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“Dove” by Michael Jewett
“And just as he was coming up out of the water, he saw the heavens torn apart
and the Spirit descending like a dove on him.” Mark 1:10 NSRV

Live. Give. Grow.

Something I Didn’t Want to Give Up for Lent by Fr Steve Schlossberg
As many of you know, we have been sharing our buildings with Agape Apostolic Church of
Deliverance since 2008. In fact, Agape Church was born in our building. Their congregation formed as
an off-shoot of another, and their first home was our church. But over the course of the next six years,
we found ourselves sharing more than space. Radically different though our churches are when it
comes to liturgy, theology, music and about a hundred other things, we eventually discovered that we
keep the same faith and worship the same Lord. In the beginning, I think, our relationship was basically
that of landlord and tenant; six years later, the relationship was that of mission partners. We happily,
fruitfully collaborated on the food pantry, community breakfasts and block parties.
From the very beginning, however, Agape’s goal was to one day have a church of their own. Six years
later, their prayers have been answered and their hopes realized. After an almost endless—almost
uncanny; mostly senseless—series of delays, snags, hitches, hindrances and obstacles, they have
purchased and now occupy the former St. William’s Catholic Church in the Griswold Heights
neighborhood of Troy.
And just like that, they’re gone. And just like that, I’m torn. I rejoice with them, for they have finally
received what they have so patiently and perseveringly prayed for and worked for. And I rejoice for
Griswold Heights, a neighborhood full of souls in need of just what Agape Church has to offer. And I
am feeling a little sorry for myself. I know that our friendships will endure, and it may be that some of
our ministries will continue to be cooperative, but I miss my friends. The personal warmth of Elder
Camp, his family and his flock was a benediction to me. Their devotion to our well-being was a proverb
to me. And their radiant faith in Christ Jesus was an encouragement to my own.
There was a season when Agape Church taught me what it means to share—what it means to share a
building, what it means to share responsibilities, and what it means to share a ministry. And now I am
being taught that same lesson all over again: now I must learn to share my friends with Griswold
Heights.
Like Lent, I know, it’s good. And like Lent, it leads to new life. But like Lent, it includes a little death.
“Unless a seed falls to the ground and dies,” Jesus said, “it remains alone. But if it dies, it bears much
fruit” (John 12:24).
Plans for a joint celebration in Agape’s new home are now being made, and when the date is set I will
publicize it immediately. Meanwhile, please remember our friends in your prayers. They are beginning a
new season of life just as we begin our season of fasting.
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A Haunting and Cherished Memory of Eddy Sturges by Dawn Stuart Weinraub
Eddy Sturges was one of the founders of St. John’s partnership with the Church of the Holy Spirit in
Lascahobas, Haiti, and she alternated with Anne Fairbanks as Head of the Haiti Committee. Her
quick wit, keen intelligence, warmth, and ability to roll with the punches with good humor proved
vital. On our first visit to Haiti in October 1988, the “Haiti Four” shared many a laugh with Eddy as
we braved some very “challenging” conditions. On his first visit to Troy our original partner priest,
Père Frantz Cole, relished the hospitality and fun provided by Eddy and Bob.
But it is another memory of Eddy that I most cherish. Early in the first visit we attended a very
beautiful, very traditional Anglican service at St. Esprit, complete with familiar hymns and liturgy
from our hymnal and prayer book, but translated into French. The service was early in the morning,
allowing very little time for breakfast, and no time for lunch afterwards, before beginning our journey
in a 4-wheel drive jeep through raging rivers and up treacherous “non-roads” on a steep mountainside
to Corosse-Savanette. There, in the little mission church of St. Philippe et St. Jacques, with its
corrugated metal roof, the congregation linked with Troy’s Holy Cross Church, was waiting the arrival
of these 4 blancs from Troy, including John Pattison, representing Holy Cross. They had been waiting
for a long time because the weather and road conditions delayed our arrival, but they were making a
joyful noise unto the Lord as we pulled in, singing, swaying, clapping, playing their drums, scrapers
and cha chas (maracas). The Eucharist proceeded in the same joyous spirit. From behind the altar
we could smell something delicious cooking, really awakening our late afternoon hunger.
After the service some ladies provided the food they had been heating for their guests: ONE cup of
coffee for us to share and ONE plate of rice and beans for us to share. There wasn’t anything for the
people who had waited for us all day, this just one sign of their extraordinary generosity to guests. It
was time to mingle with the departing congregation, and we dispersed to the two exits to meet people,
unwilling to partake of food that wasn’t sufficient to feed these truly needy people. Eddy happened
to have the dish of food in her hand as she and I stood on either side of the door. A child started to
cry as his mother spoke to us, and she said he was hungry. Eddy held out the fork with food, but the
mother preferred to take a little of it in her hand and put it in the child’s mouth. The crying stopped
and she moved on. We greeted the next woman, who was pregnant, and Eddy held out food to her,
patting her stomach and saying “pour le bébé.” The mother took it in her hand, ate it, and moved on.
A succession of women passed by, each holding out her hand for a morsel of food, and all the while
Eddy and I continued our greetings, pleasantries, and hugs. All the while these people, wearing stylish
and immaculate dresses, remained gentle, affectionate, and dignified. Time wore on and the people
continued to pass by our “receiving line,” each holding out a hand to receive the dollop of food Eddy
placed in it. And time wore on. And Eddy continued to fill each extended hand. Concerned, I
looked and there still seemed to be some food on the plate. When the last of the women left to make
her way back down the steep bank to her home, Eddy and I looked at each other and said nothing. It
was some time later, I no longer remember whether it was hours or days, that Eddy said to me, “Did
you experience what I did?” A shiver ran up my spine as I answered “Yes.”
We never spoke of it again. It was too deep. In the years that followed, as Eddy, Bob and I shared a
pew, and then just Eddy and I, we continued to share pleasantries and opinions with great mutual
understanding and appreciation, but underneath it all we both knew we had shared something that the
eyes of faith - and Eddy had eyes of faith - could only call a miracle.
Live. Give. Grow.
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Convention with Jean Carey by Katie Brillat
I was a single mom living far away from family and friends. It had been years since I had seen my
mom, and I put a lot of emphasis on our former church family at St. Michael’s. So when Tara Mae
and I transferred to St John’s, it was a wonderful opportunity that came at the cost of no longer being
involved with those that had so lovingly filled the family-and-friends void.
Our first summer here we went to convention in Speculator and shared a rustic and beautiful cabin at
the very end of CAMP-of-the-WOODS with Jean, Tara Mae and I in one bed, and Jean in the other.
It was our first convention and it was fabulous!

