean that any of them

by Father Steve Schlossberg

were genuinely converted, and it doesn’t tell us
how deeply any of them were converted. But this
is what we know about the conversion of the one
man we know Paulinus converted: Bede tells us
that the conversion of King Edwin of Northumbria
was a deep conversion, because it was a difficult
conversion. For days on end, for weeks on end,
King Edwin sat in his hall, Bede says, searching
his soul, trying to decide between the gods of his
pagan fathers and the God of Paulinus. It was a
conversion like the conversion St Paul talks about,
when he talks about working out our salvation with
fear and trembling. It was a conversion like the
conversion Jesus talks about, when he talks about
a king counting the cost before he goes to war.
Because King Edwin really was a king, and he was a
man of war, with a kingdom to defend from many
enemies, and a people to defend, and a people to
rule. And though, from Edwin’s point of view, the
faith of Paulinus had a lot to recommend it, there
was something about it that he just could not bring
himself to swallow.
And this thing, Bede says, was humility. Because
for Edwin, humility wasn’t just one Christian virtue
in a long list of attractive Christian virtues, many
of which happened also to be pagan virtues. For
Edwin, humility was the distinguishing feature of
the Christian faith; and the distinguishing feature
of the Christian God. The image of the gods of
his fathers was that of conquering titans in armor,
hurling thunderbolts, and defeating their enemies.
The image of the God of Paulinus was that of a
beaten man, stripped of his garments, dying on a
cross, defeated by his enemies. That, for Edwin,
was the picture of the Christian God: the picture of
humility. And for Edwin, that wasn’t attractive. He
recoiled from that image with horror.
It wasn’t that Edwin was too proud a man to
be humble; it was that he was too wise a king
to be humble. The gods of his fathers inspired
Northumbrians to live and die for glory. The God
of Paulinus inspired Christians to live and die for
what they called glory; but what to a noble pagan

looks like shame. Death by crucifixion:
that’s what the Christians call the wisdom
of God. But for a wise king who has wars
to wage and people to rule, that looks like
folly. Humility is the sort of thing that
will lose a king his kingdom, and lose a
kingdom its glory, and lose people their
lives.
Well in the end, after searching his soul
and counting the cost, King Edwin chose to
place his faith in the God who was beaten
by his enemies. That was his conversion.
Are we as converted as he was?

In lieu of having the mind of Christ, maybe we
would profit by putting on the mind of Edwin the
pagan, who did not think humility was a good
idea, or a harmless idea, and who would have been
insulted if anyone had called him humble. Because
he recognized humility for what it is, for the folly
it is; and the way it loses kings their kingdoms,
loses men their glory, and strips us of our armor,
and strips and peels all the whitewash off our
tombs, and leaves us naked and defenseless before
God, and before our neighbors, and before our
enemies. +

When it comes to our physical appearance,
or our physical fitness, or our athletic
prowess, or our intellectual gifts, most
of us are usually self-conscious enough
to be modest, or self-conscious enough
to be self-deprecating, because we know
other people find that charming. We’re
just barely converted enough to think that
humility is a good idea, and a harmless
idea. We’re just barely converted enough to
be flattered when people call us humble.

“With God's help” . . . . . . . .
........Something that has different meanings to many.
For myself it's the understanding of knowing you
can't do all things right without the help of God.
Allowing yourself to be weakened by an unknown
soul allows the hardness your life has created to
soften. In today’s society, admitting a moment of
fear because you feel you are not strong enough
to stand alone separates those who can't stand
without a physical presence. You don't need to see
someone to know in your heart they are there.
God has always said do what you know you
can do, saying you can do it. But failing to act
doesn't promote the righteousness you claim to
have. He wants us to be weakened for him, he
wants the glory he deserves for the blessings he
has given.

