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ADVENT/ CHRISTMAS 2016
• Candelight Meditation: Wednesdays, December 7, 14, and 21, 6:00-7:00 p.m.
• Advent Lessons and Christmas Carols featuring the choir and St. John’s youth:

Sunday, December 18, 10:00 a.m.

• Christmas Eve Services: Saturday, December 24, 4:00 and 10:00 p.m.
Andrew Mace will ring the chimes at 9:30 p.m. and the choir will sing at the late service.
• Christmas Day: Sunday, December 25, 8:00 a.m.

ADVENT

by Mary Bouchard

When I look at the calendar and see that Advent is
approaching, it always fills me with relief. The year is almost
over. It will soon be Christmas. Even before I became
religious, I always sensed that there was something very
special about Christmas time. When times were hard for
my family, I looked to Christmas knowing that as long as
we had that celebration, we would make it through another
year. That feeling remains with me today. Something about
the Christmas season has the power to fill me with hope
when I am most in need. I think that is why I have come to
treasure the silent Advent prayer services here at St. John’s so
much. They afford me time to simply sit and enjoy a sense of
peace and expectant longing. Something about darkness and
candlelight captures for me everything the season is about.
When I was a child, we had the luxury of having a real
fireplace in our home. We used it most often in December,
when the living room was filled with our tree and all the other
Christmas decorations. I would sit in front of it, mesmerized
by the dancing fire, and bathing in the soft glow of the lights
from the tree. I think that fireplace taught me stillness. Even
though I was just a child, and would never have thought of
it in those terms back then, I realize now that I was waiting
expectantly for the Lord. Even then, I think I realized that
what I was waiting for was more than just a special day with
my grandparents and lots of food and presents. It seemed to
me every Christmas morning that what we were waiting for
had not yet come, and there was something else, something
for which we would continue to wait, maybe forever.
Now I know what I am waiting for. Along with countless
Christians the world over, I am waiting for the day when
Jesus returns. It may sound strange, but sometimes as I sit
in the quiet dark of the candlelit church each Wednesday in
Advent, the expectation builds in me to an almost impossible
intensity. I find myself wondering if Jesus might not just
walk in through the doors. What would it be like if he did?
I can only imagine, and sometimes that is exactly what I
do. When Advent gives way each year to Christmas Day, I
wonder: when is Jesus coming? Is he? Every year we celebrate
the advent of his birth to remember that he came into this
world for us. Sometimes that alone is what gives me the
hope to carry on for another year, and to continue waiting. +
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1st Sunday in Advent

drawing by Stephen Schlossberg

Matthew 24:36-44
"But about that day and hour no one knows, neither the angels of heaven, nor the Son,
but only the Father. For as the days of Noah were, so will be the coming of the Son
of Man. For as in those days before the flood they were eating and drinking, marrying
and giving in marriage, until the day Noah entered the ark, and they knew nothing until
the flood came and swept them all away, so too will be the coming of the Son of Man.
Then two will be in the field; one will be taken and one will be left. Two women will be
grinding meal together; one will be taken and one will be left. Keep awake therefore,
for you do not know on what day your Lord is coming. But understand this: if the owner of the house had known in what part of the night the thief was coming, he would
have stayed awake and would not have let his house be broken into. Therefore you also
must be ready, for the Son of Man is coming at an unexpected hour.” +

A VOICE IN THE DESERT

by Lisa Thorburn

Author’s note: This story took place in May of 2005, when I was
stationed overseas. I spent 23 years in the military and retired
right after I came home and had care of the girls. When the story
took place I was working in Information Operations but most of
my career was spent as a speech writer and public affairs person.

