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 Recently  a parishioner who is taking some 
courses relative to her spiritual journey asked me 
some questions regarding her homework assign-
ment.  This task inspired me to look back on my 
Diaconal education – exploring class notes and 
term papers, of which there were several each year 
for three years.   

 The depth of my knowledge and thinking at 
that time nearly 15 years ago was so immature!  As 
I perused the aforementioned materials, I allowed 
myself to journey back many years to further reflect 
on my life.

 Back in the ‘70s our country was torn apart 
by the Vietnam War.  Some of us had loved ones 
who were involved at some level in this historic 
event.  My involvement was through my college 
roommate, whose husband, a doctor, was sent to 
Vietnam, leaving behind his wife, Shirley,  and four 
children.  Shirley was expecting their fifth child 
when the hospital unit in which her husband was 
assigned was bombed, taking his life as he treated 
the ill and injured.  Some years later, Shirley and her 
entourage of five children came to visit us for a few 
days.  Aside from the pandemonium in our home 
from the antics of a total of eight children, Shirley 
displayed such calm, such peace, such knowledge 
that Gary was with the Lord, and that the Lord was 
taking care of her and the children.

First imprEssiONs OF a DEacON
by Father steve schlossberg

 This scenario haunted me, as I searched to 
find what it was in Shirley’s life that could give her 
such comfort, such joy in light of her circumstanc-
es.  I continued to be actively involved in all forms 
of ministry and service in our local church, while I 
continued to search.

 So many events occurred in the ensuing 
years that prompted me to dig deeper–always look-
ing to strengthen that relationship with the Lord, as 
I looked for those missing pieces.   I honestly didn’t 
know those missing pieces were there the entire 
time, but I knew not how to find them.
 
              When I reached out to Bishop Bena for 
admission into the Diaconal program offered in 
the Albany Diocese his words were ”Sandy, you 
are already a Deacon, you just need to go through 
the process”.  That sounded easy enough–and that 
would pull together those missing pieces!   
 
              What I soon learned was that the “process” 
wasn’t easy, and it did not provide answers to all 
those lingering questions.   Only through the diffi-
cult task of daily study, prayer and meditation, cou-
pled with the support of loved ones, was it possible 
for me to begin to become aware of that for which I 
was searching.

 As I reflect back over the years, I find that I 
am still searching.   Many pieces of that puzzle have 
been revealed to me, but I suspect that as I continue 
my spiritual journey, I will continue to be amazed at 
my findings.

 As I begin a new ministry, I will have 
newness to reflect back on.  I have learned so 
much along the way–I know that I cannot leave my 
current ministry without some anxiety and much 
sadness, but I do know that He who is leading me is 
not at all anxious about that which He has planned 
for me.  I know that I must “be flexible while being 
deeply rooted” (Henry Nouwen) as new reflections 
emerge. +

Before I ever visited St. John’s, Troy, I was introduced to 
its Deacons. The first Deacon I met was an Irish cop, who 
sat me down and told me how it is. The second Deacon I 
met was a CFO, who sat me down and told me how it is. 
Now when a cop tells you how it is, that’s a little different 
than when a CFO tells you how it is. But in this case, the 
difference was slight. Using different words, both Deacons 
were telling me how it is in a community they both deeply 
love. 

Lo, those many years ago, that was my first experience with 
Deacon Paul and Deacon Sandy: listening to them talk 
about the church which has won their deepest affection and 
their total devotion. But the first thing the CFO told me 
wasn’t how much she loves St. John’s.  The first thing she 
said was how much the community at St. John’s has blessed 
her. 

That was my first impression of Deacon Sandy: a person on 
whom a community has made an impression—a person, 
that is, who is humble enough to allow a community to 
affect her, to get inside her and to change her. I mention 
this because, now that her ministry among us is changing, 
we are naturally, appropriately moved to recollect and 
appreciate how very deeply she has affected us, and 
the enduring difference she has made in the life of our 
community. But I believe she has been able to make that 
difference chiefly because she is a person who is always 
willing to be changed.  

Her willingness to be changed—her 
desire to be changed—changes the way 
she serves others.  She really doesn’t 
presume to tell anyone how it is; she 
speaks to us as a fellow student, a fellow 
disciple, who doesn’t pretend to have all 
the answers, who is still learning, still 
struggling to comprehend the whole 
gospel, the goodness of God and the 
sorrows of life. Among many other 
things, that explains why Deacon Sandy 
has never had a problem accepting and 
positively embracing people whose 
opinions and convictions are very 
different from her own. Disagreement, 
even profound disagreement, doesn’t 
throw her on the defensive, because she 
knows herself as a believer on a journey, 
with much left to learn, experience and 
discover, and she believes that there is 
no one through whom God might not be speaking to her. 

Of all the many deep and enduring impressions Deacon 
Sandy has made on St. John’s and me, that might be the 
most valuable: the model of a disciple who never wants 
to stop learning, and who searches her every experience 
for an opportunity to grow.

That, I believe, is how she thinks about her change 
in vocation. Like us, she feels it very deeply as a loss, 
because she loves everything she does at St. John’s and so 
she is sorry to let any of it go. But she sees it nonetheless 
as an experience of continuing growth and discovery, 
in which she (and her husband, Deacon Bill) will enjoy 
the freedom to exercise gifts previously uncalled-upon. 
I know I speak for us all when I say how glad I am that 
she and Deacon Bill have decided to make St. John’s 
their home parish, and that we will not often be deprived 
of our Deacon’s presence and the effect of her faith, hope 
and love.  She in turn is glad to know that she will not 
often be deprived of ours. 

