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I am the vine, you are the branches: he who is in me at all times, as I am in him, gives much 

fruit, because without me you are able to do nothing. 
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The autumn equinox marks the arrival of fall, traditionally seen as a period of changes leading to the dark 
of winter. In “Holidays and Holy Nights” Christopher Hill points out that, for Christians who observe a 
liturgical year as we at St. John’s do, autumn is actually the beginning of the cycle. He suggests that “the 
dynamics of the fall of the year have the sweep of a great symphony or an epic poem.” 
 
I always look forward to the fall season, knowing full well that on the autumn equinox, day and night are 
of equal length, which means that we need to balance light and darkness within us. And, sadly, all too 
often we fear the dark and adore only the light. The challenge is to achieve that balance—easier said than 
done on days when I awaken and go off to work in the dark— and at the end of the day, return home in 
the dark. Therefore, the challenge becomes how to achieve that balance. Sometimes there is no remedy 
for our situation than to begin from a point of absolute darkness. For me, this balance is achieved 
through the meditations that are offered right here at St. John’s in the darkness of the nave as we slowly 
proceed to the period of Advent—that “time of darkness.” 
 
As I watch the leaves fluttering to the ground in the fall, I am reminded that nature’s cycles are mirrored 
in our lives. Autumn is a time for letting go and releasing things that have become a burden to us. Fall is 
the right time to practice getting out of the way and letting the Holy Spirit take charge of our lives. Fall 
then becomes a perfect season to give generously of our time and talents to others. At St. John’s we are 
extending the invitation to each of us to share those times and talents through our Small Group offerings 
which will commence in a few short weeks. 
 
Autumn reminds us of the impermanence of everything. We have experienced the budding of life in 
spring and the flowering and profusions of summer. Now the leaves fall and bare branches remind us of 
the fleeting nature of things. Rabbi Harold Kushner suggests that when we contemplate fall’s changes, 
we grow more appreciative of all the beauties that surround us. 
 
Autumn, with the falling leaves and bare branches, also brings home the challenge to live every day to the 
fullest as we watch our surroundings change from the light and flourishing of summer, to the darkness 
and bare autumn. The challenge then becomes to live every day to the fullest! 
 
Finally, Cynthia Kneen shares an open heart practice to carry with us in the fall:  
 
“When you are brave and have an open heart, you have affection for this world—this sunlight, this other human being, this 
experience. You experience it nakedly, and when it touches your heart, you realize the world is very fleeting. So it is perfect 
to say ‘Hello means good-bye.’ And also, ‘My hope, hello again.’” 
 
Happy Autumn!                                                                  (Some excerpts from Spirituality & Practice) 
 

AUTUMN:  A TIME OF REFLECTION 
ON THE SEASON 

by Deacon Sandy Tatem 

 



Live. Give. Grow. Page 4 
 

  

 
 

“Nothing ventured, nothing gained.”  A variation of this popular adage dates back to Chaucer.   

Perhaps less familiar is this verse from Ecclesiastes 11: “In the morning sow your seed, and at evening 
withhold not your hand, for you do not know which will prosper, this or that, or whether both alike 
will be good,” (v. 6). 

Both these statements capture the idea that if you don’t put forth some effort, you can’t expect 
results.  Let me share a recent occasion when reluctant efforts produced delightful results.  Morning 
glories are probably my favorite flower.  Any blue flower ranks high on my list, but something about 
those sky-blue blossoms—bursting forth triumphantly each morning, surrounded by leafy tendrils 
clinging and winding determinedly around their host—captures my heart.  So every spring, I plant a 
ring of morning glories in a patch circling a pole in my backyard. 

Generally I purchase mature seedlings from a local nursery and transplant them to my patch.  But this 
year, by the time I visited the nursery it was too late and the morning glory seedlings were long gone.  
Halfheartedly, I bought a package of morning glory seeds to start myself, but they sat on my kitchen 
counter for so long that I finally became resigned to the idea that no morning glories would be 
blooming in my yard this year.  It was just too late.  Except that the gutsy seed package kept taunting 
me, provoking me to action.  “Okay, okay,” I finally said.  “What’s to lose?” So I opened the package, 
placed the black seeds on a paper towel-laden tray, kept them damp, and waited for sprouts.   

Before long, fragile heads poked through the seed casings and spindly shoots quickly followed.  When 
they seemed strong enough, I planted the seedlings outside in the ring around the pole in my 
backyard.  Soon, lush green foliage wound its way up the pole, and finally, the first azure blossoms 
appeared—each brave flower blooming for only one day.  Now, as I stumble out of bed each 
morning to make that first pot of coffee, I’m eager to look outside the kitchen window and count the 
new, blue arrivals adorning the pole.  I rejoice at the sight of each one. 

But what if I’d allowed my skepticism to prevail?  What if my reluctance remained unchecked?  
Certainly, I wouldn’t be enjoying the sight of four morning glories today.  And there would be no 
hope of admiring several more tomorrow.  Such possibilities are unrealized when hesitation rules.  
Such prospects are quelled when passivity reigns.  May the triumph of the morning glories inspire the 
sowing of prosperous seeds.  

 

Prosperous Seeds 
by Jennifer Firth 
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My only grandchild starts kindergarten in a couple of days.  I want to tell him so many things about how 
to have a great year and continue to be the happy little boy who likes to wear his shoes on the wrong 
feet… 
 
The teacher will tell you what the classroom signals mean: ‘quiet please,’ ‘cleanup time,’ ‘look at me’, 
‘recess is over.’  Learn the signals.  Teachers like it when children follow directions. 
You might miss something fun and important if you don’t listen. 
 
Be kind.  Everyone likes to be friends with children who share their things. Invite them to play, give 
them a turn. 
If you are kind and fair, share your toys and ideas and time, you will have some wonderful friends who will treat you the 
same way. 
 
Sometimes your feelings may get hurt.  You will not always be picked first, or be the fastest, or get the 
right answer.  You might even forget the rules now and then, need some time out to get back on the 
right track.  
Don’t be afraid of time out.  It’s good to take some time to yourself when you need it.  Even when things are not going the 
way you want them to, you are still loved and a very important part of your kindergarten. Before you know it, you’ll be 
feeling great again.   
 
Children can be mean sometimes.  They find a new best friend.  They say they don’t like you anymore.  
They brag when they win and tease you when you lose. 
Other children can have bad days, too.  They get out of sorts and do and say things that hurt.  Tell them how it makes you 
feel, and expect them to be better soon.  They want you to like them.   
 
Once in a while, you will really miss Mommy.  You’ll wonder what she’s doing while you are in school, 
and imagine how sad she must be without you. 
Mommy misses and thinks about you, too.  When you have snuggle time that very night, tell Mommy that you were worried.  
She wants to hear about how you feel—even when it’s sad. You can always tell Mommy how you feel. 
 
The list goes on and on. . . I wish I could be right there with him each day, in kindergarten, first grade, as 
long as a grandma can.  
 