It was around 11p.m. Saturday evening when I picked Tara Mae up at Vacation Bible School. As we
were walking down the long path to our cabin, it was clear she was still so excited from the days’
activities and was not at all close to winding down. So many adventures, songs, games and new
friends to share! Jesus and church were always important to her so it was great for her to experience
all these things with all these people at once!
Skipping and jumping and singing all the way, as we approached the door to our cabin I said,” Ok, it’s
late and we don’t want to disturb Mrs. Carey so let’s be quiet, get ready, and just go to bed.” Yeah.
Right.
When we entered our room, the lights were low and Jean was in bed, probably on the verge of sleep.
She gave us a gentle greeting, and we responded in kind. As Tara Mae remembered yet another
exciting story of the day, she spoke in ‘stage whispers’: “Mom, did I tell you…?”, “”Then we played
this…”, “Then Tori did the funniest thing…and, and, and….”
At this, Jean scooted herself up and modestly wrapped her blue bathrobe (I remember how it
matched her pretty eyes) about her shoulders. Feeling terribly self-conscious, I reminded my
daughter, “Honey, time to get ready for bed, shhhh.” So we went into the bathroom, put on our PJ’s
and brushed our teeth, but the energy still got the better of us. To be honest, I also had a pretty
awesome day and was riding a lovely Spirit filled high. I’m sure Jean could hear us trying to stifle our
giggles and chatter. By the time we emerged, Jean had come out from under the covers, put her robe
completely on and turned on the lights. With a loving grin and the wisdom to accept and embrace
the moment (regardless of sleep deprivation), she gently tapped her bed as an invitation to sit, and
listened with genuine rapture as we reviewed the days’ events. Jean also had some funny stories about
the business meetings she’d been in all day. We even giggled about the business meetings! She shared
personal church memories of her and her husband, Booth. We laughed and talked for quite some
time. Eventually, we did wind down and when it was time for sleep (notice, I didn’t say bed, we were
already there), we all said The Lord’s Prayer, and “Now I lay me down to sleep”, and kissed each
other good night. As my daughter and I snuggled in bed together, she whispered to me, “She’s like a
Gramma!”
I hope Jean heard that, too.
Thank you, God, for bringing us Jean.

Live. Give. Grow.