Like Deacon Sandy, we are on the cusp of a new season, 
different than the last, entailing some losses, promising 
new life. How glad I am to be entering this season with 
Deacon Sandy Tatem. And how glad I am to be able to 
go through this season with her devoted friend, Deacon 
Paul Carney. +

On Sunday, March 5, Deacon 
Sandy Tatem announced that 
she and her husband, Deacon 
Bill Tatem, will begin serving 

our Diocese as Deacons at Large, 
instead of serving St. John’s, Troy, 

and Trinity, Watervliet, exclusively. 
Among other things, this change in 

vocation will allow husband and 
wife to worship together on Sunday, 

something they both have missed 
for many years. When not called 

away to other parishes, they plan to 
worship together at St. John’s, Troy.

rEFLEctiONs
by Deacon sandra tatem
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Ash Wednesday Reflections
From Downtown troy

by Deacon paul carney

  As many of you know, last year I started distributing 
ashes to those on the streets and in the shops of downtown 
Troy.  It was a successful experiment in my mind, as I 
served about fifty people last year.  It seems that the Lenten 
season was upon us very quickly this year.  Christmas 
seems like it was only yesterday.  This has been a very 
enriching ministry for me.  We as Deacons are charged 
with the task of bringing the Gospel outside the four walls 
of the Church.  What better way to do this than to hit the 
streets bearing ashes for all? 

   This year actually started out for me on Tuesday when I 
received a phone call from Supreme Court Judge Richard 
McNally.  “Yes, Judge, what can I do for you?”  “Judge 
Elliott and I were wondering if you were going to stop by 
with ashes as you did last year.”  My success was confirmed 
with that one phone call.  I made a difference.  Needless 
to say, it humbled me to know that I reached at least two 
people.  As it turned out, I wound up administering ashes 
to three Supreme Court Judges and one County Court 
Judge.

   Wednesday started out with my receiving ashes and 
Eucharist at the 7:30 morning service.  Having rushed 
out of the house with just a cup of coffee, I stopped by 
as I did last year and enjoyed a delicious hot cross bun 
with the muffin club.  After my nourishment I headed out 
toward the police station, as I also had requests to stop by 
as I did last year. Once  word got around that I was in the 
building, I was tracked down by many officers looking for 
the administration of ashes.  When I left the police station, 
I proceeded to City Hall where I went from department to 
department.  If I missed someone because they were not 
at their desk, they seemed to find me on their own.  Before 
leaving the building I stopped at the café on the first floor 
and administered ashes to two more people.  At this point I 
was into the double digits.  

   There was one more restaurant to hit before I went to the 
streets of downtown, Deli-icious.  I was greeted by Cathy, 
the owner.  She said, “I was waiting for you.  My father is 
going to be so proud of me when I send him a picture of 
me with ashes on my forehead.”  As I was leaving, she told 
me that she told the ladies from Eddy Nursing would be 
looking for me, as she was promoting my Ash Wednesday 
routine. 
    My first stop downtown was at a newly opened barber 
shop on the corner of State and Fourth.  I went in and there 

didn’t seem to be anyone there.  I called hello and got a 
response from someone up in the loft.  As I approached 
the loft, there was a young girl on the landing reading 
a magazine.  I told her who I was and where I was 
from and asked her if she would like ashes today.  She 
politely declined, my first “No, thank you” response.  As 
I would go throughout the day, I would receive a variety 
of answers besides yes.  I’m not Catholic, I’m good, I’m 
Jewish, I’m ok, I’m a Sikh.  One man said, “Many people 
think I’m Muslim, but I’m not.  We fought the Muslims.  
Please tell me about your custom.”  I explained about 
Ash Wednesday to him, and I believe he told me (as his 
accent was very heavy) that they had a similar custom 
that did not involve ashes.  There was a man at the 
counter in front of him.  He was Hispanic, wearing a 
pancake hat with ten inch feather earrings in both ears.  
I’m thinking to myself, he’s going to be a no.  Much to 
my surprise, he spoke to me and requested ashes for 
himself.  When I was done he handed me his business 
card which read, “Rock Man Rainbow Healer”.  

   Getting back to the barber shop, I walked into a 
small room off the loft and saw the barber who I had 
recognized from my other job.  He said he would like 
to have ashes.  After I administered his ashes I asked 
if his customer would like ashes.  As the barber chair 
turned around, I also recognized the customer as one 
of my former customers from my other job.  Much to 
my surprise, he also wanted ashes.  Before I left I was 
curious, so I asked them, “Do you guys recognize me?”  
The barber said, “Yes, we know who you are, you have 
two jobs, huh?” 

  When I left, I went up and down each street and side 
street, visiting each and every shop, including law 
offices, restaurants, banks and insurance agencies.  
Many people recognized me from last year and thanked 
me for stopping by.  From here I walked down Third 
Street and spotted a man waiting for his wife.  She was 
using the ATM at the bank.  I approached him and told 
him what I was doing and he just smiled at me.  It was at 
this point that I realized that he didn’t quite understand 
me.  I pointed to my forehead and he smiled and 
nodded yes. I gave him ashes and continued down Third 
Street.  I could hear someone blowing a horn.  I turned 
around and saw the man I had just given ashes to pulled 
over to the curb.  His wife rolled the window down and 
asked if she could have ashes also.  So now I guess I can 
boast of curbside service. 

    I stopped at the Illium Café, where last year I did not 
have too much success.  I went inside and spoke to a man 
who seemed to be the person in charge.  Neither he nor 
the other employees wanted to partake.  I asked if it would 
be ok if I spoke to the customers?  He said go ahead.  The 
first person declined. On to the next table.  It was a young 
man who immediately took his hat off and said yes.  Next 
was a booth with two young people having lunch.  I made 
my introduction and one of them said, “It’s funny that you 
stopped, because our mother and I were just talking about 
where we could go to get ashes today.” Mom was in the 
ladies room, and when she came out she was surprised to 
see me at the table administering ashes to her children.