When I decided to surrender the human form
of life given and receive the spiritual form waiting
for me, I realized I was never weak in the first
place. You are given powers with the intention of
God determining your place in His life. You are
set from birth to be pure, to be righteous, but
temptations may be brought upon you to drive
the direction of your heart. Give yourself to him
to assure him he made the right decision of giving
you life. +
by Maygen L. Bussing
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LOVING THE CHURCH

by Deacon Sandy Tatem

One of my favorite theologians is
Henri Nouwen, a Dutch Catholic
priest and writer. Some of his writings include “The Wounded Healer” and “Life of the Beloved: Spiritual Living in a Secular World”, but
perhaps his most famous or familiar writing is “The Return of the Prodigal Son”. I
am so stimulated by his writings that I subscribe
to a Nouwen daily meditation, which greets me
each morning when I awaken and check my “in
box”……

through this valley of tears, singing songs of
praise and thanksgiving, listening to the voice of
their Lord, and eating together from the bread
that keeps multiplying as it is shared. When we
remember that, we may be able to say, “‘I love
the Church, and I am glad to belong to it.’”
“Loving the Church is our sacred duty. Without
a true love for the Church, we cannot live in it in
joy and peace. And without a true love for the
Church, we cannot call people to it.”

Recently Nouwen’s meditations focused on the
Church. It moved me to share some of his
thoughts on the Church because the Church is
such an important part of my life, and all of our
lives at St. John’s as we commit ourselves to share
our gifts in a variety of ways, and most importantly, as we worship together as brothers and
sisters in Christ .

Finally, Nouwen tells us that “loving the Church
does not require romantic emotions. It requires
the will to see the living Christ among his people and to love them as we want to love Christ
himself. This is true not only for the “little”
people – the poor, the oppressed, the forgotten – but also for the “big” people who exercise
authority in the Church.”

According to Nouwen, “we often hear the remark
that we have to live in the world without being of
the world. But it may be more difficult to be in
the Church without being of the Church. Being
of the Church means being so preoccupied and
involved in the many ecclesial affairs and clerical
“ins and outs” that we are no longer focused on
Jesus. The Church then blinds us from what we
came to see and deafens us to what we came to
hear. Still, it is in the Church that Christ dwells,
invites us to his table, and speaks to us words of
eternal love. Being in the Church without being
of it is a great spiritual challenge.”

“To love the Church means to be willing to meet
Jesus wherever we go in the Church. This love
doesn’t mean agreeing with or approving of
everyone’s ideas or behavior. On the contrary,
it can still call us to confront those who hide
Christ from us. But whether we confront or
affirm, criticize or praise, we can only become
fruitful when our words and actions come from
hearts that love the Church.”

Nouwen goes on to tell us that “loving the
Church often seems close to impossible. Still, we
must keep reminding ourselves that all people
in the Church – whether powerful or powerless,
conservative or progressive, tolerant or fanatic – belong to that long line of witnesses moving

Nouwen’s meditations on the Church prompted
me to, once again, be aware of my own shortcomings, and awakened me to the true meaning of “Loving the Church”. As I share his
thoughts, we are reminded that it is inside these
holy walls – that which we call “the church”- is
where we experience true warmth, peace and
love, deeply rooted in our loving Lord. +
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I want to share a happy story with you!