I was jogging around our base in Tikrit, Iraq. As I
rounded the corner I could see the front gate and was
glad the run was almost over. Then, as I headed for
the final stretch, a voice in my head said, “Take cover
behind the wall.”
I looked up and did not see any imminent danger.
There were no missiles in the sky, the alarm bell was
not sounding, and everything was relatively quiet. I
kept jogging, assuming that the paranoia of being on
a battlefield had begun to take its toll on me. Then
I paused for a moment as I got closer to the wall
because my brain was screaming, “Take cover!”
Suddenly, I heard a bloodcurdling scream coming
from the front gate. As I whipped my head around
I saw a huge ball of flames, and then everything
went black. When I woke up I was at the medical
station with the medic staring down at me. I was
confused about what was going on. The medic told
me to hang on a minute and went off. He brought
back one of the other medics with whom I had done
a great deal of work during my deployment. Jim put
his hand on my shoulder and said, “Ma’am, you were
the only survivor. Do you remember anything that
happened?”
I was stunned and couldn’t speak. Jim told the others
that I might be in shock. I looked at him puzzled and
said, “All I remember is screaming, a large bang, and
then a fire ball. The fire ball was about a mile across.”
Jim nodded and said that would make sense because
it was a tanker full of explosives that detonated at the
gate. I instantly felt sick. I knew there were always six
guards stationed at the gate. I asked about them and
Jim repeated quietly, “You are the only survivor.”
And with that I became consumed with “survivor
guilt.”

Once released, I went back to my bunk, where I found
glass had shattered all over my bed and belongings. My
roommates greeted me enthusiastically and asked how
I survived. I explained that I had heard a voice telling
me to stay behind the wall and so I did though I did not
know why. My closest friend, Kathy, said quite simply,
“Well, you have a divine purpose; that much is for
sure.” I doubted her. After all I was a single person with
no real purpose in life, so that could not be the case.
A few weeks later, I received an e-mail from Robin, the
mother of a girl named Erica who I had been a “big
sister” to for the past six years. Its message was simple:
“Linda, Child Protective Services took Marissa. Can
you please get her back when you come home?”
Marissa was Robin’s grandchild and Erica’s niece. I
knew her and had taken care of her on many occasions
prior to my deployment. I was confused, though. I was
a “big sister,” a volunteer, not an official foster parent.
When I went back to my bunk I sat staring off into
space. Kathy came over to me and said, “What’s up
with you?”
I told her about the e-mail I had received. Kathy and
I had been friends for years, so she had met Erica
and Marissa. She gripped my shoulder and stared
at me intently. “Linda, don’t you see? You survived
the explosion to be a mother!” I shook my head in
disagreement; after all foster care is temporary. But
Kathy shook her head firmly and said, “No your
purpose is to be Marissa’s mother.”
When I returned home I did in fact go through the steps
to gain custody of Marissa. I learned she had a sister,
Mary, who no one had mentioned, so I took her, too.
After fostering them for two years, I adopted Marissa
and Mary. Kathy was right. That voice saved me for a
very special purpose, to be a mom to two wonderful
young girls. +
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2nd Sunday in Advent

Baptism of jesus by Brynna Carpenter Nardone

Matthew 3: 1-12
In those days John the Baptist appeared in the wilderness of Judea, proclaiming,
"Repent, for the kingdom of heaven has come near."
This is the one of whom the prophet Isaiah spoke when he said, "The voice
of one crying out in the wilderness: 'Prepare the way of the Lord, make his paths
straight.'"
Now John wore clothing of camel's hair with a leather belt around his waist,
and his food was locusts and wild honey. Then the people of Jerusalem and all
Judea were going out to him, and all the region along the Jordan, and they were
baptized by him in the river Jordan, confessing their sins. But when he saw many
Pharisees and Sadducees coming for baptism, he said to them,
      "You brood of vipers! Who warned you to flee from the wrath to come?
Bear fruit worthy of repentance. Do not presume to say to yourselves, 'We have
Abraham as our ancestor'; for I tell you, God is able from these stones to raise
up children to Abraham. Even now the ax is lying at the root of the trees; every
tree therefore that does not bear good fruit is cut down and thrown into the fire.
I baptize you with water for repentance, but one who is more powerful than I is
coming after me; I am not worthy to carry his sandals. He will baptize you with the
Holy Spirit and fire. His winnowing fork is in his hand, and he will clear his threshing
floor and will gather his wheat into the granary; but the chaff he will burn with
unquenchable fire.” +

MOM

by Wendy Ide Williams
Author’s note: A few thoughts about my mother, Patty Ide Williams who
was a St. John’s parishioner and who loved this church. She was baptized,
married and memorialized here and she was a great influence on my
decision to return where I was also baptized, married and confirmed.