   I hope you enjoyed reliving my trip around downtown 
Troy as much as I enjoyed doing it. I distributed ashes 
to over sixty people this year.  I would like to leave you 
with a prayer from the Book of Common Prayer for Ash 
Wednesday:

  almighty god, you have created us out of the dust of the 
earth: grant that these ashes may be to us a sign of our 
mortality and penitence, that we may remember that it is 
only by your gracious gift that we are given everlasting life 
through Jesus christ our savior. amen. +
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52:13 see, my servant shall prosper; he shall 
be exalted and lifted up, and shall be very 
high.
52:14 Just as there were many who were 
astonished at him--so marred was his 
appearance, beyond human semblance, and 
his form beyond that of mortals-
52:15 so he shall startle many nations; kings 
shall shut their mouths because of him; for 
that which had not been told them they 
shall see, and that which they had not heard 
they shall contemplate.
53:1 Who has believed what we have heard? 
and to whom has the arm of the LOrD 
been revealed?
53:2 For he grew up before him like a young 
plant, and like a root out of dry ground; he 
had no form or majesty that we should look 
at him, nothing in his appearance that we 
should desire him.
53:3 he was despised and rejected by 
others; a man of suffering and acquainted 
with infirmity; and as one from whom others 
hide their faces he was despised, and we 
held him of no account.
53:4 Surely he has borne our infirmities and 
carried our diseases; yet we accounted him 
stricken, struck down by God, and afflicted.
53:5 But he was wounded for our 
transgressions, crushed for our iniquities; 
upon him was the punishment that made us 
whole, and by his bruises we are healed.
53:6 all we like sheep have gone astray; we 
have all turned to our own way, and the 
LOrD has laid on him the iniquity of us all.
53:7 He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, 

yet he did not open his mouth; like a lamb that is led to the slaughter, and like a sheep that before its shearers is 
silent, so he did not open his mouth.

53:8 By a perversion of justice he was taken away. Who could have 
imagined his future? For he was cut off from the land of the living, 

stricken for the transgression of my people.
53:9 they made his grave with the wicked and his tomb with the rich, 

although he had done no violence, and there was no deceit in his mouth.
53:10 Yet it was the will of the LOrD to crush him with pain. When 

you make his life an offering for sin, he shall see his offspring, and shall 
prolong his days; through him the will of the LOrD shall prosper.

isaiah 52:13-53:12
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left: poem submitted by Wendy Ide 
Williams
drawings by Brynna Carpenter Nardone



poem submitted by Ellie O’reilly

JOhN 20:11-18
11 But mary stood weeping outside the 
tomb, and as she wept she stooped to look 
into the tomb; 12 and she saw two angels 
in white, sitting where the body of Jesus 
had lain, one at the head and one at the 
feet. 13 they said to her, 

“Woman, why are you weeping?” she said to them, “Because 
they have taken away my Lord, and i do not know where they 
have laid him.” 14 saying this, she turned round and saw Jesus 
standing, but she did not know that it was Jesus. 15 Jesus said 
to her, “Woman, why are you weeping? Whom do you seek?” 
supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him, “sir, if you 
have carried him away, tell me where you have laid him, and i 
will take him away.” 

16 Jesus said to her, 
“mary.” she turned and 
said to him in hebrew, 

“rab-boni!” (which 
means teacher). 17 Jesus 
said to her, “Do not hold 

me, for i have not yet 
ascended to the Father; 
but go to my brethren 
and say to them, i am 

ascending to my Father 
and your Father, to my 

god and your god.” 18 
mary magdalene went 

and said to the disciples, 
“i have seen the Lord”; 
and she told them that 

he had said these things 
to her.

                                       drawing by Mary Bouchard
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right: drawing by 
Lydia Smith

directly below:
drawing by 

Marissa Thorburn

“Egg” by Mary Ann Thorburn
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“I AM THE 
RESURRECTION 

AND THE LIFE; HE 
WHO BELIEVES IN 

ME, THOUGH HE 
DIE, YET SHALL 
HE LIVE, AND 
WHOEVER 
LIVES AND 

BELIEVES IN 
ME SHALL 

NEVER DIE. DO 
YOU BELIEVE 

THIS?”*

HAPPY                  

from st. John’s times,
a section of st John’s Journal 
by young people
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* That is what  Jesus 
said to Martha at 

the tomb of her 
brother, Lazarus, 

before he raised 
Lazarus from the 

dead. 

eAster

“Easter Egg Hunt” drawing by Nicole Pratt

drawing by Evens Angulo-Duvil

drawing by Lydia Smith

above: drawing by Elias Edrington



a LittLE rEFLEctiON ON “LiviNg WatEr”     by gail richardson

left: “Flying Fish” 
linocut by 

Allen Grindle

right: watercolor 
by Amalia 

Nardone

We have been reading the book of Revelation in Bible 
study, a book I have always found difficult because of 
the fantastic imagery. Tradition tells us that the book 
was written by St. John during his exile on the Greek 
island of Patmos, near the end of the terrible reign of 
the Emperor Domitian (81–96). In the midst of all the 
terrifying imagery, I was struck by the simple phrase 
“living water,” also translated as “water of life.” 
for the Lamb at the centre of the throne will be their 
shepherd, and he will guide them to springs of the 
water of life, and God will wipe away every tear from 
their eyes.’ (Rev. 7:17) 

I suddenly remembered that Patmos does not have 
any water, and that the people there have always 
depended on cisterns to catch and store rainwater. 
(In the modern age, large ships bring water during 
the height of the tourist season.) The practice of 
hewing cisterns from stone was a necessity in ancient 
times throughout the Middle East; rainfall was scarce 
from May to October. But the water was stale (at 
best) and sometimes scummy (at worst). Although 
many were lined with clay or plaster, a cistern could 
develop cracks over time and lose precious water. In 
contrast, “living water” suggests a spring bubbling up, 
freshness, clarity, abundance, refreshment.

One of the things I love about the Bible is the way in 
which ideas from very different sources interact.

Jeremiah 2: 12-13

st. JOhN’s JOurNaL + page 12 + ONE BODY

The Greek word for fish is 
"ichthys." As early as the first 
century, Christians made an 
acrostic from this word: Iesous 
Christos Theou Yios Soter, 
i.e. Jesus Christ, Son of God, 
Savior. The fish has plenty of 
other theological overtones as 
well, for Christ fed the 5,000 
with 2 fishes and 5 loaves (a 
meal recapitulated in Christian 
love-feasts) and called his 
disciples "fishers of men." 