Page 4

Jesus and the Children by John Ballard
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The Health Ministry of St. John’s by Chris Salmon
Can you be a healer without a prescription pad? For Therese Duvil and other members of the Health
Ministry team at St. John’s, the answer is emphatically yes. “When people talk about health, often
they just see the physical part that needs care and healing,” says Therese. When we talk about the
Health Ministry, we are talking about the spiritual part. If the spiritual part is healthy, the physical
part will be healthy.”
St. John’s Health Ministry began when Father Steve wanted to explore having a parish nurse. Therese
was suggested to him as someone already in the parish who was a nurse and interested in faith-based
health ministry. When Father Steve asked her, Therese said she prayed about it and decided this was
a path she wanted to take. With the guidance of Angela Sheehan, director of Faith Community
Nursing at Seton Health Partners, Therese took an intensive course in Faith Community Nursing at
St. Mary’s Hospital. There she learned about the spirituality of nursing founders like Florence
Nightingale and was instructed on issues encountered in community nursing, such as maintaining
patient confidentiality and privacy. The Health Ministry members can give general wellness advice,
but must direct the patient to a physician for specific medical issues. But often the focus turns to the
spiritual needs of the patients who seek the Health Ministry’s help. What is their family situation?
Are they depressed, isolated, lonely? All these things can have a significant effect on physical health.
While the Health Ministry offers blood pressure screening on the last Saturday of the month (not
coincidentally, the same day as the monthly food pantry), what often happens is that people will come
in for a screening, then stay and talk about their lives. If they indicate they would like to talk with
Father Steve or one of the deacons about the issues they are having, Therese will refer them, but they
must always agree to that first. Even If they prefer not to seek that help, Therese says that just talking
with a friendly, caring listener can go a long way in helping to ease whatever burdens they are carrying.
The Health Ministry also has a visitation component. Members of the ministry visit parishioners who
are sick, homebound because of illness, or hospitalized. In this ministry they assist Father Steve,
Deacon Sandy and Deacon Paul, who also make such visits.
Therese was not always set on becoming a nurse. In Haiti, her dream was to become a journalist and
she received a master’s degree in audio-visual communication at Salesian University in Rome, Italy.
Perhaps a harbinger of her future direction was that she did her master’s thesis on parish
communication. However, after coming to this country in 2001, she found that her Haitian accent
precluded a job in American journalism. While living in Boston, she trained as a Certified Nursing
Assistant. In this job, she observed hospice nurses and was inspired by their commitment to treating
patients with dignity and caring. She decided she wanted to continue her nursing studies and become
a hospice nurse. Her brother, who was living in Albany, encouraged her to move to the Capital
Region because of the many nursing programs available here. She enrolled in Maria College’s evening
nursing program and received her LPN. She has continued her nursing training and will become a
registered nurse in May.
Her path to St. John’s began as a matter of propinquity – her apartment was across the street from
the church. Her mother, who was visiting, went to a service, came home, and said to Therese, “You
should go to that church. They are praying for Haiti!” So she did, and was enthusiastically welcomed
by Father Hap and parishioners. The rest, as they say, is history.
Live. Give. Grow.
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Therese’s vision for the health ministry this year is to help people discover their gift for helping
others. “The more you do for other people, the more you feel fulfilled. My prayer is that people
will discover their inner gifts and want to do more. “
Current members of the Health Ministry include Deacon Sandy, Lisa Thorn, Brynna Nardone, Peg
Barnewell, Carol Daniel, Chris Salmon, Roseline Saintilma, and Amy Lewis. Members of the
visitation team include Jennifer and George Firth, Mary Ferro, Owen Bush, and Lois Hodkinson.
If you would like to join the Health Ministry team, please speak to Therese or any of the team
members. Medical experience is not required; all you need is compassion and a desire to help
others. Whether that takes the form of writing health information for the bulletin, visiting the sick,
or talking to people about how they can lead healthier lives is up to you. This ministry provides
many unique opportunities and satisfactions; we invite you to experience them with us.

Reflections on a Trip to Santa Fe by Jennifer Firth
Yet you, Lord, are our Father.
We are the clay, You are the potter;
We are all the work of Your hand.
Isaiah 64:8
Traveling through the terrain near Santa Fe, New Mexico and surveying its jagged landscape is
transforming. Angular buttes off in the distance, squat, gnarled pinyon trees dotted about, and soil the
color of terra cotta perpetually in view reinforces the idea that you are not in Troy anymore.
In the city of Santa Fe we were privileged to visit several museums and art galleries, including many
that displayed stunning pieces of Native American pottery. It was fascinating to learn about the
history of pottery making in the Southwest and the labor-intensive steps required in the process. First,
clay-bearing soil is located, dug, sifted, and transported to the workshop. Next, the clay is prepared by
tempering it, typically with sand and water, then kneaded into a consistency suitable for vessel
construction. Most Southwestern Native American pottery is crafted by rolling long, skinny coils,
stacking, and winding them upwards to form the desired shape. The coils are smoothed with a
scraping tool and the vessel is allowed to dry. Finally, the pottery is fired in an outdoor kiln
constructed with scrap metal and rocks, using wood and manure as fuel. This final firing stage is most
precarious as inopportune temperatures can wreak havoc on the meticulously-crafted vessels. Once
out of the kiln, each piece is gently examined and readied for use.
Our newfound knowledge about the careful and painstaking process involved in making these vessels
gave rise to a heightened respect for their creators and enhanced the pleasure of looking at them. It
occurred to me that our journey during Lent is a bit like a vessel being fired in the kiln. After being
lovingly and carefully created, pottery pieces are set aside and subjected to extreme conditions to
prepare them for service. We too are lovingly and carefully created. Lent provides us an opportunity
to pause and engage in activities that prepare us to fully celebrate the Resurrection of Jesus Christ.
May this Lenten season cause you to seek disciplines that allow you to set yourself aside to respond to
God, experience His love, and prepare you for His service.
Live. Give. Grow.
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Don't Make These 3 Mistakes When Giving by Anne Peterson
I share this article which I recently received because it instantly made me aware of what we are called to do, and what we
are trying to do at St. John's through our Basement on First Street Thrift Shop, Bread Ministry and Shepherd’s
Storehouse Pantry. It is imperative that we know that we are serving those less fortunate in answer to the Lord's
command "to serve rather than be served". Many of our parishioners are committed to ministries way beyond our walls
and neighborhoods, as they too answer the call to servanthood. It is important for each of us to keep in mind to "give as
our Father gives, that we might make a person feel loved". – Deacon Sandy Tatem
I brought in the plastic bags. Putting them down on the table, I unload them, thankful I got to go to
the food pantry today. Thankful I have something different to offer my family.
·
Opening the Duncan Hines box, I'm looking forward to making a cake. Cake is a luxury item.
Reaching for my large bowl, I feel like singing. Maybe things will be okay. Dumping the mix into the
bowl, I smell a hint of vanilla. Breaking an egg, I see it. A small speck of darkness invading the white
powdery mix. Looking closer I see another and another. Bugs! This box is full of tiny bugs.
The expiration date shows me this dessert was meant for last year. I empty the contents into the trash.
I don't feel much like singing now.
Feeling poor doesn't feel good.
I wipe a tear off of my face before my young daughter sees it. I only feel poor on certain days, this is
one of them.
"I think I'll make something else," I say smiling. "Why?" she asks. "I just want to," I lie.
Thankfulness is sometimes slippery.
Struggling to hold onto thankfulness I wonder. Why do some people give away what they want to get
rid of? How would they feel being on the receiving end? Didn't Jesus say to give as if we were giving
to him in Matthew 25:40?
I remember another trip to the food pantry. The volunteer behind the card table takes my
information, asking me to take a seat.
When my name is called, I'm led to the first room. It's set up like a grocery store in two rooms. On
the shelves are all kinds of canned goods. In another section I see boxes of cereal, boxes of crackers.
Taped to some shelves are little pieces of paper with numbers on them. The tag reads:
3-4 people in the family: 2 cans
As the volunteer watches me, I take two cans. She says,"No, you only get 1 can, you have two people
in your family."
"I have three people in my family," I whisper.
She starts to argue and then checks my card she is holding. "Oh, you're right."
Live. Give. Grow.
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I feel like I've been caught stealing, except I haven't.
We move over to the paper goods area. I get to choose one item, either paper towels, toilet paper, or
napkins. I choose toilet paper. I watch as she takes the four-pack and tears it open. She puts one roll
on the shelf and hands me the three.
I hardly look up.
I hear only fragments of what she's telling me. "...all the baked goods you'd like ...you can take two
packs of gum or two candy bars per child...".
I stuff my feelings down and go through the motions. Thanking her, I push the metal cart out to my
car. The noise from the squeaky wheels makes it impossible to slip out quietly. I hope I don't see
anyone I know.
By the time I open my trunk, my tears won't stop. I don't ever want to come back here again.
Returning the cart I see a friend who works there. "What's wrong?" she asks, seeing my face.
I relay my experience, letting the tears fall as they may. "I don't think I can do this anymore. I almost
brought the food back in. But I do want you to know, I have appreciated all the food I've ever
received from here."
"I'm so sorry," she says, "Please come back."
One month later...
It's that time again. Do I go to the food pantry? I play the different scenarios in my mind, but
eventually I decide to try it one more time.
Something is different. No one opens the package of toilet paper to keep a roll. No one challenges
me when I take my two cans of soup. I felt heard.
It's hard to be a person in need.
It's sad we live in a world where some people determine another person's worth by what he/she has.
Their philosophy might be, "If you have little, you are worth little." But God doesn't determine our
worth like that. We are valuable because we are God's.