She said “You won’t be late for church?” with a puz-

zled look. I gave her a kiss, leaning over the bed, her
hands bent towards my face. The next time she spoke
was the last and she asked “What time is church, you
won’t be late, will you”? Defining words to a daughter.
When I knew going back to church with mom would
mean as much as she said it did, I left the Cathedral.
For many reasons it appeared to be the right thing. I
think it was at the beginning of the last two years of
her life. There was a sacrificial nature to my act as part
of me held resentments, ones that I often prayed to be
over. The sweetness and bond that became bittersweet
and rare grew stronger as she drew closer to death.
She thought I sang like an angel because she couldn’t,
but I kept telling her it was Angie behind us. At the
peace, she always introduced me to everyone as if I
were a stranger. She began to cry more in church and
I was her witness. Church was always “great” and she
loved every person that worshipped at St. John’s. Her
roots to her healing ran deeply under and over the
pew, giving her everything she needed. God was closest to her there.
She would go to church despite her failing body.
The last time she went, sometime in late January, we
gripped one another as I led her to the healing corner,
where she allowed her transparency to emerge under
the trust and guidance of both Deacon Sandy and Eileen. I knew it was the last time.
So here I was. My mother’s daughter at church. Of
course it was those words, “you won’t be late”, that both
haunted and confounded me. But I think I knew what
she meant.

So it was that mom did go back to church on
March 5th and wasn’t late for the celebration of
her life.
I went back also that day, and the next Sunday
without her. The first time I went alone I was
showered with love from those whom she loved
and I sat bravely, aware of her presence. Then it
got harder. Sometimes I couldn’t stop crying, the
tears coming like little tsunamis and the fright and
embarrassment too great. So I tried sitting off to
the right of her pew. Then I tried the early service,
thinking there would be no association. Acolyting
provided some relief because I was busy serving.
But it was pretty darned hard to make it through
any service without her.
I’m not sure why I went back and I’m not sure why
I go. Last Sunday after a full morning of Daniel, a
service, and a training for acolytes, I was driving
back home along Rt 144. I prayed to connect with
mom in heaven to let her know I was trying to
keep her place, her memory alive. I was overcome
with a feeling of great love, grace and devotion.
In that moment, she spoke to me without words,
knowing well my heart would someday know
why. +
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drawing (detail) by Wendy Ide Williams

Luke 1:46-55

"My soul magnifies the Lord,
and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior,
for he has looked with favor on the lowliness of his servant. Surely, from
now on all generations will call me blessed;

3rd Sunday in Advent

for the Mighty One has done great things for me, and holy is his name.
His mercy is for those who fear him from generation to generation.
He has shown strength with his arm; he has scattered the proud in the
thoughts of their hearts.
He has brought down the powerful from their thrones, and lifted up the
lowly;
he has filled the hungry with good things, and sent the rich away empty.
He has helped his servant Israel, in remembrance of his mercy,
according to the promise he made to our ancestors, to Abraham and to
his descendants forever." +

4th Sunday in Advent
Matthew 1:18-25

Now the birth of
Jesus the Messiah
took place in this
way. When his
mother Mary had
been engaged
to Joseph, but
before they lived
together, she was
found to be with
child from the
Holy Spirit. Her
husband Joseph,
being a righteous
man and unwilling Joseph’s Dream (detail) by Brynna Carpenter Nardone
to expose her to
public disgrace, planned to dismiss her quietly. But
just when he had resolved to do this, an angel of the
Lord appeared to him in a dream and said,
"Joseph, son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary
as your wife, for the child conceived in her is from
the Holy Spirit. She will bear a son, and you are to
name him Jesus, for he will save his people from their
sins."
All this took place to fulfill what had been spoken by
the Lord through the prophet:
"Look, the virgin shall conceive and bear a son, and
they shall name him Emmanuel," which means, "God
is with us."
When Joseph awoke from sleep, he did as the angel
of the Lord commanded him; he took her as his wife,
but had no marital relations with her until she had
borne a son; and he named him Jesus. +

Becoming the Father       
…..The final stage of the spiritual life is to
so fully let go of all fear of the Father that
it becomes possible to become like him. As
long as the Father evokes fear, he remains
an outsider and cannot dwell within me.
But….. my final vocation is indeed to
become like the Father and to live out his
divine compassion in my daily life….. Every
son or daughter has to consciously choose to
step beyond their childhood to become father
and mother for others. It is a hard and lonely
step to take…..but it is a step that is essential
for the fulfillment of the spiritual journey.