Water baptism, practiced by immersion 
in the early church, created a parallel 
between fish and converts. Second-century 
theologian Tertullian put it this way: "we, 
little fishes, after the image of our Ichthys, 
Jesus Christ, are born in the water." +

borrowed from Christiantity Today’s website:
http://www.christianitytoday.com/history/2008/august/
what-is-origin-of-christian-fish-symbol.html

WhY DO YOu thiNK 
thE JOurNaL rEcEivED 
sO maNY suBmissiONs 
aBOut WatEr aND Fish?

maybe this is has something to 
do with it:

India ink drawing by Mary Bouchard

draw
ing by Joe Sclossberg

Be appalled, O heavens, 
at this,
   be shocked, be utterly 
desolate,
says the Lord, 
for my people have 
committed two evils:
   they have forsaken me,
the fountain of living 
water,
   and dug out cisterns for 
themselves,
cracked cisterns
   that can hold no water. 

Jeremiah 17: 13 

O hope of Israel! O Lord!
   All who forsake you shall be put to shame;

those who turn away from you shall be recorded in the 
underworld,

   for they have forsaken the fountain of living water, 
the Lord.

Psalm 36: 7 - 9
How precious is your steadfast love, O God!

   All people may take refuge in the shadow of your 
wings. 

They feast on the abundance of your house,
   and you give them drink from the river of your 

delights. 
For with you is the fountain of life;

   in your light we see light. 

Jesus provides even more detail in his conversation 
with the Samaritan woman at the well. The woman 
said to him, ‘Sir, you have no bucket, and the well is 
deep. Where do you get that living water? Are you 
greater than our ancestor Jacob, who gave us the 
well, and with his sons and his flocks drank from 
it?’ Jesus said to her, ‘Everyone who drinks of this 
water will be thirsty again, but those who drink of 
the water that I will give them will never be thirsty. 
The water that I will give will become in them 
a spring of water gushing up to eternal life.’ The 
woman said to him, ‘Sir, give me this water, so that 
I may never be thirsty or have to keep coming here 
to draw water.’  (John 4:11 - 15)

This is what Jesus wants to give us. We need only do 
two things: to ask, and to make space to receive it. +

“Fish” ink drawing by Nicole Pratt
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Is it possible that people who spend a lot of time 
in church are funny? And not just in the peculiar 
way? We all know a couple of clergy who test 
their comedic talent during the announcements. 
It seems that in the space between the sermon 
and the Eucharist, we benefit from the energy we 
get from giving each other peace and a laugh. 

For the inaugural issue of St. John’s Journal 
(past issues are on our website: http://
mychurchwebsite.s3.amazonaws.com/c3156/
info_stjohnstimes.pdf) I wrote a prayer. It had 
versicles and responses like a form of the Prayers 
of the People. Instead of Lord, have mercy, the 
responses read, We want what we want and we 
want it now. The prayer was wholly irreverent. 
It was supposed to be funny. But we decided we 
would not have a joke page.

So my prayer appeared among all the 
unabashedly earnest submissions, and no one 
said a single word to me about it. Now that was 
funny, I thought. Did people really think I was 
writing about giving thanks when I wrote: We 
will thank you for the blessings of this life when we 
receive them? Well….. I guess if people believed 
that, they might be right. I do tend to withhold 
gratitude from God when I don’t get what I want. 
And maybe it was because of the truth contained 
in my awful prayer that we decided to not have a 
joke page.

Fairly often, parishioners who want to give me 
something for the Journal are concerned with 
whether or not it is appropriate – as though 
they do not want to be the one person who 
violates the Journal’s sense of propriety with their 
submission. Sometimes I offer a bit of advice, 
usually I just say something vaguely reassuring. 
Perhaps I should tell them that someone did do 
an awful thing in the Journal’s first issue, and 
now that the worst has happened, we can all 
relax.  

Bill Muller spoke to me recently about the 
importance of having a sense of humor. I feel 
this is especially true as I write this in Lent. So, I 
say, bring on the joke pages. But it’s up to you to 
decide what is funny, serious, neither, or both. +

thiNK aBOut it 
by Bill muller

    
 

Our Father who art in heaven
    

(Where else would he be?)
     

hallowed be thy name
    

(and what a name it is!)
    

thy Kingdom come
    

(come on now—You promised!)
    

thy will be done
    

(that’s Your will, not mine!)
 

On earth as it is in heaven
    

(the totality of it!)
    

give us this day our daily bread
    

(come on, we gotta get somethin’ 
outta this—just kidding!)

 
Forgive us our trespasses

as we forgive those who trespass 
against us

(Let’s make it ‘tit for tat’)

Lead us not into temptation

(Now You wouldn’t do that, would 
You?)

But deliver us from evil

(Now that’s more like it!)

For thine is the Kingdom, the power 
and the 

glory forever and ever We all know 
what that means. We’d better...

    
 

IT’S TRUE!! 
 

arE church-pEOpLE FuNNY? 
by Brynna carpenter Nardone

above: drawing by Ben Nardone

signs submitted by Joyce and Lucille Dunham



At the last Ministry Fair, a spot at a table with a sign was 
reserved for my ministry of editing and designing our 
journal. At first, I did not notice it. I was busy having a 
conversation in church when the fair began and then, once 
I entered the gym, I had a few more conversations before I 
arrived at the table where I saw the sign that said “St. John’s 
Journal.” James, who had spoken about his ministry during 
the announcements, was sitting behind it. I said to him 
astutely, “Oh, look, I have a sign.” He offered to move and I 
said “No, please stay there and let me take your picture.” For 
some reason it seemed very right to me that he was sitting 
there rather than I. When I left church that day I started to 
think about why I felt this way. Why did a picture of a sign I 
had neglected, with someone else in my place, seem like the 
right picture to me?