A missionary couple living overseas received a care package from one of their church supporters.
They felt excited as they went through each item in the box. Until they opened a small container
tucked in the bottom. The contents? Slivers of soap. Next to it was a small tin filled with used tea
bags.
Needless to say, this couple was discouraged by the time they got to the bottom of the box.
It's easy to make mistakes when we give. To get the mindset that the person should be satisfied with
whatever he or she gets. Make sure when you give that you avoid these three no-no's:
Live. Give. Grow.
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1. Don't Give What You Ought to Toss Out
Sometimes we need to ask ourselves, "Would I want to receive this for my family?" If not, toss it.
Remember, we're to give as if we were giving it to the Lord.
2. Don't Have Strings Attached to What You Give
When we give freely, we have no expectations. God's salvation is a gift. God gave, even though some
will reject his gift. Read John 3:16. If we are disappointed with how others receive our gifts, perhaps
we should check to see if there are any strings attached.
3. Don't Give Only When Others Know It
If we cannot give anonymously at times, maybe our motives aren't right. God tells us in Matthew 6:3,
to not even let our other hand know what we are giving. You see, giving is not a spectator sport.
Receiving a gift can make a person feel loved. It can make a person feel as if they are special. Maybe if
we learn now to give as our Father gives, people will feel his love. And isn't that what it's all about
anyway?
Adapted from an article which ran originally ran on Anne Peterson Writes.

Maundy Thursday Foot Washing – Lent 2014
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Poems by Bill Muller
I can’t see Him.
I can’t hear Him.
He eludes my senses.
Yet I have devoted my life to Him.
Sample the joy.
Taste the sorrow.
Live each day with faith in tomorrow.

Lent by Bob Lachance
Many of us give up something that
really means a lot to us, such as
chocolate, or we give up doing
something we really like, or we go out
of our way to help other people
(though we should do this all the time),
and we pray. Many of us will fast
during Lent; maybe we will eat no meat
on Fridays. But, during Lent we will
also celebrate, and one cause for
celebration will be the “Heartburn for
Haiti Chili Cook-off” held at St. John’s
on Saturday, February 28.
So for Lent we sacrifice, we pray and
we celebrate.