by Gail Richardson

I volunteer with an organization that lends money to people who do not qualify for conventional loans,
so that they can start a business, or repair a building, or buy a home. For years the staff had wanted to
do something about the lot at the back of their building, an unsightly mess of vegetation surrounded by
a rusting chain-link fence. But they lacked both time and resources. And then a small miracle occurred.
Inspired by the mural mosaic
installed at the new home of
Capital Roots in Troy, my friend
Lissa, who is the CLF Community
Relations staff person, contacted
the artist, who came to see the
large blank wall behind the vacant
lot and submitted a proposal. The
neighbors were asked what they
would like to see: birds, flowers,
and butterflies! Donations were
received for this “extra” project; the
chair of the art department for the
Albany City School district loved
the idea, and during the next year
over two thousand school children,
from every school in Albany,
guided by their teachers, made
thousands of tiles. People from
the neighborhood made tiles; police officers
working in the neighborhood made tiles; friends
of the neighborhood made tiles. Meanwhile, the
Glenmont Lowe’s community service project got
involved, and agreed to clean up the lot, install a
new fence, build planter boxes, and supply picnic
tables. Other organizations joined in, adding
many hours of volunteer labor. As the project
neared completion, funding was running out,
but within three weeks the additional funds were
raised. In early September, the new Sheridan
Hollow Commons was formally opened and the
mural “unveiled” before a large crowd of public
officials, neighbors, teachers, and volunteers. The
Albany Police Department provided a cookout,
games for the children, and a movie.
At a time when there is so many bad things
going on, it was wonderful to see the children,
their teachers, the local police, city officials, and
the neighborhood engaged so happily together
in making something beautiful. +

photos from timesunion.com, used with permission

A SINGLE MOTHER FINDS GOD
reflections from Deacon Paul Carney

The below article came from Christian-Faith.Com. When I read it I could
not help but think about the many sermons that have been given at St.
John's that reflect this very theme – that God works in mysterious ways.
When all else fails and we are at the end of our rope we focus on Jesus as if
by tying a knot. Keep your eyes on Jesus and when you least expect it he
will show up and make things right for you. This may not always be the
answer that you wanted but when you step back and look at the big picture
you will see the little sparkling jewels that Jesus has set in your life and
realize God is good.
The sermons that I refer to above are so abundantly reflected and lived
out here at St. John's. Whether or not you realize this I can see this laid
out every week when I look around at our very diverse, loving and caring
parishioners, or should I say the one word that that says it all: FAMILY. As
the article says, "I was so moved by this church". Just last week I talked to
two people that came to St. John's "just looking". Both of them told me they
liked what they saw and this is a reflection on what our St. John's family has
to offer. +
I’m a single mother, and I have suffered greatly over the years….. So here I am 26,
depressed, feeling hopeless, alone, couldn’t get out of bed, gaining over 50 lbs, lost my
job, and much more. Than out the blue I get a call from my daughter’s father, that has
not seen us in 3 1/2 years. Say he wants to be a father. He tells me stories of how he has
been clean from drugs and alcohol for over two years…..He starts giving me testimony
on how Jesus changed his life. He is now a minister of god’s word and does great works
for Jesus.
When I decided to let him see his daughter, I told him I needed a safe place for them
to meet for the first time. It was Easter weekend and he suggested that we meet at his
church…..So to church we went.…..I was so moved by this church….. I started asking
questions about Jesus and Christian life…... I finally prayed at home I asked Jesus to
bless me with his spirit. A few days later my daughter, her father, and I attended a youth
rally in Michigan.
They were over 1000 people there just loving Jesus and it moved me. I went home
that evening and …... I had a dream. I was at a rally like I had just attended that evening.
The youth minister…..called for someone to receive the Holy Spirit. Just then I started
to speak in tongues and ….. as I lay in my bed a weight came over me, and a tingling
sensation. Than as a mighty rush, fire burned through my body and centered on my heart
and I could feel my heart being filled with his love and joy.…..Then suddenly a vision
of Jesus’ profile came over me and…..his eyes with the greatest twinkle and fire in
them…..
Two days later at church I got up and gave my testimony and was Baptized in Jesus
name for the remission of my sins. And here I start my New Birth in Christ. Since then
I have broke the curse on my family and aliments have left me. I am so excited to go
to church all the time. I have a great new job, I have lost 20lbs, and my depression is
no longer…..Oh how Jesus keeps blessing me!! The bible says, he is the comforter and
counselor. It is true, I feel an everlasting comfort that could have only come from God.
And he keeps counseling me in everything I do.
Sincerely Gods child,
Heather