I like to listen to sermons and talks by the Franciscan priest 
Richard Rohr. My favorite, which I can no longer find,  
begins with this statement: “A Christian is someone who 
knows one.” Richard talks about how this works – how it 
is in feeling seen that a person becomes able to believe. He 
speaks of mothers and babies –  how newborns are able to 
see the distance from the breast to the mother’s face. He 
wonders if it is in this first seeing that a person learns to 
withstand God’s gaze. He observes that many people do not 
grow up feeling seen and known, and that it takes Christians 
to offer the godly gaze to them until they can learn to receive 
it from God. He said that it is in the mirror of knowing and 
being known and of seeing and being seen that we feel true 
love and can begin to believe.

St. Francis’ friend St. Clare called Christ “the mirror without 
cloud.” St. Paul said seeing in a mirror is like the dim way 
we perceive God until the day we get to see Him face to face. 
Falling in love is much like looking at the other and seeing 
a better part of yourself gazing back. I remember at least a 
few times being studied by my breastfeeding infant, seeing 
a flash of recognition in his or her eyes, and that he or she 
stopped feeding to smile at me. More recently, I have felt the 
godly gaze from ministers who sat with me as I healed from 
Lyme disease. And now, sometimes when people share their 
stories with me, I am conscious of seeing them with a vision 
that begins somewhere beyond me. 

I realized that approaching my lonely sign for the Journal at 
the ministry fair made me feel as I often feel about a Journal 
yet to be made. I think about a front cover that so far looks 
much like that sign, just boring text with nothing behind it, 
and I panic slightly, or not so slightly. So it’s no wonder I was 
relieved to find James sitting behind my sign looking at me. 
And no wonder I was encouraged on the following Monday 
when I looked in my inbox and found an email from Deacon 

Paul containing something for the Journal. I received 
faith when I confronted my emptiness – a Journal 
yet to be made – because what I saw was James and 
Deacon Paul mirroring what the Journal means to me.

A Christian is someone who knows one. A believer is 
someone who knows one. This is what happens to me 
when I think about making a new Journal: I look out 
into blankness – an unknown – and wonder how I am 
going to do it. And then, as submissions start to flow 
into my inbox, what I am met with is many eyes – your 
eyes – the vision of all of you who send me something 
to put in it. And then I find the support of you who 
edit the Journal and the energy of all of you who read 
and reflect upon it. In my ministry of designing the 
Journal I receive the gaze of all of you who, like James 
sitting behind my sign at the ministry fair, are willing 
to present yourselves behind the Journal’s title page.  
And when you do this, I believe. I believe because in 
receiving prayers, articles, photos and art that show 
the way you see things, I get to use the way I see things 
to make the Journal. And in making the Journal I get 
to be myself in my community of faith and I get to be 
the Christian God made me to be.

To quote a man who knew Jesus, “I believe. Help my 
unbelief!” By sharing the way you see in the Journal, 
you join us in the mirror of knowing and being 
known and of seeing and being seen, and in so doing, 
you help us believe. And every time you send me 
something for the Journal, you help my unbelief. +

Sixteen little faces. Every September, I am privileged to meet 
the sixteen new little faces that are attached to the sixteen 
new names that make up the roster for Classroom 1 at my 
school. These sixteen little people are there to learn all sorts 
of things, but before my colleagues and I can really help 
them learn, we have to learn more about them and their own 
unique personalities. And somewhere in the midst of all that 
learning, I learn to love them. Well, love them, yes, but that's 
sometimes easier said than done.
 
Our school is the Lansingburgh Family Resource Center 
(CEO) on the corner of 4th and 121st Streets, and though 
I work in a Head Start classroom, I am not a Head Start 
employee. My work is funded through another agency, 
Capital District Beginnings, which is awarded the task of 
working with preschoolers with developmental delays. 
Many times, these children have emotional and behavioral 
issues, and quite often they can be difficult to deal with, even 
for the very experienced teachers I am honored to assist. 
These three and four year olds can become overwhelmed by 
intense emotions and, lacking the knowledge of how best to 
channel those emotions, their behaviors can be startlingly 
inappropriate and occasionally violent. 
 

Some of the little people in our classroom possess 
natural charm and charisma. Some are blessed with 
twinkling eyes, quick smiles (complete with dimples), 
and sparkling white baby teeth. Some are very sweet. 
Some are very shy. Some are sweet AND shy. Some are 
hilarious, even when they don't mean to be. And some 
are eager to learn and eager to participate. Little people 
with these characteristics are easy to love, and, quite 
frankly, much easier to teach.
 
But what about those children who don't possess any 
of these winsome qualities? The ones that arrive daily 
with surly attitudes and are resistant to instruction of 
any kind. The ones who perhaps have an odor due to 
bad hygiene and clothes that haven't been laundered. 
The ones whose facial features are just a little bit odd. 
The ones who have a hard time learning anything 
you're trying to teach. What about those? 
 
The simple answer, if I'm claiming to be a follower of 
Christ, is to love them with my actions and with my 
attitude even if an emotional love is not present. But 
things are never quite that simple, are they? How do 
you respond lovingly to a little Tasmanian Devil who 
regularly emits high pitched screams, swears like a 
sailor, tears a room apart, and hits, kicks, and bites 
until you're black and blue?
 
To be honest, I don't always know. I try to use the 
training that I have received, of course, but too often, 
I hit a brick wall and the best tactics elude me. What I 
do know, is this: that every day, practically every five 
minutes, I have a decision to make. Am I going to be 
patient? Am I going to be kind? Am I going to treat 
the child in front of me with respect even while not 
rewarding inappropriate behavior? Sometimes, all I 
can do is to latch onto one feature, just one, whether it 
be a facial feature or a personality feature, and love it 
as a gift given by our Creator. And then love that thing, 
whatever it is. Love the heck out of it.
 
By the end of each school year, every one of those little 
faces has become precious to me. Saying goodbye can 
be a little bittersweet, and I know that many of them 
I will never see again. So the best I can at that point 
is to pray for them. Among the things that I pray is 
that, somewhere along the way, they will meet up with 
other Jesus followers who will look into their faces 
and, seeing something of the image of God there, will 
love them in whatever way God leads. +

LEarNiNg tO LOvE  by angie schlossberg What thE JOurNaL mEaNs tO mE  by Brynna carpenter Nardone
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On St. Patrick’s day, March 17, Bishop 
Love consecrated the St. Patrick’s 
chapel at the Oaks of Righteousness 
mission in north-central Troy.  The 
mission is now fully moved to its 
renovated facility in the former St. 
Patrick’s Catholic parish rectory 
building.  Two clergy, Christina 
Hunter and her husband Paul, staff 
the mission with intern Shannon 
Ames.