Litany by Thomas Merton
Teach me to go to this country beyond words and
beyond names.
Teach me to pray on this side of the frontier, here where
these woods are.
I need to be led by you.
I need my heart to be moved by you.
I need my soul to be made clean by your prayer.
I need my will to be made strong by you.
I need the world to be saved and changed by you.
I need you for all those who suffer, who are in prison, in
danger, in sorrow.
I need you for all the crazy people.
I need your healing hand to work always in my life.
I need you to make me, as you made your Son, a healer,
a comforter, a savior.
I need you to help the dying cross their particular rivers.
I need you for myself whether I live or die.
It is necessary. Amen.
from “A Book of Hours” edited by Kathleen Deignan
Submitted by Wendy Williams

A Valentine to My First Granddaughter by Ellie O’Reilly
I’ve been a grandmother for about three weeks now. I first held my ‘Grand’ when she was about
twelve hours old. I’ve felt loaves of bread that were heavier! She was pink and warm and beautiful,
just as I expected. But I didn’t expect her to soften my heart the way she does. My problems tend to
fall away when I see this gift of human life we’ve all been given. It’s time to step back and make
myself available to her and her (first time) parents. I see acts of unselfishness and bravery in these two
people who until now had mainly themselves to care for. I see hope and courage to start again the
next day—tweaking those actions that didn’t work so well today—all on only a few hours of sleep.
I’m reminded why God gives babies o young(ish) parents!
Baby Ilsa, please know now and always that you were always wanted and eagerly awaited as just the
right baby for all your family members, and God has spectacular plans for you!
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Going Back to Preschool for Lent by Brynna Carpenter-Nardone
Donny was a tall, dark, handsome type of older man like the kind I heard about on television. He
was almost twice my age. He was ﬁve, and I was only three.
Donny was hard-working. I saw him cut his right foot on a shovel once; the slash to his arch opened
like a mouth revealing purple-red insides like grape jelly. He disappeared and came back the next
morning bandaged with what I imagined was masking tape. That afternoon, he was back in the sand
box with a somber look, bearing down with his right arch couched in a rubber boot. As his shovel
grated the sand, I watched him from outside the box and twitched with pain.

Donny was always getting into trouble—how exactly, I couldn’t tell, because I did not often get into
trouble. His younger sister, Krista, was a blond ball of a girl who barely spoke and seemed to roll
from place to place. She was my age and my friend, my mother said. Donny was tall and thin. He
was like how I felt on my inside, old with frayed edges and always ﬂying away on an idea like a magic
carpet. Krista was boring; Donny was intriguing; when I went to Krista’s house, I hoped I would get
to observe Donny. He was usually removed, either by his own volition or by an order to keep his
rubber boots, which he must always wear now, oﬀ the immaculate kitchen ﬂoor. He was always in
trouble with his father (my mother said), a ﬁerce-looking man with drooping mustaches whom his
wife later divorced when she took Donny and Krista and moved away.
Now I think that in the absence of a trusted father, Donny’s ideas formed his identity: a boy that,
while real, retained the magic of being conceived in imagination. This creature ruled the emotions of
the adults as well as the sandbox. When I saw Donny prove himself master even over pain, my
three-year old heart, always injured and sniﬄing, broke from me to lie at his wounded feet.
Donny was not interested in me. But one day, after he had come up with an idea for me, he wanted
me. Now I think the idea was like a magic carpet. At ﬁrst, it was just an imaginary carpet—a
plaything. Then the idea became a story—something light and solid that could carry Donny away.
Taking me along with him would give his story texture and make Donny more believable. When we
collided with the adults, our story-carpet would make its pilot--Donny—a child rejected by his
father—impactful and startlingly real. When I arrived in the cubby room, I found Donny waiting to
take me for a ride.
“I really did it once,” he said when he felt the adults were gone.
“Yeah?” I said, fascinated to hear any boast he would make to me.
“It was in nap time, and I pulled my pants down. I pulled them back up again, and she never
even saw it.”
Wow, I thought, Donny could do anything.
“I bet you can’t do that,” he said.
That afternoon, Eleanor watched us during our nap. I loved Eleanor better than all the other
teachers. As much as the smudges on the walls and miniature furniture, Eleanor was a ﬁxture of the
preschool’s interior. A tall brunette whose head seemed to vanish at a point on the ceiling, Eleanor
hovered and spun projecting kindness, dogged patience, and a tired expression like a mobile over
our world below.
Live. Give. Grow.
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I wanted to please Donny. I wanted to impress him and somehow penetrate that dark, sad frown and
turn it upside down into a smile. When I would not get up from under my blanket, Eleanor’s head
rose over me as lovingly and ﬁrmly as the morning sun saying, “Brynna, it’s time.”
“I can’t.”
Eleanor inhaled. “Why?”
I didn’t say anything.
“Why not?”
“Because my pants are down and I can’t pull them up.”
Eleanor didn’t blink. She reached down to help me.
“Just pull them up, then.”
It was that simple. She didn’t ask why my pants were down. Like Jesus, the Son of Man, said to the
paralytic, Eleanor said to me, “Get up and walk.” And like what the ﬁrst man, Adam, said to God
about Eve after they ate the forbidden fruit and realized they were naked, I told Eleanor it was
Donny’s fault.
When he found me alone, Donny asked if I had done it. I told him I had been brave enough to try,
but had gotten caught. He seemed doubly satisﬁed: I imagine because he had gotten me to do it and
because I had failed to succeed. I had secured Donny’s position as the craftiest kid in preschool as
much as Adam secured Eve’s reputation as the wily and seductive one.
Now, I am forty-three and healing from memory loss. Whenever an old memory flies into me for a
landing, I wonder why it came back from the magical place where it was. I know God is healing me,
and with Eleanor hovering over me again, I see how she was like God. She had only required that
when I could not help myself, I tell her what was wrong and let her help me. And I also see how I
was like Adam: curious, longing to have the courage to disobey, and too cowardly to admit it when I
did. And like Adam in love with Eve who was brave by nature and tempted by evil, I was in love with
Donny who was tempted by the evil inﬂuences in his life, namely his father--who was abusing him.
Now a new Lent is also hovering over me. It feels like only my second one because it’s only been two
and a half years since I was conﬁrmed in the Episcopal Church. Being conﬁrmed was not like being
born again—I had become a Christian in my teens. But it was like becoming small. It felt like casting
aside my grown self who had thought she could do Christianity on her own. It felt like committing to
learn how to live with God and others and trusting them to raise me in a way I found my elders could
not. During the ceremony, the bishop in red vestments, his face ﬂushed with concentration, prayed
for me with his hands pressing the sutures of my skull; at that moment he was a mid-wife, and I was
a baby being guided from her mother’s body. But the body was my own, and the head guided from it
was my lonely creed. As I was released into the world where I would learn how to play and believe
well with others, I felt, along with the gain of a school and a Church, a demystifying loss.
If God thought I must start over in His preschool, it could mean that in the forty years that followed
my relationship with Donny, I did not grow much beyond my three year-old self. Perhaps much of
my “growth” in those forty years amounted to me ﬁnding cleverer ways to avoid being caught with
my pants down in a scheme to impress others. What if those forty years resulted in my learning to
see myself as larger than those who might discipline me and help me, and in my devising ways to
refuse discipline or help? What if in those forty years, I stopped seeing myself as someone deserving
of compassion when caught in a rebellious act or as a child whom God might ﬁnd lovable or even
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adorable? What if instead of being able to receive help or forgiveness, I began to believe I must be sent