JUST A THOUGHT
I have recently returned
home from my annual
Deacon’s retreat. At the
close we were given a
quote from our presenter
from West Virginia, Bishop
Mark. “I am because We
are.” As I thought about
this I immediately thought
about St. John’s. This so
perfectly describes our
family at St. John’s. Just
think about it for a minute.
St. John’s family exists
because We Are. What I
mean by this is that each
and every parishioner is
an intricate part of our
family. Each and every
ministry as individual as
they are builds on each
other and makes us one
or makes us “I am.” I
want to thank each and
everyone of you for being
part of my family at St.
John’s. Many blessings to
you all. +

St. John’s Journal + page 6

By God’s Grace – Help for Minelie
by Lisa Thorn

St. John’s has had a decades-long relationship with the
Church of the Holy Spirit in Lascahobas, Haiti. We
support our sister parish and school there with monetary donations, supplies for the school, and visits to the
site to foster an ongoing partnership. We have hosted
the priest and others among our Haitian brothers and
sisters here in New York.
On an April 2016 trip, five of us met in Lascahobas
with the Pierre family, who invited us to a party at their
home after celebrating the baptism of their youngest
child. Minelie Pierre, the mother of five children, is
suffering from cancer of the thyroid gland, diagnosed
several years ago. She did receive some treatment but
the tumor persisted, recurred, and is enlarging. Her
children range from one year old to teenagers. Minelie
and her family photos are here, with her permission.
Through the kindness of our medical community and
local connections, we were able to offer her definitive
care for her cancer here in the Albany area. St. Peter’s
Health Partners and affiliated physicians have agreed to
provide surgical, medical and oncologic care to Minelie. Members of our church, particularly from the Haiti

committee and the Health Ministry team, have
offered to house and transport Minelie during
her diagnosis and treatment locally. We anticipate
this to occur in January of 2017, when Minelie
will spend a month, or longer if needed, to receive
definitive treatment for her disease.
In a world where disadvantaged populations are
shunned and corrupt governments prevent effective healthcare, we must persist in reaching out
to people in need. Please keep Minelie, her lovely
family and our many friends in Lascahobas in
your prayers as she embarks on this journey. +

Our friend, Marge Young,
has moved to Bennington, Vermont.
Her son-in-law, Michael Bach, a Troy
photographer, tells us it's an easy 45
minute drive on Route 7 to see her.
(Michael used to faithfully bring
Marge to worship at St. John’s on
Sundays. He took these photographs
of Marge and has kindly shared them
with us.) He tells us Marge’s new
home of 24 residents is beautifully
situated and that it has religious services. We can imagine Marge there,
steadfast and intent, as she was with
us on Sundays at St. John’s. Michael
reports that Marge is happy about the
move; she seems to be younger and
like she was while still living in Staten
Island, six years ago. Marge and her
family send us their best wishes. And
we send them ours. We love you,
Marge!
If you would like directions or to call
or write to Marge, please stop at St.
John’s office and ask Helene for her
contact information. +
above: Marge
in the summer
of 2014
left: Marge
with her two
daughters and
niece in Troy
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BIBLE READING WITH KIDS

by Angie Schlossberg

Adam
Eve
Noah
Abraham
Sarah
Hagar
Ishmael
Isaac
Rebekah
Jacob
Leah
This list of names
Rachel
Joseph
is from the Bible
Moses
passages referenced
Aaron
Joshua
in “The Essential 100
Deborah
Samson Challenge.” Who are
Naomi
they? Do you know?
Ruth
Hannah
Just as importantly, do
Samuel
Eli
your children know who
Saul
these people are? If not,
David
Goliath
it’s time to dust off that
Jonathan
Solomon Bible and get to know
Elijah
them!
Daniel
Jonah
Herod
Elizabeth
John the Baptist
Mary
Joseph
Jesus
Peter
John
Lazarus
Mary of Bethany
Judas
Pilate
Mary Magdalene
Stephen
Paul