The renovation of the Rectory to 
make this possible has been over a year-long effort 
involving many volunteers and contracted work 
funded by a donation from Trinity Watervliet that was 
part of a bequest. The building itself was donated to 
the Episcopal Diocese by the Roman Catholic Diocese 
of Albany. Renovation work started in earnest in April 
of 2016, to replace completely the sheetrock in the 
basement, install a full basement kitchen and restore 
other facilities.  Apartments for the staff on the second 
floor were restored along with a Nursery and two 
prayer ministry rooms on the first floor.  The crowning 
project was the Chapel that required extensive work for 
conversion from office space to sacred space. Restoration 
of three rooms at the rear of the Rectory has just started. 

St. John’s donated pieces of surplus 
church woodwork that are now 
incorporated in the Chapel as furniture 
and wainscoting.  The arch was 
constructed by Gary Nelson. Eileen 
Manz coordinated the entire volunteer 
effort.  Brian Thomson and Dale and 
Nolte Baxter were prominent among the 
volunteer workers along with former 
parishioners Glenn and Amy Lewis. Also 
contributing were Deacon Paul, Chris 
and Mary Bouchard, Sandy Hutchinson, 
Bill Daniels, and George Firth.  St. 
John’s and many others were called to 
participate, and responded in making the 
Oaks a place to bring God’s message to 
those in need in part of our city. Further 
opportunities to assist that mission will 
arise. +

above: Gary Nelson, Dale Baxter, Eileen Manz and Nolte Baxter amongst 
others at Basement Opening celebration on Oct 30, 2016
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DEar st. JOhN’s EpiscOpaL church, 

              Most of you don’t know me, but I consider St. 
John’s to be “my” church.  It is very important in my life.  
You see, I consider myself an “early Christian”; namely I 
attend the 8:00am service at St. John’s.  It is an intimate, 
beautiful way to start my week. 

I moved to Troy in October 2015.  I am the Head of 
School, Interim, at Emma Willard School.  As a cradle-
born Episcopalian, I looked immediately for my new 
church.  I was drawn to St. John’s even through the 
website description and have attended regularly since 
then.  Because I am in an interim position, I will be 
leaving the community on June 30th of this year, but I 
wanted to thank the St. John’s community before I leave.
      
I have found so many things here in Troy that have 
become part of my life’s story.  Being at Emma Willard 
and participating in the school’s amazing legacy has been 
a joy. It is the capstone of my career. Additionally, I have 
been included in an extraordinary book club of very 
interesting women and I will miss them when I leave.  
But it is St. John’s that I will miss the most.  I participated 
in the Spring, 2016 Old Testament evening course.  I 
was awestruck by Father Steve’s knowledge and teaching 
techniques.  The other classmates were scholars and I 
relished the time to learn, absorb and reflect. 
     
I will miss St. John’s.  This is a vibrant, caring church.  
You have a gifted priest whose sermons stick with 
me weekly.  Thank you for welcoming me into your 
community.  To my fellow 8:00ers!  Thank you! +

Below: Oaks’ clergy: Father Paul and Mother Christina with 
thier daughter, Martha, and Mother Hannah Mudge with 
Bishop Love 

Below: Oak’s main chapel 

Newly electd to the vestry in 2017: Maygen Bussing, Junior Warden 
Lois Hodkinson, Bill Prout, Therese Duvil, and David Hunn

tHANK  YOU fOr 

All YOU dO 

ANd fOr beiNg 

PArt Of Us.

SuE

Dr. Susan R. Groesbeck
 

OaKs  by gary Nelson and Eileen manz



St John’s parishioners enthusiastically support the monthly Damien Center dinners that 
take place at Troy Area United Ministries Headquarters on Second Street.  Together with 
our partners in the St Francis Fellowship, St Anthony’s Catholic Church and St Paul’s 
Episcopal Church, we provide a hearty, nourishing meal to those affected by HIV/AIDS 
and other serious illness, as well as to those who are food insecure in our neighborhood 
and beyond.  The next dinner is Tuesday, April 25, and we welcome all to help cook, serve 
or simply share fellowship with our South Troy neighbors.  
Please see Dale and Gary Nelson for more information. +

 article by Dale Nelson

We fed over 115 people  at our april 1st cOmmuNitY BrEaKFast. 
 Thanks to all of our volunteers, especially Agape Church for thier waffles!

Here are just a few of the ways we feed ourselves 
and others .....

DamiEN cENtEr DiNNEr  

  Our Youth Served pancakes in the gym on Mardi Gras.

And please join us for the next......
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haiti upDatE & 
iNspiratiON  by Lisa thorn

Thank you for your prayers 
for our sister Minelie in 
Lascahobas, Haiti, who at 
35 years old has untreatable 
cancer and a poor prognosis. 
As her tumor expands, she 
is taking morphine for pain, 
which is working, making 
her able to continue her 
household duties of raising 
her 5 children. Her breathing 
is labored at times but she is 
comfortable, and grateful for 
the support from St. John's. 
With our help her family 
will be able to bear funeral 
expenses when God calls her, 
and to support the education 
of her children. 

Bill Cole, our woodwinds 
expert and musician who 
accompanied our mission 
team in April 2016, is 
heading back to Lascahobas 
this April to further supply 
and educate the students at 
St. Esprit. His plan is:

the Gospel tells us constantly to run the risk of a face-to-
face encounter With others, With their physical presence Which 
challenGes us, With their pain and their pleas, With their joy Which 
infects us in our close and continuous interaction. true faith 
in the incarnate son of God is inseparable from self-GivinG, from 
membership in the community, from service, from reconciliation With 
others. the son of God, by becominG flesh, summoned us to the 
revolution of tenderness. 