Then the LORD whispered to me, “Relax and rejoice, Linda, I’ll be with him ALL his days.” 
 
(Now I can sleep.) 
 

 

Going to Kindergarten 
by Linda Muller 
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Truly, truly, I say to you, unless a grain of wheat falls 
into the earth and dies, it remains by itself alone; but if it 
dies, it bears much fruit. – Jesus 
 
My children were strapped into their car seats, 
nodding off. I had never trained them to nap, I 
never insisted they just lie there and I never let 
them cry themselves to sleep despite my therapist 
once leaning into my eyes and exhaling like 
Darth Vader, “Just do it.” So afternoons found 
me tired and cranky. I was even more exhausted, 
more run down, it seemed to me, than other 
mothers of young children. I was having 
symptoms of Lyme disease, but at that time 
everyone who had been treated with a few weeks 
of antibiotics was told she was cured and that 
persisting symptoms were all in her head. I don’t 
remember how much I relied on Jesus to help 
me with my faulty head, but I remember coffee 
helped with my fatigue. 
 
On afternoons such as this one, my solution for 
fatigue and ambiguous parenting was to go out 
for coffee and a ride. Amalia was not speaking 
yet and could not object. It was perhaps the only 
phase in her life in which she enjoyed the car. 
Ben loved looking at all the vehicles on the road, 
and would wear himself out with the aerobics 
required to spot and celebrate a “front-em-wo-
DAH” (front-end loader). Amalia would get 
worn out from burbling and watching Ben. We 
were heading for a drive-thru window where I 
would enjoy the luxury of my children sleeping in 
the back of the car while someone poured me a 
drink. 
 
I was not much used to drive-thru windows, and 
though this treat was something I was to enjoy 
often in months to come, I never felt I belonged 
in the drive-thru club. One reason is 
technological advances in things everyone uses, 
like drive-thrus, sneak up on me and make me 
feel drop-kicked outside the bounds of common 
experience. Such as what happened at a rest-stop, 
when the toilet, unbidden, violently flushed 
behind me. Fortunately, I could no longer wet 
my pants—how could I have known? They 
should have put an announcement on the signs 
showing traffic delays. And then, when years 
later, before I knew about bluetooth, I saw other 
people—sane and accomplished-looking ones — 

talking to themselves in public as I was often 
tempted to do. I indulged my desire until I 
realized that the other people were having cell 
phone conversations with other people. I guess if I 
had spoken more with other people, and hadn’t 
gone from seclusion in my studio to being at 
home with babies while my head went faulty, I 
would have known about these things. And then 
I had the problem at the drive-thru. I placed my 
order. I waited and waited, but there was no 
reply. I tried shouting. It turned out that again, 
the world had moved forward without me. I 
hadn’t noticed that garbage cans now had brown 
hoods like Jedis and when I saw one of these 
creatures at the drive-thru, I assumed it wanted 
my order. But only my children could hear me. 

Another thing that makes me an outsider at 
drive-thrus is that when Joe is with me, I eschew 
them. Together we mock the laziness they 
inspire, and I bemoan the loss of community my 
family might feel in a cup of coffee among 
others. As a couple, we prefer to give our dollars 
to local businesses rather than chain-restaurants. 
When we go somewhere for coffee, we want to 
criticize the paintings on the walls and the 
bathrooms; we want to wonder at the 
relationships between random odors and fickle 
menus and pet the dogs that are tacitly welcome 
to sit under tables. But we had just moved into 
the area during my pregnancy with Amalia, and I 
felt as though I knew no one. I had worked all 
my life where we used to live, and a shopping 
trip often meant a friendly conversation with 
someone who remembered me as an artist and 
from before the era which led to my speaking to 
garbage cans. So on this day, parenting solo in  

-continued on page 8 

 

by Brynna Carpenter-
Nardone 
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Essay Illustration by Wendy Ide Williams 
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Troy, the sight of a grown hand boomeranging 
through a window made me hopeful only of 
solitude: sleeping children and writing in a 
parking lot in silence. And the Dunkin' Donuts 
on route 4, on the way to church, was 
somewhere I could go without getting lost, so 
that’s where I went. 
 
Having successfully placed my order, I drove up 
to the window where an incredibly young and 
outrageously handsome black man appeared. He 
was young and handsome in the way that makes 
tired mothers who have forgotten they were once 
young, and are still fecund, blush. He took my 
money and handed me my coffee. Looking into 
my eyes, his face opened and he smiled at me 
with recognition and said, “Don’t I know you?” 
 
“Me?” My heart rolled over and I looked back at 
my sleeping infants as though I would find who 
he was talking about between them. 
 
“From church,” he said. “I’m LeVaris.” 
 
LeVaris. It had been several years. I had seen him 
perhaps only once or twice since he had gotten 
off his cast. You had to know him because he 
played keyboard in the worship band, skillfully 
and since he was ten years old. On the day he 
showed up with the cast, during the lengthy 
praise portion of the service I learned that he had 
been in a fire in which his aunt, who was raising 
him, had died. LeVaris's other aunt, her younger 
sister, led this part of the service and told us 
these things. She wondered out loud to the Lord 
why her sister smoked. She spoke as she had 
months earlier when she asked for prayer for her 
niece, LeVaris’s older sister, who was dying of 
AIDS. On this day, as he had on the other day 
while his aunt spoke, LeVaris looked down into 
his lap whenever his keyboard was silent. Then 
they began a song they had done after a child had 
died, only this time, instead of the child’s mother, 
it was LeVaris’s aunt who led the song. “You ask 
me why we sing……Glory hallelujah. We sing 
our praises to Yah. Glory Hallelujah. That’s the 
reason why we sing.” 
 
I wrote to LeVaris’s pastor, who had played 
guitar next to him every Sunday, about seeing 

him looking gorgeous and grown-up in Troy. 
And though I doubt I wrote of it, deep down, 
where I was in need of healing, I must have 
remembered what I felt when I saw LeVaris and 
his family hand their losses over to God in a 
desperately joyful song and invite us to sing 
along. 
 
In Troy, on Saturday night, two officers were 
shot. The man who shot them died after a long 
gunfight with the officer he had shot several 
times in the legs.  Sunday morning, I stood as an 
acolyte watching our deacons prepare the table: 
Paul, police officer and chaplain to the wounded, 
and Sandy, who had just offered a prayer 
brimming with love and thanksgiving for her 
fellow deacon. When one of the wafers slid 
disobediently on the rim of the ciborium and 
Deacon Sandy guided it back in, I felt my heart 
roll away, and looked inside myself to find it. It 
was in a pile of feelings not unlike what I felt as I 
watched LeVaris sit obediently at his keyboard 
while his aunt spoke about the deaths of his 
guardian and his sister. It was also tangled in 
something like what I felt the last time I saw him, 
at the drive-thru. Kneeling by the deacons, I felt 
naive anger toward death, impotent sadness 
toward violence, and awe for those who serve 
and love others so much they have hearts that 
readily break. I knew my feelings had something 
to do with the gospel reading where Jesus said, 
“You must eat my body,” and the way that, in his 
sermon, Father Steve gave us permission to 
admit the disbelief of the disciples—even that of 
Peter, who when asked by Jesus if he would also 
leave over being told to eat his flesh, said to Him 
resignedly, “Lord, to whom shall we go?" 
 