Question: How many of each species of
animal did Moses take onto the ark?
Answer: Zero. Moses didn’t take any
animals onto the ark. That was Noah.
(joke told by Joe Schlossberg)

The new year is nearly upon us and many of us will soon be making
New Year’s resolutions. I’d like to propose one that has to do with
literacy--biblical literacy for you and for your children. Numerous
studies have shown that children who have been read to at home
are more likely to do well in all aspects of formal education. The
benefits of reading aloud, and being read to by your parents, extend
well beyond increased reading skills. It helps children develop selfdiscipline, critical thinking and enhanced concentration. It also
closens and deepens the parent-child relationship.
But what about Biblical literacy? Many of us have developed a
discipline of prayer, which helps to keep us in touch with God—but
some of us struggle to listen to God, or to understand how God could
possibly speak to us. One of the ways God speaks to us is through the
Scriptures. People who add regular Bible reading to their prayers find
that their prayers, and their relationship with God, begin to change.
If you’ve never read the Bible before, it’s an intimidating book to
open. But inside all that dense typeface is a collection of unforgettable
stories, poetry and wisdom that changes people’s lives. Children
(and adults) who become familiar with this literature enjoy a
foundation for their faith which our Sunday worship services can’t, by
themselves, provide.

One way to remedy this situation is to set a goal of
reading scripture together as a family at least once a
week—but twice a week is at least twice as helpful!
Each family is different, and what works for one
family may not work for another, but this is what has
worked for us. At the Schlossberg residence, it works
best to do our Bible reading (or “Bible story/picture
book”)reading for young kids) right after dinner,
while we are still at the table. We usually take turns
reading the passages (when our kids were younger,
it worked best if only a parent read). We use one of
the easy-to-read translations - an NIV with fairly
large print, a straightforward layout, and attractive
photography and graphics. Once the passage has
been read aloud, we discuss it by asking our kids to
retell the story in their own words and to tell us, and
each other, what they think of it. What motivates
the characters? Why do they say what they say or do
what they do? Do they make good choices? What are
the consequences of their choices? How does God or
Jesus respond to their choices? Do we make similar
choices?

to him. (If you let your children participate in
asking the question, they will become comfortable
with the idea of putting questions to their clergy.)
One last thing. Don’t attempt to read the Bible all
the way through at first. Do a “Cliff-notes”
approach, just hitting the main stories, using a
guide like “The Essential 100 Challenge” to get
an overview (available in St. John’s church library).
If your children are really young, just use a Bible
storybook, like “The Jesus Storybook Bible”, then
graduate to another bible storybook with more
text, until they are ready for the Bible itself
(probably around age eight or nine). Using “The
Essential 100 Challenge” readings just twice a
week would mean you and your family would be
done with a scripture overview in just one year!
Developing your child’s biblical literacy is an
opportunity to foster an open and relaxed
communication about the things in life that really
matter. Don’t miss out! +

After the discussion has concluded, one person gets
the privilege of “illustrating” one aspect of
the story. We use discarded wallpaper rolls to create
“scrolls” that can keep the story “linear.” They also
look and feel like the scrolls on which the books of
the Old Testament were originally written, and make
our kids feel like they are creating an ancient artifact.
(But blank, bound journals work just as well.) While
the “illustrator” is working on his/her drawing, the
rest of the family clears the table and washes the
dishes (never underestimate the power of a reprieve
from chores as a motivator!) More often than not,
the illustrations take a humorous twist, but as long
as they demonstrate that they were listening, we’re
fine with that. (The stories themselves often take a
humorous twist!) After our dinner chores are done,
we all gather to see the final drawing.
Now, you may be saying, “well that’s all fine and
good for the Schlossbergs, but they have a priest to
guide them. I’m not able to do that!” Oh, but you are
able! You don’t need a priest to do your interpreting
for you. And there is a value in simply learning the
story and letting the story challenge us. For some
families, of course, having a good study Bible with
explanatory notes can be helpful, and our priest is
always willing to answer questions you want to email

above: Angie singing with her son Isaac
opposite page: scene from Angie’s parenting group
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What do you do when real life is
scarier than fiction?