– pope Francis, The Joy of the Gospel
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"to get their shop working up to a capacity so they can fix their own 
horns as well as for other schools in that region. God willing, my 
long term plan is to get some of the boys working as professional  
repairmen. They clearly have the talent, they just need a little help to 
get there!" 

We are thrilled and inspired by his 
dedication to these young musicians. It is 
clear that God is moving Bill's heart and 
hands in returning to Lascahobas through 
music, a universal language. +

“Pentecost” drawing by Mary Bouchard

untitled linocut by Allen Grindle
ink flower and heart by Amalia Nardone

“Here” by Grace Paley 
submitted by Wendy Ide Williams

drawing by Barbara Zuber



cOpiNg With thE pathOLOgicaLLY ENtitLED 
by sandra hutchison

hELpiNg Our FriENDs hELp rEFugEEs
                                            

by Dawn Weinraub

For many years now I’ve been a Friday morning 
volunteer at a thrift shop/food pantry in West Sand 
Lake. We sell donated items in order to fund the food 
pantry that’s always open in the back. Most of our 
items cost between one and three dollars. Like St. John’s 
own thrift store, it offers amazing bargains.

Most of our food pantry clients are truly in need. 
Most are extremely grateful. They may be temporarily 
disabled, or working low-wage jobs, or between 
jobs, recently divorced, or suddenly supporting 
grandchildren or elderly parents. They won’t show up 
until they really need it. They won’t request an item if 
they still have enough to get them through the month.
Others, however…

Others simply seem to feel we owe them. Their families 
get suspiciously large. They want everything on the list. 
They try to tell us they have guests, so they need more 
food. They never miss a month (clients are allowed one 
pick-up a month, their choice of about a week’s worth 
of food). When they call, they don’t ask, “Is it okay if I 
get some food today?” They say, “I’d like to pick up my 
food today.”

Sometimes they watch greedily while we pack their 
meats and eggs and other cold items and ask whether 
we have any coffee, what about pet food, what about 
toiletries, what about ______? They’ll call up and 
say their friend got a ham, so why didn’t they? They 
never miss signing up for anything they can get, from 
Thanksgiving dinners to Christmas presents.

They don’t say “Thank you.”

So the great temptation of volunteering in an operation 
like that is to begin to suspect people of scamming you. 
And if that happens, you become pinched yourself – 
grudging with the food, hostile to well-meaning people 
who donate stuff that isn’t salable, curt with customers 
and clients. You burn out. If the organization is lucky, 
you take time off, or quit. If it isn’t, you make the folks 
around you miserable.

The food pantry is a local ecumenical Christian 
organization, though nobody asked to see proof of 
faith when I signed up to volunteer. And Jesus certainly 
promoted charity. If you have two coats, he said, give 
one to the poor. (My closet fails! There are too many 
good deals at the thrift store.)

Oddly enough, what keeps me going best when I am 
tempted to give in to cynicism is a little scene in a trilogy 
of novels by Thalassa Ali set in Victorian India, future 
Pakistan. In one of these novels, an especially observant 
child in a Sufi Muslim family asks the family matriarch 
why they must give alms when many beggars don’t truly 
deserve help.

The matriarch tells the child that God may also give her 
something she doesn’t deserve.

Think about it: God may also give us something we don’t 
deserve.

(In fact, God already has, I think most Christians would 
agree.) 

Anyway, I find that thought very useful and sobering 
to reflect upon when I start getting snarky or stingy 
about some of the less grateful or deserving recipients of 
our charity. After all, we all need charity of one kind or 
another, even if it’s just the charity of being loved despite 
our faults.

So I thought I’d share it. Maybe it will help you, too.

(A longer version of this article was first posted in 2014 on 
my blog at sheerhubris.com) +

St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Troy, was for several 
years joined in the partnership of St.John’s and 
St Esprit in Lascahobas, Haiti.  While they are 
no longer part of the partnership itself, they have 
continued to support our mission with a generous 
annual contribution and participation in many of 
our fundraising activities.  We are blessed in the 
warm relationship among Episcopal parishes in 
Troy and in the St.Francis Fellowship of St.Paul’s, St. 
Anthony of Padua’s, and St.John’s.

St.Paul’s Church is beginning a Refugees and 
Immigrants project as a Missions and Outreach 
ministry and they would welcome support in any 
form from members of St.John’s.  Several people 
from St.John’s accepted their invitation to an 
information session  March 5 with a representative 
from USCRI (U.S.Committee on Refugees and 
Immigrants), Dahlia Herring.  USCRI is a U.S. 
Government agency with field offices all over the 
country.  The local one is in Albany in the building 
with the RCA dog on top.  Dahlia is also responsible 
for what is known as the Refugee Roundtable, 
which meets regularly to help those working with 
refugees on a continuing basis.

Jane Pattison answered our request for more 
information with the following message taken from 
a St.Paul’s Sunday bulletin:

“We were pleased to welcome friends from St. 
John’s Church and the Sisters of the Holy Names 
in Albany who came to hear our speaker, Dahlia 
Herring, who discussed ways we can respond 
to the needs of refugees locally.  Several of our 
members have already volunteered to help out 
in different capacities (driving to appointments, 
providing office help at USCRI, and taking ESL 
classes at Literacy Volunteers of Rensselaer 
County, for example).

 
“As a result of our program on Refugees last 
Sunday, our Mission and Outreach Committee 
has decided to begin our commitment to 
supporting refugees by collecting new or gently 
used twin bedsheets, especially needed right 
now.  Donation boxes will be in [St.Paul’s] 
church and at coffee hour for the next several 
weeks.”

 
In her message to us Jane added:  

“We were so happy to have the ‘delegation’ from 
St. John’s with us for this event and do hope we 
might work together on this effort to support 
refugees as time goes on.  We also asked Dahlia 
to help us better understand the “Quick Help” 
program she talked about which might be of use 
further down the road.”