This passage is from the conclusion
of Henri Nouwen’s meditation on Jesus’
parable, The Return of the Prodigal Son. He
describes how he first had to see himself as
the ungrateful younger son in the parable –
the one who leaves the home of his father –
and then as the “good” resentful older son
before he could become the loving father
who receives them both. Nouwen found
that, as a loving father, he had to receive the
two sons in himself before he could do this
for others. While writing the conclusion
of his meditation, Nouwen decided to
give up teaching at Harvard to become the
pastor of a community for the intellectually
disabled.
Maybe God chose Joseph to father Jesus
because he had achieved a maturity similar
to Nouwen’s – an integrated self – a man
in whom the desires and disappointments
of young men have settled sufficiently to
find rest in serving others. Maybe this is
why tradition depicts Joseph as an older
man. Maybe God chose Joseph because
he had less baggage than some of us have.
Maybe in a culture that shunned images
of God, Joseph had few negative ones and
he was less inclined to fear the Father than
Christians are. Maybe a culture where the
name “God” was too awesome to speak
instilled humility in Joseph, who lay down
knowing his wife-to-be was pregnant by
someone else and fell asleep.

by Brynna Carpenter Nardone

An angel steps into Joseph’s dream and tells him to
not be afraid to do a thing that was likely humiliating
to a righteous man in his culture – to marry a
pregnant woman – and impossible for a mere man
to perform – to be an adequate father to the Son of
God. But Joseph got up to do what he was told. In
subsequent dreams, the angel no longer bothers to tell
Joseph to not be afraid, he just says “Get up!” and the
family hits the road while it is still night.
In a recent time of personal darkness, I reread
the above quote from Nouwen. As my depression or
relapse into disease – I can never tell which – brought
me back to a familiar sense of isolation and the
negative thoughts began to speak, I answered them
differently than I had before. Rather than trying to
find something or someone to blame for my isolation,
in my fear of being alone I looked through the
darkness and pointed a finger at God.
I asked God, “Is it You who brings me here?” And,
“Why am I afraid of You?”
The thoughts accused the usual suspects: flawed
images of God – authority figures and my own father.
But I never suffered the injustices many children do,
and my father is a nice guy. It’s just that my father was
never as interested in me as I wanted him to be. God
also can seem like a nice guy. In Christian art he often
looks like Santa Claus minus the red suit. Preferable
to my father in some ways and less preferred in
others, God sits in an armchair in the sky but still is
aware enough of me to inventory what I do and to
decide what I deserve. Is this the God whom I fear?
I grew up isolated, an only child of hippies on a
crumbling farmstead. I was ignorant of God but I
communed with nature; the hills around me were the
dependable bosom in which I found rest. But when I
was bullied in school and my mother seemed unwell
and it was night, I lay alone in darkness and missed
my father who was working or sitting in the armchair
downstairs. Sometimes, he would come up and
importantly read books out loud I had read multiple
times before, and this filled my room with a liturgical
sort of joy.
Thinking this way, I could not get to the bottom
of my fear of the Father. And God never answered
my question if it was He who brought me again into
darkness. Reaching for God whom I could not find, I
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found my fear to be rooted in something deeper
than doubt and loneliness. As I lay blind, ignoring
the unhinged thoughts banging in my head as if
in the wind, with no one to blame, I saw my fear
was not that God is not near; my fear is that He is.
If God lives in darkness and dreams, I have to
remain in my own; I must be present here because
this is where God finds me. If God is this near, I
have to accept that there never has been a father
out there to love me enough because the one who
loves me best loves from within me. And if God
is this close, I have to accept that the one who can
speak most sweetly to me does it in silence.
I have to admit that, as many were
disappointed to find it was Jesus who was the
Messiah, I am disappointed to find this is who
God is. I am disappointed that, like Joseph, I
must give up my reasonable expectations about
how my relationships and life should be. I am
disappointed that, being left with God, I find he is
so like me as to use my darkness, my dreams, and
my voice to speak. And I am disappointed that
God is so unlike me that he expects me to act on
my dreams without regard to what others think.
I don’t know now if I fear God or if I fear what
he wants of me. I fear that if I listen to God he will
tell me to get up and go on a long journey; I fear
this journey will be my life. I fear I am inadequate
to protect Jesus as he grows in me and in those
next to me. I fear that if I know Jesus that well, I
will feel his suffering everywhere and it will hurt
me.
The Bible says Joseph was a righteous man
who did what God told him, so I will kvetch in
his stead: To be woken out of a dream by you,
God, into a life different than the one in which I
fell asleep is a heck of a thing. I can try to lose my
fear of the dark and of a father who is perpetually
interested in me; I can choose to not pull the
covers over my head and get up and meet Jesus.
I can even try to take care of Him. But I refuse to
grow up unless You teach me how to be Your baby
first. I can let myself be carried, but I don’t know
how to prepare for a journey with You or where it
will lead. +