It has been pointed out to me by several spiritual 
advisors that of the three persons in the 
Godhead, the Parent is the One I fathom the 
least. When I first became an acolyte, it struck 
me that walking up to the altar trying to get to 
Them, I hit a wall. I get there knowing I have not 
really found Them because I am still obsessed 
with the place where people get sick and die, and 
above all, with myself. But once I’m there, I 
know I have at least allowed myself to be led as 
far as I can go. During communion, when I 
kneel before God, I become small. I stare at  

 -continued on page 9 
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the wall as though He sits somewhere beyond—like the man behind the curtain in the Wizard of Oz. 
Hungry, I put out my hands to Father Steve for a tiny snack and like a child in the back seat of a car, I 
think, “Are we there yet?” and “How do we get there?” Our priest hands me a wafer, moves on, and the 
Parent behind the curtain seems to respond, “No, not yet,” and ignores the second half of my question. 
And I think, there is nowhere for me to go back to. This waiting for God is not a dream. I have nowhere 
else to go. 
 
When and how? It would be maddening if God’s answer to our pain and violence is to die from it, or to 
keep quiet until we can believe. And madness and a sense of futility lay with me somewhere at the 
bottom of my pile of feelings on Sunday as I watched our deacons prepare the table. I did not feel alone. 
I imagined the congregation to my right like an army in a state of surrender. All of us together, faced with 
death and smaller woes like sickness and money problems, unmet love and faulty thinking, seemed to 
agree that there was nothing to be done but, in standing or kneeling, stand by Deacon Sandy, backing her 
up as she stood to grapple with the elusive Body of God. 
 
That’s just like Him, I thought. That awful Jesus, forever slipping out of my attempts to define Him, 
challenging and alarming me with His words, fishing me out of my pile of feelings as He was now so I 
could hurry up and wait for Him again, but with a greater sense of His presence so I feel put upon—
squeezed. The sight of Sandy persisting patiently with the wafers at the elbow of Paul, in whose intent 
face earlier that day I had glimpsed his exhausted – if not broken – heart, blew out a wall in me. A flood 
of desperate joy made me blush (or, older now, become flushed) as if someone gorgeous had just 
presented himself before me and said, “Don’t I know you?” 
 
It’s You again, I thought. You startled me. How is it You keep us waiting for You this way, watching 
slow-dancing ministers parcel You out crumb by crumb as we kneel week after week, elbow to elbow? 
From what I can understand of You in Your silence, something of “being called” is to just stand up and 
accept You for what You are and learn the dance. Or to wait and applaud it. Whatever our part, we do it 
again and again and at the umpteenth time something slips, breaks us open, and You fly out at us. 
 
But it was us, again. We flew out at me. The power of our own flesh and blood in how we offer them to 
each other. Our bodies, and how their deaths and joys lead others to You when we release them from 
our private selves. How the thoughts of those who give voice to their brokenness drop like seeds that 
bear fruit we gather and eat. How people wearing their love and doubt and broken-heartedness on their 
sleeves become Your body so we can touch You. How slippery and startling that all is—what a difficult 
dance to learn. Go slow with me, Jesus. You are awful and gorgeous. You feel like more knowing and 
loving than a body can bear. 
 
 

 
Drawing by Rebecca Rem 
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I first saw the power of small groups in action at 
last spring’s Parish Leadership Conference at the 
Spiritual Life Center.  I’ve been to PLCs before, 
and usually they were lecture-style affairs, with a 
church leader expounding on a topic such as 
stewardship or parish growth.  But this year was 
different.  We were broken up into random small 
groups (the old counting-off technique) and each 
group was led through a series of questions 
about our parish mission and our own spiritual 
journeys by a priest from a church other than our 
own.  I really liked the leader of our group and 
found listening to the experiences of others in 
our small group made me feel safe in sharing 
mine.  It left me feeling grateful for our church 
(both our parish and the wider church), and was 
one of the best Leadership Conferences I had 
ever attended.  
 
At the next Wardens’ meeting I shared my 
experience with Fr. Steve and Carol, and found 
that they had had positive experiences with small 
groups in their previous parishes.  They also 
thought that St. John’s could benefit from this 
kind of opportunity.  Although we already have 
small groups (committees, activities such as 
Worship Workout and Zumba, the Bread 
Ministry, etc.) in place already, they were formed 
for the accomplishment of a specific purpose and 
not necessarily to create bonds between 
parishioners (although that obviously can and 
does happen).  Fr. Steve had a vision of groups 
that bring together people who might not know 
each other especially well, and that the ripple 
effect would serve to unite the parish in a greater 
degree of fellowship.  We decided to approach 
the Vestry with this idea at their annual retreat.   

They were very supportive, and several 
volunteered to lead a small group themselves.  
Topics around which a group might be formed 
were suggested, and it was decided that we would 
launch several groups in the fall.  They are: 
 
Foyer Groups: The name “foyer” comes from 
the French foier, meaning fireside or hearthside. It 
connotes warmth and welcome.  Foyer groups 
were first started by the staff of Coventry 
Cathedral in the late 1960s.  They started meeting 
for dinner at each other’s homes once a month, 
and found that it added so much to their parish 
life that they suggested that others form similar 
groups.  From there the Foyer Group movement 
spread across England and then to the United 
States.  Basically, it’s a group of 8 or so people 
who get together once a month to socialize and 
share a simple meal.  The group’s format is set by 
its members—whether they meet at each other’s 
homes, or in a restaurant or coffee shop, whether 
they meet for dinner or for a brunch, whether or 
not they bring their children, and so on.  The 
only constant is that the group shares a meal and 
meets once a month.  Its primary purpose is 
purely social.  The group will meet every month 
from October to May; then next fall, new groups 
will form. At that time you can join a new Foyers 
Group if you took part the previous year or join 
one if you hadn’t done it before.  
 
There will be two Foyer Groups at St. John’s this 
fall, one hosted by Bill and Carol Daniel, and one 
by Chris and Richard Salmon.   
 

 
 

 

 
What are small groups, and why 

does St. John’s need them? 
by Chris Salmon 
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The Life Transitions Group: As we journey 
through this world, we are many times faced with 
life-changing events. Sometimes they are ones we 
choose (relocating or retiring); other times they 
are unexpected (the death of a spouse or loved 
one, or becoming a caregiver), but all of which 
create a “new normalcy” in our lives.  These 
changes we experience can feel overwhelming, 
weigh us down, and leaves us with a sense of 
hopelessness.  St. Paul writes in 2 Corinthians that 
we have a God who comforts us in all our 
tribulations so that we may then comfort others in 
their times of trouble.  This group will provide 
opportunities to share our experiences with one 
another, encourage each other, and strengthen our 
faith as we continue along life’s path together. 
 