Anyone wishing to support St.Paul’s project in any 
way can reach out to Jane Pattison at jvpattison@
gmail.com or to Dawn Weinraub, one of the 
St.John’s parishioners who attended the meeting, at 
dawnwein@nycap.rr.com.  Dahlia Herring can be 
reached at 518- 434-6335 or by e-mail at dmazengia@
nycap.rr.com. +

 

st. JOhN’s JOurNaL + page 24 + ONE BODY

above: “Hills” drawing by Elias Edrington

drawing by Rebecca Rem



Where do we find abundant life?

What is an abundant life? If you think abundance 
in terms of things, it would mean that you have an 
excess of those things. If you think of it in terms of 
experiences, then you must do a lot of things to have 
an abundance. Is it blessings, is it people? Well the 
Bible never tells you exactly what an abundant life is or 
how to measure abundance.

What would happen, though, if we took abundant 
life to mean a way of thinking about what you have? 
Enough means a lot of different things to different 
people. It is not something which can be quantified 
or measured because indeed it is a perception. What 
feeds into that perception is our own wants, needs and 
desires. Abundant life to you may or may not be an 
abundant life to me.

Matthew 6:21 - For where your treasure is, there will 
your heart be also.

Instead of focusing on what is missing or lost from our 
lives, it becomes more important to remember what 
in fact is present in our lives. You need to separate out 
wants and needs. Blessings are not always seen as large 
and showy things; they can be a kind word, a gesture of 
love. If we take time to look at what we do have in each 
aspect of our life, then how much more fulfilled will we 
be? 

I know when I first thought of abundant life I thought 
immediately of the materials things–money, clothes, 
food and the like. But deep down I knew that the 
reason my life is abundant was far beyond the things 
I possessed. It was a way I felt inside, how I viewed 
the world, my perceptions of my circumstances. 
When I am experiencing good times I can recall 
with ease how much I have in these circumstances; 
when experiencing darker days, though, I struggle to 
remember all of my gifts.  I think this speaks to my 
human condition and one, while I try to work on it, 
remains completely imperfect as can be expected of….
well, a human.

Abundant life comes from deciding to focus on 
those things which bring us joy even in our darker 
hours. It comes from truly learning from our 
blunders and falls. Abundant life is knowing that 
God will provide for you in the way you need to be 
provided for, NOT the way you think it should be. 
It also means giving freely of yourself in actions 
and belongings for no reason but because you can. 
Remember as it states in Proverbs (28:27) “He that 
giveth unto the poor shall not lack: but he that 
hideth his eyes shall have many a curse.”

Abundant life is a feeling, really, a knowing that it 
is all right because, when all is said and done, you 
have enough. Enough of whatever it is that fills 
you with joy and happiness. +

hEaLth, hOLiNEss, aND aBuNDaNt LiFE                 by Linda thorburn

 from st. John’s community health ministry

 

     After Jennifer’s dad passed away in 2014, we 
began what has become a tradition of spending the 
Christmas Holiday at Brewster Greens on Cape Cod.  
Part of this tradition is to attend Christmas services at 
the Brewster Baptist Church. During 2015, when we 
attended the midnight Christmas Eve service, it was 
so warm that the congregation was able to process to 
the lawn on the side yard with candles and sing “Silent 
Night.” The night was warm, the moonlight glowed, 
and the mood was inspiring.
     This year Jennifer’s mom and I again attended 
the midnight service. Jennifer was unable to attend 
because she was ill. After the service we were invited 
to attend the church’s Christmas day dinner. When we 
awoke Christmas morning, Jennifer was feeling better 
so we all decided to attend the Christmas morning 
service and the dinner.
     Well, was I in for a surprise.
     Three parishioners were asked to give reflections 
as part of the Christmas morning service. I don’t 
remember what the other two spoke about, but this 
one particular senior parishioner got my attention 
when she said she was going to speak about 
stewardship. First thing I thought: stewardship on 
Christmas morning. Oh my!
     She started to speak about how during her youth 
she began attending church, how she went to activities 
there, and made many new friends. As she became 
more active she took on greater roles in working at 
the church, serving on committees, helping to find the 
site for the new church, even securing the financing 
to build a new church building, and then running the 
fund raisers to help pay off the loans.
     She eventually realized that her whole life revolved 
around the Church. It is the center of her world--a 
place where she wants to be, a place where she spends 
most of her time, and a place she enjoys.
     Upon personal reflection this woman stated the 
most important activities in her life involved the 
church. Her friends and church family were the center 
of her universe. She thought, if this church means so 
much to me, don’t I want to make sure it continues 
to exist? This place is valuable to me. With all the 
enjoyment the church gives me, I need to help in 
whatever way I can.
     This woman’s talk gave me a new perspective on 
Stewardship. Her words have lingered in my mind:  
here it is Spring and I still think about her meaning.    

     While at first I was shocked at the thought of a 
stewardship talk on Christmas day, I left thinking 
about stewardship in a different way. Is there 
more I can do? Am I sharing my talents, time, and 
treasures in a way that represents what my church 
means to me?
     We come to St John’s to learn about Jesus and His 
teachings but there are also many other benefits. I 
enjoy attending St John’s. I’ve met many new people 
and have been able to make friends in Troy where 
previously I knew no one.  I like the breakfasts, the 
thrift shop, the pancake suppers, the Christmas 
Fair, the coffee hour, the camaraderie, and all the 
fun things we do together. I feel emotion and 
concern when one of our St John’s family is need of 
healing prayer. 
     I’ve been a parishioner at St. John’s for almost 
twelve years. I have enjoyed the opportunity to 
observe as parishioners’ families grow up and 
follow their parents’ examples, becoming active in 
church life and assuming responsible roles in our 
worship services. I even had the good fortune to see 
my wife’s grandchildren start down the path to an 
active church life.
     It would be impossible to place a value on the 
rewards, both spiritual and emotional, that we 
receive from our church. We all expect St John’s 
to continue supporting us and future generations.  
The positive impact St John’s has in our lives should 
be considered as we think about our stewardship 
commitment. +

a pErspEctivE ON stEWarDship   by george Firth
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