by Sandra Hutchison

I once wrote a blog post about
how real life can date your book.
Technology and social media change
so fast, for example. Events can date
it, too. My first novel, The Awful
Mess, was set in a small town in New
Hampshire during the debate about Bishop Gene
Robinson, the first openly gay man elected to that
office. Marriage equality also comes up for discussion.
This was not a major part of the book, but certainly
part of what drove me to write it. And in most of
the Episcopal Church, if not this diocese, all that has
become old business, dating my novel. And that is fine
with me.
I have a third novel coming out at the end of this
month, Bardwell’s Folly, that takes on viral shaming
and race. The heroine makes an insensitive joke in a
private setting, which eventually gets made public and
earns her some infamy and even some death threats
(mostly because her white father had written THE
novel about slavery in his day). This sets her off an
adventure into her family’s secret past and, well, she
gets schooled.
At least one of my early readers – perhaps ironically,
the only one in a multiracial marriage, with
multiracial kids – thought I was overdoing it. What
was the likelihood that anybody would care about

CREATOR OF ALL FLESH, BLESS ALL THE
INHABITANTS OF OUR COUNTRY WITH YOUR
SPIRIT. MAY CITIZENS OF ALL RACES AND
CREEDS FORGE A COMMON BOND IN TRUE
HARMONY TO BANISH HATRED AND BIGOTRY
AND TO SAFEGUARD THE IDEALS AND FREE
INSTITUTIONS THAT ARE THE PRIDE AND
GLORY OF OUR COUNTRY.
AMEN
prayer submitted by Judi Goyer

from Ruth Marcus: “A Prayer for America”,
troyrecord.com

this marginally-famous person’s bad joke? Who
really made threats like my heroine or her African
American friend received?
Some people did, I told her. I’d seen it. I literally
once came across a black baby doll in a noose hung
on a rack in the thrift store where I was volunteering
(not at St. John’s). And I could point her to plenty of
news stories of threats various people had received.
John Ronson’s riveting book You’ve Been Publicly
Shamed profiles a number of people whose lives
were turned upside down when a group went after
them on social media. Ronson compares it to the old
stocks in the town square.
Of course, it could be I’m fascinated by this because
I’m just the kind of tactless person who could easily
be in that situation someday. But that’s not my real
concern. Because suddenly the situation in my new
novel seems positively quaint. The current eruption
of expressions of racial and ethnic hatred all across
the country is worse than anything I can remember
seeing. And I grew up in the South during fights
over desegregation, while George Wallace was
running for President.
Today Jewish reporters routinely receive threats of
gassing and ovens and concentration camps, some
darkly mentioning their home addresses and their
children’s names, threats they say they’ve never
heard in their lives before. And Jews are hardly the
only group that is being targeted: Muslims, African
Americans, LGBTQ, Latinos, immigrants (or their
American-born children or grandchildren), women,
even people with Trump signs in their yard are all
reporting disturbing incidents. According to sources
like the Southern Poverty Law Center the rate of
these is way up. For example, the FBI reported a 67%
increase in hate crimes against Muslims in 2015.
This is appalling.
I sincerely hope it all dies down, and not just
because it dates my work. I trust that the people
of St. John’s would agree that we are called as
Christians to love all our neighbors, especially at a
time when they need that the most. +

THE TRAIN

by David Hunn

At a Vestry retreat many years ago we discussed faith
and belief. It was a time when the Diocesan Bishop
said we should all be of one mind, faith should be total
and unquestioning, and the Bible read and accepted as
“plain talk.” His theology was promoted whenever and
wherever it could be.

passes through spiritually bleak, barren, terrible
lands strewn with innocent bodies. Read the
newspapers to see the damage mankind and nature
does. Evils such as these raise serious questions
about an all-powerful God, not simply swept away
as “the work of the devil”.