Led by Lois Hodkinson 
 
The Discipleship Study Group will be reading 
and discussing Beth Moore’s Believing God, and 
undertaking a journey to discover that “believing 
God is who He says He is.”  The book is based on 
Isaiah 43:10: “You are my witnesses,” declares the 
Lord, “and my servant whom I have chosen, so 
that you may know and believe me and 
understand that I am he.”  This group will be 
making a journey of belief together.   

 
Led by Deacon Sandy 

 
The Widows and Widowers Group provides a 
forum for people who have lost their loved ones. 
Our purpose is to act as an informal gathering 
place for people to meet and socialize with others. 
Our hope is that those who find themselves alone 
(some for the first time in many years) will be 
motivated to get out amongst others with a similar 
need.  The ultimate goal will be to open up a new 
socially active life for those living alone.   

 
Led by Jim Patrick  

 
The Daniel Plan Group: Not just a weight loss 
program, the Daniel Plan group is a fellowship 
that aims to share a journey of development 
towards greater faith, better use of food in our 
lives, enhanced fitness and focus, and building 
friendships –all through sharing the Lord’s  

  
 

guidance as outlined in “The Daniel Plan: 40 Days 
to a Healthier Life.” 
 

Led by Linda Muller 
 
The Parenting Group is a fellowship of parents, 
married and single, who  get together to share the 
challenges, commiserate with each other’s 
failures and celebrate each other’s successes in 
parenting. We have a particular interest in 
learning how to teach our children the faith, but 
we are no less interested in figuring out how to 
get our children to brush their teeth. Meeting at 
the church, this group welcomes children, who 
will play under supervision in the gym while their 
parents confabulate in the Thompson Room.  
 

Led by Angie Schlossberg 
  
Are You Running With Me, Jesus?  This is a 
book group for those interested in exploring 
questions relevant to their faith journey. We will 
be sojourning through four books from Cowley 
Publications (a ministry of Brothers of Society of 
Saint John the Evangelist). Are You Running with 
Me, Jesus? by Malcolm Boyd, The Spirit Searches 
Everything: Keeping Life’s Questions by Frederick 
Borsch, A Play of Light: Observations and Epiphanies 
in the Everyday World by Lois Masson and When 
God is Silent by Barbara Taylor.  Keeping it loose, 
this group will be guided by the needs and the 
questions of its members. Using Malcolm Boyd 
as a “prayer book,” maybe to supplement your 
own, we will begin by reading The Spirit Searches 
Everything.  
 

Led by Wendy Williams 
  
Each of these groups had a table at the Small 
Group Fair, which was held in the gym following 
the 10 a.m. service on September 20th.  There 
were also tables for two of our existing small 
groups, Prayer and Share and Daughters of 
the King, led by Jennifer Firth.  
 
If you weren’t able to attend the fair and think 
one of these groups sounds interesting, contact 
the group leader(s) and let them know. We hope 
many of you choose to participate and find the 
small group experience rewarding and enjoyable.   
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Poem 
by Bill Muller 
 
Direct me Lord to where I should be. 
Show me Lord what I should see. 
Strengthen me Lord to make right choices. 
Teach me Lord to hear the right voices. 
Walk with me Lord—for I am yours! 

Fall at St. John’s  
by Kim LaChance 
 
Well, howdy folks! I hope you are settling into 
the swing of things now that the children are 
back in school. The Zumba class has been 
whipping some of our friends into shape; the 
Sabers are enjoying bouncing the ball after they 
empty the gym. Old faces seem like new as 
many come back from long vacations.  
 
Hey, we’ve missed you… 
 
Our Bible study continues to grow along with 
our coffee and bread visitors. We know the 
ladies in the Thrift Shop are having fun and 
feel the blessings God sends our way. I thank 
everyone who continuously gives of themselves 
to our pantry—it’s a huge blessing to many. 
Thank you!  

You’re (He’s) the Biggest Part of Me 
by Ellie O’Reilly 
 
I am older but probably have never been happier in my life. I feel I finally have my priorities straight—
by His grace. I also want to thank all of my friends at St. John’s for helping me to wake up in my faith. I 
could have kept going in my style or “I’m going to be a ‘Great (Catholic) Christian’ someday.” You’ve all 
affirmed me so that I know I am a ‘Great Christian’—in progress and that it’s not about me. God has 
been knocking on my door for many years and I thought I had opened that door fully. Now I feel that 
St. John’s has helped me swing that door totally open. I think my journey here started with coffee on 
Saturday mornings. Bible study was good but I was sure I knew most of it—I’d been listening to 
Gospels for about 60 years. Boy was I wrong! Now I thirst for all that knowledge I either wasn’t getting 
or wasn’t letting in. I’ve met the nicest, most sincere, generous souls here. And there’s even Zumba, 
which appeals to me as I’m somewhat hyperactive (on a good day!) and so need to diffuse my excess 
energy. I’m so grateful to all of you for your kindness and goodness. God is truly present at St. John’s. 

Poem 
by John Ballard 
 
We turned to the Bible 
For rules for our marriage. 
We lived its commandments, 
As we understood them, 
The best we could. 
 
We worked side by side, 
For our home, our children, 
Our tithe, our retirement. 
 
We lived side by side, 
Loving one another, 
Sharing our joys and sorrows. 
 
We turned to the Bible 
For rules for our marriage. 
We two were made one, 
and we have been one for 39 years. 
 
 
 
 

Come 
by Rumi 
 
Come, come, whoever you are!  
Wander, worshipper, lover of leaving, 
Come. 
 
Ours is not a caravan of despair. 
 
It doesn’t matter if you’ve broken your vow a 
thousand times;  
Still come, and yet again, 
Come! 
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Fish are always in season somewhere, but “gone fishin’” is usually associated with summer. Even so, this 
is still a good season to go fishing for fish in the Bible. 
 
Fish appear at least sixteen times in the Old and New Testaments, most significantly in the Gospels.  
Let’s start with the Old Testament. 
 
Not Too Well Known 
The first mention of fish is in early Genesis, Chapter 1: 26, where God will give man dominion over the fish 
in the sea and birds and cattle, etc.  Second is Exodus 7:18 where God demonstrates his power by turning 
the Nile to blood, and the fish will die.  Fish were a major source of protein for human survival; this is a 
significant show of power—a threat. 
 
In Numbers 11:5, the Israelites [presumed in famine], complain bitterly to Moses about [not having] the 
fish we used to eat in Egypt for nothing [free].  Ezekiel 47:9 concerns a flowing river, starting small from near 
the temple and flowing to the sea.  “Wherever the river goes, every living creature that swarms will live, 
and there will be many fish.”  It is fair to speculate that in these citations that fish is used metaphorically as 
the symbol of bounty and power (man’s and God’s), and relief from famine. 
 