away? It seems like this is not the lesson that Eleanor or the God of preschool teachers wanted to teach
me. If I have forgotten myself as an object of compassion, then I think in these forty years I have
learned little worth learning, and that back in preschool is where I belong.
Even if I did grow too big for my britches, I will never be too big for the season of Lent, which, at this
point in my journey, I view as an annual preschool refresher course. During Lent, I will be reminded
that I need to relearn the alphabet of my faith. I will contemplate being tempted by a variety of
temptations, tall, dark and otherwise. I will remember trying to ﬂy to all kinds of places on my magic
carpet without any thought of God controlling the airspace. I will remember how I tried to impress
others and was caught with my pants down. I will remember how I asked for forgiveness when I made
mistakes, and I will be reminded to do it again. I will remember receiving the love and mercy of God
and that through His sacriﬁcing Himself, He made me worthy to receive His love, mercy, and His
entire Self. I will remember that while for over forty years I struggled to make others love me and make
peace with myself, God loved me always and makes peace with me.

Crucifix by Caryll Houselander from “Caryll Houselander Essential Writings”
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Bible Stories by Dave Hunn
LENT
Lent is when many Christian –not all–spiritually prepare themselves for Holy Week and Easter. Lent
is a time for repentance, reflection, prayer, many other thoughts and fasting from our indulgences.
Lent can be thought of as the beginning of the most Holy time of our Christian life. However, there is no
mention of Lent in the Bible. (So this isn’t really a “Bible Story”.) As the late great radio commentator
Paul Harvey used to say, “Here is the rest of the story!”
The History of Lent
The history and the liturgical development of Lent is in itself academic and in the author’s opinion,
probably does not impact the faith messages of Lent. How Lent began, like much of ancient history,
is changing as new discoveries are made and new theories proposed.
Initially, the general belief (Roman Catholic, Anglican and part of the Eastern Church) was that Lent
proper – he forty days of fasting and preparation, was a period that came directly from the disciples.
While strong on belief, for theologians, there has been little evidence to prove that. We must note
that Lent (and Easter) is in the spring. Spring has been a time of rejuvenation and rebirth since time
immemorial. At some point (eons before religion) spring has been celebrated with spirituality and
ritual. As societies became more sophisticated and religions developed, the spring rituals became
more complex.