About Time
by Ellie O’Reilly

So often in conversation
we speak of there not being
enough time. What does
that mean? Does it mean
that we’re not “doing” the
important (soul-filling)
things first and we might
not get around to them at
all? (I will save the topic of
disciplines within priorities for another time.) This
seems to be true for me,
but I know that the First
Step is awareness.
Advent is coming. How
will I use this sacred time
of waiting for the birth of
Jesus, again, into my heart
as I would receive Him?
But Jesus is here already.
Thank God! Advent is
prep time - to teach me
how much more of Him I
could have should I really
open to Him and make
Him King of my universe.
I found this prayer somewhere, author unknown
(to me). I use it frequently
– who of us isn’t waiting
for someone, something.
This prayer reminds me
that even the waiting time
can be sacred because Jesus
is already here and coming
again to help us all to allow
Him to fill us as only He
can.
Blessed Christmas to all. +
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Simple Advent Resources for People with no extra time
by Gail Richardson

We begin the church year by looking ahead to the celebration of the birth of Jesus at Christmas,

and to His return at the end of time. Because of the pressures of this season, it is hard for many
of us to find some time to spiritually prepare, even though we have this nagging feeling that we
should be doing something! Here are a few possibilities, offered in the hope that you will find the
time and space to slow down.
Weekly, for each of the four Sundays in Advent
*The Advent Wreath. Traditionally, this is a circle made of greenery, with four candles. If you don’t
have a wreath, just find four candles (LED tealights are fine). Light one candle on the first Sunday;
add another candle on each of the successive Sundays. Here are some simple prayers for each week:
First Sunday of Advent
Jesus, you are light even in the darkest places.
Help us to trust in you when we are lost or lonely.
Shine hope into our hearts we pray. Amen.
Second Sunday of Advent
Jesus, you are peace even when there is hatred.
Help us to forgive like you when we are hurt or wounded.
Bring peace into our hearts we pray. Amen.
Third Sunday of Advent
Jesus, you are joy even in the saddest times.
Help us to praise you when we are upset or grieving.
Shine joy into our hearts we pray. Amen.

Wise Man and Pet by Amalia

Fourth Sunday of Advent
Jesus, you are love even if we are afraid.
Help us to pray to you when we are scared or fearful.
Bring love into our hearts we pray. Amen.
(Source: http://www.lords-prayer-words.com/times/advent_prayers.html#ixzz3s8MmPd2S)

*Pick one word that puts you in mind of getting ready for something important. Spend a little
time with it today, thinking about ways in which the promised coming of Jesus affects you.
Here are some ideas to get you started: hope, worry, light, despair, act
*Plan to attend the Wednesday night quiet time at St. John’s at 6:00 pm.
Daily, for each day in Advent
*Pray this prayer: Come, Lord Jesus, come!
*Pray the weekly Advent Wreath prayer each day.
*The daily word for reflection. Here are some suggestions from the Society of St. John the
Evangelist in Cambridge, MA:
http://ssje.org/adventresources/AdventWord_Poster.pdf +

+ Saturday, Dec. 3, from 9 a.m.–1 p.m., St. John’s welcomes parishioners
and the public to its annual ST. NICHOLAS FAIR in the parish hall.
There will be affordably priced original art from Haiti, fragrant balsam
wreaths, budget-friendly gift baskets, locally handmade ornaments, baked
goods, a holiday luncheon, a gift card auction and a $200 grocery give-away.
The thrift shop’s Christmas Room will open at 9 a.m. Come be our guest in
our Tea Room
and bring the
children to
storytime with
St. Nicholas at
10:00 a.m. In
the true spirit
of the season,
there will be
something for
everyone! +
cartoon by Evens
Angulo-Duvil