More Famous 
The Sheol of Jonah 1:17 was not acquainted with man’s dominion over fish in Genesis 1: He (or she) 
swallowed Jonah whole! 
 

 
 

Jonah made a bad choice. Instead of following the word of the Lord and going to Nineveh to preach 
repentance from sin, Jonah was afraid and hopped a boat to get away.  A storm came up.  To figure out 
who to blame for the storm (blame is a religious tradition), the crew cast lots, and Jonah lost and became 
the “sacrifice.”  The crew threw him overboard and the Lord provided (?) a large fish [Sheol named in 2:2] 
to swallow him. Bad news?  Maybe not.  Jonah lived in Sheol’s belly three days and prayed and repented. 
Realize that alternative for Jonah was to drown outright!  The Lord heard his prayer and Sheol released 
him.                                                                                                 -continued on page 14
             
 

 

 
Bible Stories: 
GONE FISHIN’  
by Dave Hunn 
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FISH SURFACE IN THE NEW TESTAMENT 
 
Fisherman 
It is not long before fish—and fisherman—appear in the Gospels.  Matthew 4:18 chronicles Jesus 
meeting with the first of his disciples, all fisherman.  The metaphor is quickly clarified: “Follow me and I 
will make you fish for people” [4:19].  The same scene is repeated, almost verbatim, in Mark 1:16 & 17 
but not in Luke.  The immediate metaphor is evangelism, bringing souls to believe in the Word.  
However, there is a bit more. 
 
In the Old Testament, the seas were seen as unholy and the underworld.  Metaphorically, “fishing” is to 
bringing denizens of the underworld—the “dark” into the “light”— to faith and is used throughout the 
New Testament. 
 
The Loaves and Fishes 
This is arguably the most powerful use of fish as a metaphor for God providing to those who have true 
faith.  There are two instances: 

1. The feeding of the 5,000 which appears in all four Gospels 
2. The feeding of the 4,000 which appears only in Matthew and Mark. 
 

 
 
In each case, Jesus takes a small number of loaves of bread—five or seven—and fish—two or “a few”—
and divides them into enough portions to feed multitudes of people.  The feeding miracles have strong 
Eucharistic undertones.  Feeding was a “big” miracle demonstrating Jesus power. 
 
Some History… 
The two stories look like they are repeats, and some would hold that they are, but there are at least 
thirteen differences between the two.  This writer had to turn to outside sources for discernment: 
Bible.org.  Many differences are subtle.  Some are indicative of the development of early Christianity. 
The feeding of the 5,000 came before the feeding of the 4,000.  In the former, there were 12 baskets—the 
twelve tribes—Jews.  In the second there were seven baskets—symbolically not Jewish.  Location of the 
5,000 was in Bethsaida within Jewish lands.  Location of the 4,000 was in the region of Decapolis east of 
Judea, and mostly gentile territory.  This “subtle difference” is actually enormous in the development of 
early Christianity.  It shows the beginning of the shift [or expansion] from the Jewish to the Gentile 
audiences, as many of the Jews, certainly the leadership, had rejected Jesus teachings. 
 
Once again… 
The message of the entire Bible is a journey to truth and light.  The Bible also traces the development of 
man’s spirituality in the context of ancient history, deeper understanding, and growth.  The New 
Testament is rich in both simplicity and complexity. 
 
Good reading to you. 
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Everybody sees Deacon Sandy and me each and 
every Sunday. Many might think that that’s what 
we do. I’d like to give a little insight into what we 
also do in the line of ministry. From 2007 
through 2009 I was a chaplain at Samaritan 
Hospital. I would work a shift from Friday at 
4:30 p.m. through Sunday at 4:30 p.m. During 
those hours you were on-call for any and every 
spiritual need of the patients. On Saturday 
morning, I would report at 8:00 a.m. and 
download a patient list of those that were 
admitted overnight since the last chaplain was on 
duty. I would then start on the top floor and visit 
each and every one asking them if there was 
anything we could do for them. As you might 
expect most would ask for prayer. Some would 
just want to talk, maybe they arrived from a 
nursing home or maybe they had very few 
relatives and just needed a listening ear. These 
were some of my most enjoyable stops.  
 
One evening, I remember receiving a call from 
the maternity ward. The patient did not want me 
to come in but she wanted to know if I would 
talk to her over the phone because she did not 
want to bother me. I told her that it was not a 
bother and that’s what I was on duty for. I went 
in and we talked face to face. She had a private 
room so it was just the two of us. She was an 
older woman who told me that as a young girl 
she had an abortion. I was curious and asked her 
what she was doing in the maternity ward, thus 
she revealed the tremendous anxiety she was 
going through. She had conceived late in life and 
she was there because she had lost the baby. You 
can just imagine the guilt she had laid upon  

herself. What does one say to that? Well, with the 
power of the Holy Spirit we both made it 
through the next hour and a half. I left there that 
night feeling confident that had I accomplished 
what I was there for. She thanked me and of 
course I left her with my St. John’s business card. 
I have never seen or heard from her since. 
 
One of our other duties was to respond to every 
death that happened on your watch. While this 
might sound like a discouraging task, it was quite 
the contrary. Deacon Sandy and I have often 
discussed that one of the most beautiful Pastoral 
Offices in the Prayer Book is Ministration at the 
Time of Death. I had attended many deaths in 
the two years of my service with the hospital, and 
because of my other job, I had been on the scene 
of many deaths. To this day I remember each 
and every one of them. One that sticks in my 
mind as chaplain, was a young lady of 34 years. 
They had brought her in under cardiac arrest. I 
stood quietly in the corner of the trauma room 
praying as I watched the doctor, nurses and 
technicians try and try to bring her back to life. 
Keep on doing compressions, everybody clear, 
nothing. Do it again, everybody clear, nothing. 
This is when you hear the two words “call it,” 
and “time please,” “it’s such and such.” “Call it” 
is the term they use to say it’s all over. And it is 
all over until the family gets there. That’s when 
your prayers turn into condolences. A young girl 
arrives, probably in her late teens; I speak with 
her and let her know that I’m there for whatever 
she needs. She wants to go in alone; as she closes 
the door behind her I can hear blood curdling 
screams of remorse. I wait a few minutes and 

-continued on page 16 

 

Deacons in the Field 
by Deacon Paul Carney 
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conference room, I asked if anyone had any 
questions. 
 
The room was silent. One of the captains came 
over to me and asked me to do whatever 
chaplains do. I got everyone’s attention and told 
the group that the good captain had requested 
prayer. I bowed my head and said prayers of 
thanksgiving. As I started the Lord’s Prayer they 
all joined in in unison. What a beautiful sound 
that was to hear, thirty officers praying together. 
I left the hospital that night around 2:30 a.m.  
 
That’s what deacons do. 
 