So, our discussion on faith that day was candid and
lively. St. John’s was and is a parish with diverse views
on matters of faith and how morality is defined, and
ranges from conservative to progressive. The author
vividly remembers the metaphor that Pat Rielly created
on what he called The Pentecostal Express:

Is all that evil a test of faith? You bet! Some people
simply end their journey, convinced that the train
ride is not for them, not relevant.

Faith [or belief, or spiritual growth] is like a journey on a
train. It has many stops on its way to a final destination.
Contrary to what we were being told at the time, the
spiritual journey - train ride - is not always a Pentecostal
Express to “Transformation” for everyone.
Some Christians (and others) do get on an Express – a
full and fast ride to conversion, unquestioning (?) belief
in the power of faith, their Lord, and God. Sometimes
this train ride depends on how they “got their ticket”.
Others get on the train to see where the journey
takes them. Is it always simple, straightforward,
unquestioned? In the author’s opinion, that depends
on the individual. Others might call any individualistic
viewpoint “arrogant”. We’re all different.
Which station stop is yours? This to the author is a
matter of individual heart and mind. Which stop is
comforting? What stop touches your soul; “shows” you
God? Which stop offers the most promise – which is
“home”?
Not all station stops mean unquestioning acceptance of
every Christian belief, perhaps just some of those beliefs
and values: love of family, the miracle of seeing a child
born, the beauty of art and music (or even the concept
of beauty!) and nature. So many wonderful visions and
feelings demonstrate the presence of a higher being – at
least to the author.
But all is not beauty and light in this world. The train

There are lots of ways to think of this metaphor for
your spiritual journey: smooth ride, bumpy ride,
super fast, derailments, branch lines. As the travel
ads say:
It’s not the destination, it’s the journey! +

I WENT THERE
ONCE
by Bill Muller

I went there once
And, oh, the intensity!
I went there once again
And, the Power overwhelmed!!
It seeks me now
As I seek It.
The more I seek It,
The more It seeks me.
The Power overcomes…
FOREVER!
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Health, Holiness, and
Abundant Life

from St. John’s Community Health Ministry

The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy. I came
that they may have life and have it abundantly.
(John 10:10)
When Therese told me the Health Ministry’s theme
for this season, its triangle of ideas started to turn in
my head. They each seemed distinct from each other
while interconnected, balanced like the three-spoked
wheel in ancient drawings of the Trinity, symbols
that show what the word “trinity” says about how we
perceive God: that we can only begin to understand
him as he is in relationship to himself, and that we can
see each aspect of him best by turning the wheel.
As I turn the words “health, holiness, and abundant
life” in my head, I notice myself fill with longing. As if
I haven’t eaten in a while and these words are hot dogs,
my immediate response to them is “I want them now,
can I have them all?” Then, as longing tends to make
me feel, I get anxious. And now I feel I am at a hot dog
eating contest and I doubt my hunger will be satisfied;
I fear someone or something with a more powerful
appetite will take what I want away from me.
Being ill for years from tick-borne disease in mind,
body, and spirit (try though I did, I found there is no
way to separate the relationship of those three in me)
filled me with hunger for health. I had to have it; it
seemed that without health I could not have abundant
life. Holiness evaded me also as my outlook became
clouded; as Jesus warned about in Luke 11:35, the
light in me was becoming darkness. In my blindness,
I groped around to find nourishment from whatever
was left. I took a few squirts of holiness from that
condiment tray served with God: words of the Bible
and of saints, “help me” prayers and kindnesses from
those who had God and health and seemed (but
perhaps weren’t) much better off than I was. It seemed
these things would eventually give me enough strength
to crack open a way to get out of myself.
It seemed this intense desire to get out was all God
was waiting for. It seemed God rushed in and began
to feast on all I had left: my heart. I say this because as
I began to heal, my painful longing to be healed only
grew. It seemed God’s answer to my wanting to be
healed was only to enlarge my desire, to fatten it up for
God’s self. And though God knew I believed I had little