+ Living Nativity +
+ Join wise men, shepherds, and angels
visiting Mary, Joseph, Baby Jesus and live
animals in the garden at St. John’s from
12:00-2:00 p.m. on Sunday, December
4, during Troy’s Victorian Stroll. The
church will offer warm cider and a tour of
its Tiffany windows, mosaics and murals
from 12:00-4:00 p.m. Andy Mace and an
apprentice will play the chimes at noon. +
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THE BASEMENT ON FIRST STREET by Cynthia Tysiak

In the 1980s, St. John’s parishioners
decided to open a thrift shop to
provide the nearby community
with a place for quality clothing and
housewares. Since then this thrift
shop, known as The Basement on
First Street, has flourished. The shop
is open on Wednesdays and Saturdays
from 9:00 am -12:00 pm and has
an established a customer base.
The shop sells quality adult and
children’s clothing at a bargain price
of $4.00 a bag! There is also a boutique
with top name labels where individual
items sell from $2.00 to $5.00 where else can you find a Pendleton
suit for $5.00 or a gown for $3.00?
Our housewares are from the
mundane to the unusual - we often
have a “what is it” guessing game
on items, but everything always
sells. Our prices on the items? 5
cents to $20.00 - where else can you
find a full set of China for $20.00?
We also hold periodic bag sales
of two bags for $4.00. Winter coats
are a big seller. We give out free
items to needy individuals at any
time. We also provide one free bag
of clothing per month to those who
possess a NY State benefits card.

We have regular
customers who
come one or two
times weekly and
those who wander
in occasionally or
for the first time.
All are welcomed
and encouraged
to return. The
staff, lead by
ever-present Sue
Palmer, always
offers support,
compassion
and friendly
conversation to all and knows many
of our customers on a first-name
basis.
We accept donations from
everyone including parishioners,
neighbors and customers. Our
earnings go directly back into the
surrounding Troy community as
local outreach providing monetary
donations to local charities. Our past
year’s donations are listed in the shop
for all to observe. We rotate our stock
seasonally and donate surplus stock
to Jezreel Industries at those times.
During the Christmas season the
shop has its ever popular Christmas
Room with multiple offerings of
decorations and gift items at very
reasonable prices. On the last Sunday
of Advent, the Christmas Room is
opened to our children to “purchase”
( at no cost) gifts and items for
family.
Although there is faithful, devoted
staff present in the shop, there is
always room for additional workers.
So if you wish to work once a month,
or even once every three months, or
whenever possible, please consider
helping out at The Basement on First
Street. +

Remember to “Smile”
by George Firth

The Holiday Shopping season
is fast approaching. For those of
us who shop on Amazon.com, we
may want to consider making our
purchases through the Amazon
Smile program.
AmazonSmile is a website
operated by Amazon with the
same products, prices, and
shopping features as Amazon.
com. The difference is that when
you shop on AmazonSmile, the
AmazonSmile Foundation will
donate 0.5% of the purchase
price of eligible products to the
charitable organization of your
choice.
Every item available for
purchase on www.amazon.com
is also available on AmazonSmile
(smile.amazon.com) at the
same price. You will see eligible
products marked “Eligible for
AmazonSmile donation” on their
product detail pages.
For more information about
the AmazonSmile program, go
to: smile.amazon.com/about.
When you register for the Smile
program you will be asked to
select from a list of charities and
you can change your selection
at any time. There are many
local organizations eligible to
receive donations, including To
Love a Child, Inc., Unity House,
Joseph’s House, Troy Area United
Ministries, to mention a few, or
just go through the list and find
one you prefer.
Enjoy the ease of internet
shopping and help your favorite
charity at the same time. +

right: drawing by Ben Nardone

above: drawing by MaryAnn Thorburn

Job 8:21

He will once again fill your
mouth with laughter and your
lips with shouts of joy.
right and below::
drawings by Nicole Pratt

Psalm 126: 2-3
Then our mouths were filled with
laughter and our tongues with
joyful songs. Then the nations said,
“The LORD has done spectacular
things for them.” The LORD has
done spectacular things for us. We
are overjoyed.

below: drawing by Joe Schlossberg

above: drawing by Elias Edrington

COMIC relief
FOR the holidays
from St. John’s
cartoonists

right: drawing by Lydia Schlossberg
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drawing by Wendy Ide Williams