 

quietly go in. I ask her if she would like some 
prayer. She tells me that they weren’t very 
religious, but would appreciate it. As I start the 
ministration at the Time of Death, the nurses 
stop what they are doing and bow their heads. 
When I’m done, I tell the daughter, if she needs 
anything at all I will be around. I quietly walk out 
of the room. 
 
On a more recent note, it was a Saturday 
evening, nothing was on the television, and I had 
church in the morning so I decided to go to bed 
around 9:30 p.m. It was around 11:00 p.m. when 
Marilyn came in and said, “Your sister just called. 
It was just on the news that two Troy officers 
were shot.”  
 
This was a call that I never wanted to hear. I am 
one of two chaplains for the department. I 
immediately called the desk sergeant to find out 
what had happened. All he could give me was the 
names of the officers and that they were on the 
way to Albany Med. My next call was to the 
other chaplain, Rev. Eric Shaw. We met at the 
Trauma Center of Albany Med. Needless to say 
the trip over was rather fast, and on the way I 
prayed, “Heavenly Father please let the officers 
live.” 
 
Upon my arrival, my prayers were answered. 
They were both alive. Both of them were in the 
same area with equipment and curtains between 
them. I went into see Chad first. He had been 
shot in the shoulder. The blood was dripping 
down his left arm as the doctor was applying 
gauze to that area. I immediately anointed him 
and said a healing prayer. I walked over to the 
other gurney where Josh was. He had been shot 
in both legs. He took two rounds to both legs 
and needless to say they were broken. I anointed 
Josh and said some healing prayers. Both officers 
were calling back and forth to each other to 
make sure they were all right. As family members 
arrived, Rev. Shaw and I ministered to each of 
the families. When the Chief arrived he asked 
Rev. Shaw and me to try and get some of the 
crowd up to the conference room. Many of our 
off duty officers, including some from other 
agencies had arrived to offer support. When we 
were able to get everybody upstairs to the  
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Good morning Dawn and everyone in St John’s and St.Paul’s churches, 
 
I spoke to Father Deravil last week about your precious help to our community.  He explained to me 
that this money is so helpful to our church...He told me he doesn’t have a specific thing that he did with 
it…it depends.  For example, now that he is involved in construction, the last two months [funds] he 
received he put into the construction. For the check he received before, he repaired the front of the 
church. The church has school music, and sometimes he used a part of this money to pay the music 
teachers, so it depends on the activities that are going on in the community.  That money is always so 
helpful because it helps in different ways. In the name of the church I want to thank you so much. And 
thank you too for the instruments. May God bless all of you!  
 
The first Sunday in the month each group is going be together in the church, so I’m going to do my best 
to send pictures of every group in the church, like the children, the musicians,  the ladies, the Scouts etc. 
 
Thank you again, 
Kimberly 

 
 

An update from our St Esprit liaison, 
Kimberly Val 
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We had gone to visit a small parish of Père 
Fanfan’s [Fr. Frantz Cole] in Pouli. The Lay 
Reader there was not at home when we first 
arrived, so we went over to a nearby swift-flowing 
mountain river and walked over stones through 
the whirling waters to a magnificent spot where we 
could sit on hollowed lava rock and enjoy the 
whirlpool and bathe to our heart’s content.  The 
forest was lush and green. Palm trees hung low 
and in their shade it was cool and delicious, a 
refuge in time and space from everything, our lives 
at home and our recent experiences of culture 
shock (not unpleasant, but unsettling) in Haiti.  We 
laughed and cavorted like children, some of us 
shampooing hair in the eddies of clear water, some 
of us trying to capture it all on film. A young man 
walked by, recently returned from Port-au-Prince 
to visit family, clad in handsome swim trunks and 
carrying a beverage cooler.  It could have been 
home, but home never looked like Paradise. 
 
Marvelously clean and refreshed, we pulled a few 
garments over our wet suits so we would be 
presentable back at the Lay Reader’s house. Wet 
suits are a great way to keep cool; who cares how 
funny our wet skirts may have looked over them?  
To reach the small Haitian house, untypically 
standing alone in a secluded spot, we had to walk 
over a concrete irrigation ditch. This was an 
ambitious project and I gather that, unlike other 
installations we have seen, this one works. Some 
“social workers,” we don’t know who, did the 
project. Certainly it was not the government.   The 
Lay Reader’s wife brought out some chairs to place 
on the narrow porch for us visitors, then she 
disappeared. Her husband pulled up a chair on the 
ground in front, facing us. Introductions were 

made, Fanfan making it clear that we were to 
carry on the discussion as much as possible 
without using him as an intermediary. 
 
The Lay Reader asked me in French why we had 
come. I explained as best I could that we came as 
friends to get to know our Haitian friends on a 
personal level and to learn from them.  “What 
have you seen, what have you learned?” he 
wanted to know. I turned to John, who spoke for 
us as I interpreted his reply that we have seen a 
very dignified people, who live their life with true 
grace and beauty. (Something like that, anyway!)  
The Lay Reader seemed satisfied and went on to 
expound a little of his own philosophy, that if you 
do not have a sense of your own worth, your own 
dignity, your life doesn’t amount to much.   
 
Père Cole (Fanfan) later told us he was delighted 
to hear this man articulate his philosophy. He is 
not educated beyond a very few grades in school.  
He came to the church because of an episode 
when his wife was very ill. In desperation he put 
his hands on her head and suddenly felt a power 
surging through him, coming from inside him, 
and his wife got better.  He felt he had 
encountered the power of the Lord, turned to the 
church, and now is the leader in this remote and 
beautiful parish. 
 
The talk turned to the banana trees surrounding 
us, bemused by the French Creole name for the 
fruit, figue. The Lay Reader disappeared for a 
minute and returned with a tray of freshly washed 
bananas. We sat and peeled them and relished one 
of the most delicious treats of our trip. 

 

 

An entry from a journal, “The Haiti Four in 
Lascahobas”:  “Refreshment - physical and 
spiritual - in Haiti” 

By Dawn Stuart Weinraub 
 
 
(Anne Fairbanks, Edna Sturges and Dawn Stuart Weinraub of 
St.John’s Troy, and John Pattison of Holy Cross, Troy, went to 
Lascahobas, Haiti in 1988 to begin a partnership with St Esprit.)   
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One of the things I love about St. John’s is the parish commitment to people with limited finances. So I 
was pleased to learn that the parish has invested in the Community Loan Fund of the Capital Region since 
1992. What is that, you may well ask? 

The Community Loan Fund is a non-profit community development financial institution (CDFI) 
located in Albany. It is certified by the US Department of Treasury and serves eleven counties.  

 
What does it do? 
The Community Loan Fund makes loans available to people who want to start or expand their small 
businesses. They also lend funds to non-profit organizations to renovate a building or to increase 
community services. Their mission is to promote sustainable community development for economically 
underserved people and communities.  
 