Since the birth of Christ and later the sacrament of baptism, the period before Easter and Easter day
itself were times for baptizing. Forget the “forty” (we’ll come back to that). The pre Baptism rituals
varied greatly but often involved fasting for as short and a few days to longer, mostly describe in
ancient texts from various areas of the “Christian” world: Egyptian, Byzantine, Greek, and Roman
among others. In the past many of these rituals had been proposed by theologians as the basis of
Lent.1
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The Council of Nicaea – 325 AD
This Council set the future course of the development of the formal Christian religion. The Council’s
main accomplishments were settlement of the Christological issue of the nature of the Son of God
and his relationship to God the Father, the construction of the first part of the Creed of Nicaea
(which we read Sunday’s), establishing uniform observance of the date of Easter, and promulgation
of early canon law.2 This was the ecumenical Council held under the auspices of the Holy Roman
Emperor that decided on which texts would become the “official”, or “canonical”, Bible. As for
Lent, the Council did not define a “Lent” per se, but a calculation for the time period which we still
use today – forty days of fasting prior to Easter. So Lent was officially liturgical from that point on.
So When is Lent? It depends on the Moon!
First comes Easter, because when Lent begins (Ash Wednesday) and ends depends on the date set
each year for Easter. The Sunday that Easter is celebrated is calculated by the phase of the moon
after March 21, which from ancient times considered the Spring Equinox. Specifically, Easter is
celebrated on the first Sunday after what was called the “Paschal” full moon. Easter Day can fall
anytime across a 3 week period. There are more complexities with this Easter date based on Eastern
or Gregorian calendars, but for our present day purposes, that is the calculation that we use.
Is Lent Really Forty Days Long?
Lent is 40 days. But there are more than 40 days from Ash Wednesday to Easter Sunday. That’s
more than 40 and at least 46 days long. Here’s why. The term Lent is only properly applied only to
fasting days. Sundays are not fasting days, and therefore, they are not counted as part of the “40 days
of Lent”. There are also some other non-fasting days, but that is splitting hairs. For simplicity the
Lenten Period (author’s words) is considered six weeks.
But the number 40 has a life of its own in the bible. Forty days seems to be the length of time of choice
for important, decisions, fasts and more intense spiritual reflections in Old and New Testaments.
This period of time is first mentioned in Genesis and often throughout the Old Testament. In the
New Testament, there are also several uses of the 40 something period (days, weeks, years, hours). In
the Synoptic Gospels, Jesus was led up the mountain by God and fasted or forty days and forty
nights. It is also believed that Jesus lay for 40 hours in the tomb. And there are more such 40-X
episodes.
What Does This Kind of History Have to Do with Faith?
What is the relationship between history, liturgy and faith? Do theologians contribute to faith, or do
their studies have other impacts on faith? Easter is biblical and the cornerstone of our belief. The
setting of the date for Easter was not biblical; it came from that church meeting in Nicaea. Faith or
theology? It can be proposed that liturgy does not build faith, it enriches faith. Not simple questions,
friends. For each of us to decide, though not necessarily by ourselves.

References
1.