by Brynna Carpenter Nardone

to offer, God invited friends in to also eat.
God’s presence brought Holiness, who was
no longer just a squirt but had grown and was
still growing. Treading on its heels, undeniable
in existence because of my great longing for it,
was Abundant Life. And then, sauntering in last,
came that beefcake Health, now within my reach
because it had been made-over in my perception
of it: now health meant being healthy enough to
desire it and its friends more than I had been able
to when I was well.
“Desire is the faculty which receives, so the
bigger our desire is, the more we can receive,”
Dominican friar Simon Tugwell wrote. He makes
it sound as if you win hot dogs forever simply by
being the hungriest to show up to hot dog-eating
contest. The Beatitudes seem to say that as well.
Tugwell goes on, “Our part in this life is to learn
to want largely and earnestly enough to make us
capable of the infinite rightness of God’s kingdom.
The more we try to tame and reduce ourselves
and our desires and hopes, the more we deceive
and distort ourselves. We are made for God and
nothing less will really satisfy us.”
Letting our insatiable desires flow from us in
relationship to God—confessed and offered rather
than suppressed or distorted — is healthy, and
this sort of health in our relationship with God
allows us to feast on abundant life. Holiness grows
and fruits spontaneously and unselfconsciously
from desires that are offered to God. This kind
of holiness heals and nourishes; it never reduces,
tames or shames; that is why we who visit the sick
and the needy look forward to the abundance
we receive from them. This is why those who ask
for healing while still full of sickness and doubt,
maybe even while feeling destroyed, have a special
ministry to those of us who think we are healthy,
and why we need hungry and bereaved people -the people Jesus called “blessed” -- to pray for us.
Health, holiness and abundant life can be
achieved in entirety if we don’t try to separate one
from the other or try to remove how they appear
in our lives from our lives. The wheel turns and
we lose sight of health. But when one spoke on

the wheel seems to have turned away, another is
seen. Many who suffer have found the God who
suffers, Christ in his passion, turning up for them
when their health goes down. When we cry to
Almighty God to satisfy our desire to be healed,
we turn toward holiness. And if we dig in with
our holiness as we slip, as our desires become too
confused or seem overabundant, we may find
that it is the Holy Spirit, with its appetite large as
the wind, who has shown up demanding to be
fed in us. And when we no longer deny or tame
or reduce our desires for all the things of God,
but hunger for them earnestly for ourselves and
each other, then we share in the abundant life of
Christ. This is a feast for everyone of everything
that is beyond the reach of all that can steal, kill
or destroy. +

The Blessed Smile
by John Ballard

Always a Cheerful!
A smile of Faces!
Blessed are Fathers!
O bless our God!
Always bring a happy smile,
Newborn crying a blessing!
A joyful smile for the baby,
Smiles of all sizes wide!
A big one and a tiny little smile!
Happy for your life and the past
The funny ones of me and you!
Best of all, my and your loving spouses’ smiles.
They are our loves and joys!
Jesus loves the little children,
Come in, Sue, with a big smile!
You are beautiful to make funny faces smile.
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+

God shows up in the
most wonderful ways to
fill our souls – like the
love of siblings. You hope
siblings will be kind and
look out for one another
but we are overjoyed
when they show such
true care, concern and
love for each other!
+ Love, the Kellys

We love
you,
Father
Steve!
And
not just
because
you
smell like
cannoli. +

+ The Journal reflects the gifts and
personalities of St. John’s community
for the good of our faith and as an
offering to God. +

Thank you, everyone who helped restore the 9,000
sq ft former St. Patrick’s rectory on 6th St, Troy, into a new
home for Oaks of Righteousness, a mission church of the
Albany Episcopal Diocese, and our friends. We know who
you are and we love you! +