How does it do this? 
Lending capital is created by pooling investments from individuals, faith-based institutions, foundations 
and trusts, and financial institutions; these funds are then leveraged by grant support from banks and state 
and federal agencies. The Community Loan Fund has made 780 loans totaling over $42 million in the 
thirty years since it was founded. The organization also provides training and technical assistance 
programs, including eight-week Business Planning Courses in partnership with The College of Saint Rose. 
 
Does it have any projects in Troy? 
Over 30 years, the Community Loan Fund has made 58 loans to Troy small business and nonprofit 
organization projects totaling more than $5.5 million. Some past and present projects include The Arts 
Center of the Capital Region, Media Alliance, Hot Spot Jamaican American Cuisine, Collar City Athletics, 
Independent Living Center of the Hudson Valley, Sweet Sue’s, Eco Baby Daycare, X’s and O’s Vegan 
Bakery, and Hudson Mohawk Industrial Gateway. 
 
By making flexible loans available to those who are unable to access conventional credit, the Community 
Loan Fund provides opportunities for   

• borrowing individuals and organizations to participate in the economy and improve their 
communities. 

• investing individuals and organizations to participate as part of a lasting solution to poverty. 
 
I love this organization and the work it does; my husband and I have invested in the Fund for ten years. 
Perhaps you could join us as an investor or as a donor, or perhaps you could become a borrower or refer a 
borrower and bring a dream to life. 
 
Come and see what this is all about! I invite you to attend the 30th Anniversary Celebration at the Egg in 
Albany on Wednesday October 7, 5 – 7 pm. I would also be happy to answer any questions and provide 
additional information, or you can visit their website:  http://mycommunityloanfund.org/ 

The Community Loan Fund of the Capital Region: 
a unique opportunity 
by Gail Richardson 
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The Shepherd’s Storehouse Pantry continues to serve a growing number of our neighbors, and their 
response has been one of grateful appreciation. As we have developed a closer relationship with these 
folks, we have also come to understand better ways of ministering to them and serving them each 
month. We have learned that fresh fruits, fresh vegetables and eggs are very much appreciated, and it is 
through God’s grace and his faithful servants that the pantry is able to offer these on a regular basis. 
Secondly, we have learned that personal care items and basic household items such as laundry soap and 
toilet paper are valued and needed. These insights have helped us to discover our niche as a community 
pantry.  
 
Consequently, we have revised our donations list. Every contribution is gratefully accepted and may be 
put into the basket in the church narthex, left in one of the baskets on the church chancel steps, 
deposited into the basket in the parish house hallway, or left in the church office. Monetary donations 
may be placed in the Sunday offering plate (clearly identified as pantry), left in the office, or given to 
Carol Daniel or Amy Lewis. Checks may be made out to St. John’s Pantry.  
 
St. John’s Pantry together with our thriving Saturday Morning Community Ministry has become a 
vibrant and Holy Spirit filled experience. As Deacon Sandy observed, “What began as ‘us’ ministering to 
‘others’ has become the ‘others’ ministering to ‘others’.” This connection to one another, serving each 
other, learning to care about each other…building relationships…experiencing fellowship… perhaps 
this is the most precious gift the Shepherd’s Storehouse offers.  
 
 

Most needed for The Shepherd’s Storehouse: 
 

Monetary contributions 
Toothpaste and brushes 

Bar soap 
Antiperspirant 

Combination shampoo and conditioner 
Shaving cream and razors 

Laundry detergent (not oversized please) 
Hand and body lotion 

Toilet tissue 
Facial tissues 

Liquid dish detergent 

 

News from our pantry, 
The Shepherd’s Storehouse 
by Carol Daniel 
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she knows as well as we do that that’s easier said 
than done. It’s certainly ridiculously easily 
said. No sermon is more easily or cheaply 
preached today than a sermon against racism. It 
wasn’t always like that; there was a time when 
preaching against racism took great courage. But 
it doesn’t take courage anymore in most 
places.  In most places today, preaching against 
racism is like preaching against cancer. Nobody 
needs to be told that cancer is bad; almost 
nobody needs to be told that racism is 
wrong.  Almost everybody is against racism. 
Even most racists are against racism. Because 
most racists don’t think they’re racist.  
 
I have some prejudices. I am prejudiced for some 
people; I am prejudiced against some people. I 
know that about myself--but I had to learn that 
about myself, and when I learned I have those 
prejudices, I was surprised.  Which (I am sorry to 
say) suggests that I have probably have some 
other prejudices I have yet to learn about. That’s 
the thing about prejudice, racial or otherwise: I 
can’t see my own prejudices any more than I can 
see my own eyes. Like my eyes, my prejudices are 
the lenses through which I view the world and 
look at other people.  They color my view of 
other people; sometimes they discolor my view 
of other people. But because I look through 
them and not at them, my prejudices are invisible 
to me.   
 
That doesn’t mean I’m blameless; it just means I 
need help. How can I be helped? How can we be 
helped? And how can our Church help our 
broken and divided world to heal? 

-continued on page 22 
 

The Presiding Bishop of the Episcopal Church 
wrote a letter last week, in solidarity with bishops 
of the African Methodist Episcopal Church, 
asking that our churches observe today as a day 
of confession, repentance and commitment 
against racism. The impetus for this were the 
murders of nine members of an African 
Methodist Episcopal church in Charleston, 
South Carolina, in June. The nine victims were 
black, the man who killed them is white, and he 
killed them, he said, because he believes white 
people are better than black people.   
 
Ironically enough, that was the significance of 
those killings to him. What is their significance to 
us? Is it that the victims were black? Or that they 
were Christians?  Or that they were humans?  
 
All of the above.  But I think the symbolic 
significance our Presiding Bishop is recognizing 
is that those murders were committed in a 
church, and that particular church in Charleston 
has a special significance in the history of its 
denomination, and that particular denomination 
has a special significance in black American 
history. That denomination was founded by 
African-Americans who were experiencing 
racism inside the Church. They were being 
denied the sacraments because they were black.  
 
Racism is a part of the history of the United 
States, and it’s a part the history of the Church. 
It’s divided the Church, and it continues to 
divide the Church, just as it continues to divide 
our country.  Our Presiding Bishop is asking us 
to grapple with that today, to repent of that, and 
to commit ourselves to ending it.  And I’m sure  

 

Whom are We Better Than? 
Adapted from a sermon preached at St. John’s, Troy on September 6, 
2015 by Fr. Steve Schlossberg 
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A few days after the killings in Charleston, the 
AME church in north Troy hosted an 
ecumenical memorial service. A number of white 
pastors attended the service, and number of 
black pastors attended the service.  Every pastor 
there was invited to speak, so it wasn’t a short 
service, but was a good service and it was 
interesting. What was most interesting to me was 
the way different pastors handled the situation. 
 