The Early History of Lent, Nicholas V. Russo, Asst. Dean, College of Arts and Letters, Notre
Dame
2. Wikipedia with various sub references.
3. The Book of Common Prayer and Administration of the Sacraments and Other Rites and
Ceremonies of the Church
Note - None of the author’s multiple Biblical reference books mention Lent by name, including The
Concise Concordance to the NSRV.
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Christ with Basin by Brynna Carpenter-Nardone
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40 Inspirational Quotes for the Lenten Season submitted by Deacon Paul Carney
1. "Are you capable of risking your life for someone? Do it for Christ." Pope John Paul II
2. "Lent comes providentially to reawaken us, to shake us from our lethargy." Pope Francis
3. "As Lent is the time for greater love, listen to Jesus' thirst...'Repent and believe' Jesus tells us. What are
we to repent? Our indifference, our hardness of heart. What are we to believe? Jesus thirsts even now, in
your heart and in the poor He knows your weakness. He wants only your love, wants only the chance to
love you." Blessed Teresa of Calcutta
4. "Some people think that having ash on your forehead is ridiculous. But I am neither ashamed nor
afraid because the ashes remind me that I have to someday pass away and reunite with my creator. "
Walter Buns
5. "The most important thing a born again Christian can do is to pray." Chuck Smith
6. "Prayer is where the action is." John Wesley
7. "The proof of love is in the works. Where love exists, it works great things. But when it ceases to act,
it ceases to exist." Pope St. Gregory the Great
8. "Prayer is reaching out after the unseen; fasting is letting go of all that is seen and temporal. Fasting
helps express, deepen, confirm the resolution that we are ready to sacrifice anything, even ourselves to
attain what we seek for the kingdom of God." Andrew Murray
9. "Lent stimulates us to let the Word of God penetrate our life and in this way to know the fundamental
truth: who we are, where we come from, where we must go, what path we must take in life..." Pope
Benedict XVI
10. "Nothing, how little so ever it be, if it is suffered for God's sake, can pass without merit in the sight
of God." Thomas a Kempis
11. "Renounce yourself in order to follow Christ; discipline your body; do not pamper yourself, but love
fasting.” Saint Benedict
12. "Whoever wishes to be my follower must deny his very self, take up his cross each day, and follow in
my steps." Luke 9:23
13. "One should never initiate anything that he cannot saturate with prayer." Unknown
14. "Prayer does not change the purpose of God. But prayer does change the action of God." Chuck
Smith
15. "Men may spurn our appeals, reject our message, oppose our arguments, despise our persons, but
they are helpless against our prayers." Sidlow Baxter
16. "You can do more than pray after you have prayed; but you can never do more than pray until you
have prayed." A.J. Gordon
17. "Lent is like a long 'retreat' during which we can turn back into ourselves and listen to the voice of
God, in order to defeat the temptations of the Evil One. It is a period of spiritual 'combat' which we
must experience alongside Jesus, not with pride and presumption, but using the arms of faith: prayer,
listening to the word of God and penance. In this way we will be able to celebrate Easter in truth, ready
to renew the promises of our Baptism." Pope Benedict XVI
18. "As you mourn for your sins and weaknesses this Ash Wednesday through fasting, mourning and
weeping, may you be truly transformed from your heart." John Tribes
19. "Everything in life has its own time. There is time to celebrate and there is time to mourn. This is the
time for reflection and transformation. Let us look within and change into what we ought to be." Aaron
Saul
20. "God shapes the world by prayer. The more prayer there is in the world the better the world will be,
the mightier the forces of against evil …" E.M. Bounds
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21. "Satan does not care how many people read about prayer if only he can keep them from praying."
Paul E. Billheimer
22. "Fasting is the soul of prayer, mercy is the lifeblood of fasting. So if you pray, fast; if you fast, show
mercy; if you want your petition to be heard, hear the petition of others. If you do not close your ear to
others, you open God’s ear to yourself. " St. Peter Chrysologus
23. "During these 40 days, let me put away all my pride. Let me change my heart and give up all that is
not good within me. Let me love God with all that I am and all that I have." Genesis Grain
24. "Remember that lent and ash Wednesday is not just about putting away the bad things. It is about
creating good things and helping the poor and the needy, being kind to people and much more." Jacob
Winters
25. "The stations show us how each one can lighten the heavy cross that is laid upon the bent back of
the whole human race now, how each one in the power of Christ’s love can sweeten his own suffering
and that of those who are dear to him." Caryll Houselander
26. "The greatest thing anyone can do for God or man is pray." S.D. Gordon
27. "Fasting confirms our utter dependence upon God by finding in Him a source of sustenance beyond
food." Dallas Willard
28. "All throughout my life I have been living recklessly. I have sinned a lot and done things that I know
I should not have done. Now I will return back to God and change myself." Genevieve Shaw
29. "It is not just about giving up our favorite food but it is about going further and giving up things like
hatred and unforgiveness. You need to clean your heart and prepare yourself for purity." Amanda Jobs
30. "If I fail to spend two hours in prayer each morning, the devil gets the victory through the day. I
have so much business I cannot get on without spending three hours daily in prayer. " Martin Luther
31. "Even Jesus who is the Lord of Lords and the king of kings fasted and prayed in the desert for 40
days and 40 nights. How much more we need to do the same with all our sinfulness and baggage's."
Tamara Lane
32. "God does nothing except in response to believing prayer." John Wesley
33. "Prayer strikes the winning blow; service is simply picking up the pieces." S.D. Gordon
34. "The Lord measures out perfection neither by the multitude nor the magnitude of our deeds, but by
the manner in which we perform them.” St. John of the Cross
35. "Fasting makes sense if it really chips away at our security and, as a consequence, benefits someone
else, if it helps us cultivate the style of the good Samaritan, who bent down to his brother in need and
took care of him." Pope Francis
36. "We all suffer for each other, and gain by each other's suffering; for man never stands alone here,
though he will stand alone hereafter; but here is he is a social being, and goes forward to his long home
as one of a large company." Cardinal John Henry Newman
37. "Nothing, how little so ever it be, if it is suffered for God's sake, can pass without merit in the sight
of God." Thomas a Kempis
38. "You cannot be proud and expect to be transformed away from your sins. You need to humble
yourself and have a spirit of repentance within you. Then you will see real change." Mable Vine
39. "We all came from dust and to dust we shall return. Even the greatest and the richest people of this
generation will be soon forgotten. Let us focus completely on God almighty." Vernon Kane
40. "Lenten practices of giving up pleasures are good reminders that the purpose of life is not pleasure.
The purpose of life is to attain to perfect life, all truth and undying ecstatic love – which is the definition
of God. In pursuing that goal we find happiness. Pleasure is not the purpose of anything; pleasure is a
by-product resulting from doing something that is good. One of the best ways to get happiness and
pleasure out of life is to ask ourselves, 'How can I please God?' and, 'Why am I not better?' It is the
pleasure-seeker who is bored, for all pleasures diminish with repetition." Fulton J. Sheen
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ST. JOHN’S EPISCOPAL CHURCH
CALENDAR OF EVENTS
FEBRUARY 2015
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 28 – “HEARTBURN FOR HAITI” CHILI COOK-OFF 5:30 TO 8:00 P.M.

MARCH 2015
FRIDAY, MARCH 6, 13, 20, 27 – LENT MEDITATION SERVICE 6:00 P.M.

APRIL 2015
THURSDAY, APRIL 2 – MAUNDY THURSDAY, SIMPLE SUPPER 5:30 P.M., HOLY EUCHARIST 7:00 P.M.
FRIDAY, APRIL 3 – GOOD FRIDAY, STATIONS OF THE CROSS 5:30 P.M., HOLY EUCHARIST 7:00 P.M.
SATURDAY, APRIL 4 – HOLY SATURDAY, “LOOK AT JESUS, LOOK AT YOUR HEART” STATIONS OF
THE CROSS FOR KIDS AND FAMILIES 11:00 A.M.
SUNDAY, APRIL 5 –EASTER SUNDAY - FEAST OF THE RESURRECTION- HOLY EUCHARIST 10:00 A.M.

MAY 2015
SATURDAY, MAY 2 – COMMUNITY BREAKFAST 9:00 TO 11:00 A.M.
SUNDAY, MAY 10 – MOTHER’S DAY TEA FOLLOWING THE 10:00 A.M. SERVICE
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