Generally speaking, the black pastors handled it 
differently from the white pastors. The white 
pastors each began by expressing their 
sympathies to the bereaved, and then they each 
deplored what had happened in Charleston, and 
then they each made it clear that racism is an 
abomination not to be tolerated. The black 
pastors didn’t say that. The black pastors each 
began by eulogizing the dead as triumphant, 
victorious saints who reign with Christ in glory, 
and then each went on to preach forgiveness and 
the love of neighbor.  
 
That’s two very different kinds of sermon.  The 
white pastors felt the most appropriate response 
to what happened in Charleston was anger and 
indignation; the black pastors felt the most 
appropriate response was worship and 
forgiveness. Which is the most appropriate 
response?  
 
All of the above. The biblical witness is that God 
is angered by injustice, and if the people of God 
aren’t angered by injustice, then there’s 
something wrong with us. And the biblical 
witness is that God forgives his enemies, and if 
the people of God don’t forgive their enemies, 
then there’s something wrong with us. I think 
the pastors handled the situation differently 
because there were at least two different groups 
of people in the church that evening, who were 
experiencing a tragedy in different ways, and so 
they needed different kinds of help. 
 
What about us at St. John’s? What is the help we 
need? We’re not a black congregation, and we’re 
not a white congregation. We’re not a poor 
congregation, and we’re not a rich congregation, 
and we’re not a middle class congregation. We’re 
all of the above. That’s one of the beauties of  
 

this church: we’re not all the same. We don’t all 
come from the same place, we don’t all have the 
same accent, and we don’t all have the same 
background and experiences. Some of us, for 
example, experience racism, and some of us 
don’t. 
 
So what should our response to racism be? Well 
what do we all have in common? I can think of 
two things right off the bat: we’re all brothers 
and sisters in Christ, and we all have something 
wrong with us.  
 
The last pastor to speak at the ecumenical service 
in north Troy was white. I’d never met him 
before; I had the impression that no one there 
had ever met him before. At first I thought he 
was an Orthodox monk because he was wearing 
a black cassock with some slightly eccentric 
accessories, and so he surprised me, and I had 
the impression that he surprised everyone in the 
church, when he introduced himself as a pagan 
priest.  
 
We got over our surprise pretty quickly, I believe, 
chiefly because he spoke so well. He spoke 
relatively briefly, with obvious sincerity and great 
humility.  Without patronizing anyone, he 
expressed his sympathy for bereaved, and then 
he deplored what happened in Charleston, and 
then he encouraged us to rise above racism by 
reminding us that we’re better than that. That 
was his refrain: “We’re better than that.” We’re 
better than the hatred and violence which 
devastated that church in Charleston, he said; 
we’re better than the injustice and hostility that 
devastates our cities; we’re better than the fear 
and pride and prejudice that is chewing up our 
nation. We can rise above that, he repeatedly 
said, because we are better than that.  
 
It was a really good sermon. It might have been 
the most eloquent sermon preached that 
evening. It just wasn’t a Christian sermon. To be 
fair to the pagan priest, he wasn’t trying to 
preach a Christian sermon.  And he said the one 
thing no Christian can say about racism or any 
other form of injustice: We are better than that. 
 
The minute we say We’re better than that we  
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  confess that we don’t know ourselves very well.  
The minute we say We’re better than that, or better 
than them, or better than him, we number 
ourselves among the hypocrites, who deny that 
they have lenses. The minute we say of racism 
We’re better than that, we make racism somebody 
else’s problem or somebody else’s fault. When 
we say We’re better than that, we’re not rising above 
racism, we’re just elevating ourselves above 
everybody else and everybody else’s 
struggle. And from that elevation we can’t help 
anyone else; the best we can do at that elevation 
is patronize everyone else. But at that elevation 
we can do much worse than that. That’s the 
elevation at which people begin segregating 
schools, and water fountains and sacraments.  
 
The minute we think we’re better than the man 
who thinks he’s better than black people, we 
confess that we’re no better than he is. Christians 
can skip the conceit and go straight to the 
confession:  we frankly confess that we are no 
better than anyone else. We are plagued by what 
plagues everybody else. We are all suffering the 
same cancer.  
 
You know the old saying, “If you’re not a part of 
the solution, then you’re a part of the problem.” 
It is also true that the only people who can make 
a serious contribution to the solution are the 
people who honestly recognize that they’re a part 
of the problem.  Until we recognize that we are 
part of the problem, we have nothing to offer 
the world except a bunch of preaching against 
racism. Is that really what the world needs more 
of from us?  Preaching against racism is like 
preaching against cancer. I’m sure it must be 
necessary from time to time, but preaching is not 
the cure.   
 
Perhaps a part of the reason it’s so hard to fight 
racism is that we’re so busy fighting over who’s 
responsible for it. On the cross, Jesus brought 
that argument to an end. On the cross, Jesus 
took responsibility for racism, every other form 
of injustice and all the sins of the world. As 
followers of Jesus, we are the first to take 
responsibility. We own the world’s brokenness as 
our own.  
 
We don’t claim to be better than anyone else. We 

just claim to be sinners, and we claim to be 
reconciled to God and reconciled to each other 
If we are reconciled to each other, then we have 
something to contribute. I believe our church 
has a unique contribution to make to the healing 
of our broken and divided city. I don’t know 
what that contribution may look like in the days 
to come, but I know what it looks like today: it 
looks like us, the mixed congregation of us, who 
come from different places, and have different 
complexions, and different struggles, and 
different experiences, and different prejudices,  
sharing one altar, one bread, one cup. 

We all go to the altar for help. Every time we go 
to the altar for help together, we are a preaching 
a word of hope to our broken and divided city. 
And that is not a sermon cheaply preached.  
 

 

Drawing by Ben Nardone 
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S T .  J O H N ’ S  E P I S C O P A L  C H U R C H  C A L E N D A R  O F  E V E N T S   
F A L L  2 0 1 5  

ITALIAN POTLUCK AND COMPLINE ……………………...…….FRIDAY, OCTOBER  2 FROM  5:30 TO 7:30 P.M. 
 
BLESSING OF THE ANIMALS…………….………………………….......SATURDAY, OCTOBER 3 AT 10:00 A.M.  
 
ECUMENICAL FELLOWSHIP RECEPTION …………….…………………….FRIDAY, OCTOBER 16 AT 6:00 P.M. 
 
ALL SAINTS’ PARTY AND MINISTRY FAIR………………………………SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 1 AT 11:15 A.M. 
 
COMMUNITY BREAKFAST……………………………...…SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 7 FROM 9:00 TO 11:00 A.M. 
 
TALENT AUCTION FOR HAITI……………………………….……….SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 14 AT 7:00 P.M. 
 
ADVENT MEDITATION……………………………….WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 2, 9, 16, AND 23 AT 6:00 P.M. 
 
ST. NICHOLAS FAIR……………………………..……..SATURDAY, DECEMBER 5 FROM 9:00 A.M. TO 1:00 P.M. 
 
LIVING NATIVITY AND VICTORIAN STROLL…………………SUNDAY, DECEMBER 6 FROM 12:00 TO 4:00 P.M. 

 

 


