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“Grow Up” by Jennifer O’Connell

Thy Kingdom Come Thy Will be Done on Earth
by Tiffany Dzembo and Amy Lewis
Half the year the theme for the Journal and Times is easily determined by the liturgical season, but the
other half of the year is the same liturgical season: Ordinary Time. But life lived with the Resurrected
Christ in the power of the Holy Spirit is never ordinary, and we ask ourselves: what does God want to
grow in us and how will he use it for his kingdom?
Discussing our own St. John’s garden, we discovered our summer edition theme, “Make Our Garden
Grow.” To us, it seems the perfect metaphor for our Church’s rich history and bright future. The “roots”
lie in the multi-generational families, strong founders, and current members of St. John’s. We are
“branching out” with new and ever changing ways to spread the Word and serve our community. And our
Capital Campaign will also help us support new “flowers” of opportunities to serve Christ.
We turned to scripture in search of guiding verses for our essay and found them in Mark’s seed parables,
also the lectionary reading for June 14: “He also said, ‘The kingdom of God is as if someone would scatter
seed on the ground, and would sleep and rise night and day, and the seed would sprout and grow, he does
not know how. The earth produces of itself, first the stalk, then the head, then the full grain in the head.
But when the grain is ripe, at once he goes in with his sickle, because the harvest has come.’ He also said,
‘With what can we compare the kingdom of God, or what parable will we use for it? It is like a mustard
seed, which, when sown upon the ground, is the smallest of all the seeds on earth; yet when it is sown it
grows up and becomes the greatest of all shrubs, and puts forth large branches, so that the birds of the air
can make nests in its shade’” (Mark 4:26-34, NSRV).
From a seed (in the form of the Basement on First Street) planted by our parish many years ago, grows a
great many friendships and proceeds that are donated to Troy-area ministries and organizations serving
those in need. From a seed (in the form of The Bread Ministry) planted by our Daughters of the King,
grows many Saturday morning ministries full of God’s grace and love. We share Panera bread with each
other, and, even more powerfully, we share the Living Bread, and it is this Bread that has given life to
more life-giving ministries: a community Bible study, a Zumba class, a basketball team, and a food pantry.
God gives each of us seeds to plant in the fertile ground that is our community. We pray so that God can
show us the seeds he has chosen for us and call us to plant them. And we must plant them because the
seed God chooses for us is unlike the seed he chooses for anyone else; he needs each one of us, each seed,
to bring his kingdom to earth. Once planted, the fruit of the seed has yet to be revealed, which is often
exciting and sometimes terrifying, but the rest, the increase, is up to God.
God is at work always and everywhere, bringing about his kingdom in unexpected and marvelous ways by
using each of us, each of us broken, each of us blessed, each of us given by God to each other. Though we
don’t know where our planting will take us, or what just what the kingdom will do when it seizes hold of
us, we do know it will grow us and our community closer to God. Take courage and plant the seeds God
gives you (besides, you know he’ll keep nagging you until it’s done), and let us live together in joyful
expectancy, ready to harvest that which we have planted and God has grown.
“We’re neither pure, nor wise, nor good,
We’ll do the best we know.
We’ll build our house and chop our wood
And make our garden grow.” Leonard Bernstein, Make Our Garden Grow from Candide
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St. John’s Garden Tour – 2015
by Deacon Sandy & Deacon Bill Tatem
“He who sows courtesy reaps friendship; he
who plants kindness gathers love.” St. Basil
(330-379)
For the third or fourth year, Deacon Bill and I
opened the doors of St. John’s Church for the
people who were participating in the Troy
Garden Tour, on Thursday, May 22nd. The
tour commenced at 4:00 p.m., but due to a
scheduling conflict, we were unable to be
present until a few minutes later, however, the
gardens were open for inspection and all were
invited for cookies and lemonade served by our
faithful parishioners!
The weather this year was perfect, which
brought memories of prior years when rain
threatened or actually poured down in
abundance. Deacon Bill and I stood outside
the church inviting people inside, but it wasn’t
until his quickly crafted invitation in the form
of a sign taped to the rail on the steps in front
of the church that people felt the invitation to
walk in! We estimate that one hundred (100)
people came through “our” doors! Some
rested quietly in the pews; others took in the
beauty of the stained glass windows and the
tiles in the aisle flooring; everyone was struck
by the beauty and magnificence of the church.
For most people, it was their curiosity that
brought them inside as they “had always
wanted to see the church that they had heard so
much about”; still others wanted to know if this
was a “Catholic” Church, and many people
asked for the schedule of service times.
Why do we do this? What did this experience
mean to us – and to St. John’s? We believe that
the heading presented above says it all. As we
busied ourselves answering questions, giving
out the sheet explaining the windows and the
tiles, we were struck by the sincerity of our
visitors – “this is the highlight of the tour” were
words we heard so often. Was it just the beauty
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of the church? Was it the perfect weather that
brought more people into the neighborhood?
Was it Tiffany windows and floor tiles? Surely
it wasn’t our presence…but we believe it was
deeper than all of the above.
We have been given Christ and without Him
no harvest is possible. Without Him our only
harvest would be “sour grapes”. With Him,
whatever harvest God wants from us is
possible and it will be abundant. We have been
given one another – a diversity of people, and
the only one who can unite us into one is
Christ. We have all been given earthly goods,
including a beautiful building situated in a
specific area in the City of Troy, which does
not ordinarily lend itself to curiosity seekers.
We have been given beautiful gardens and a
Troy City Garden Tour for us to use to
produce fruitfulness so that we may produce a
harvest. It is not a blueprint for that harvest,
but the tools to be used to produce that
harvest. Our fruitfulness may take on a form
very different from what we expect – our
harvest may surprise us. “The strangest grapes
can conceal the sweetest taste”. (Hoffacker)
Thank you Lord, for this incredible opportunity
to use those tools to sow friendship and love!
“In simple humility, let our Gardener, God,
landscape you with the Words, making a
salvation-garden of your life”. (James 1:~2)
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Our Garden Then
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“The people of St. John’s propose to build a Garden
of Memory to enshrine in living and jubilant symbols
their love for the hundreds of citizens and churchmen
who have walked these paths before them.” from St.
John’s Memorial Garden—Where Pilgrims may find the Silent
Minstry of Peace
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A Garden of Remembrance in the City of Troy
by Jennifer Firth
When the people of St. John’s originally envisioned a garden in 1936, they imagined it as a place,“…to give
to the City of Troy a retreat of exquisite beauty wherein any individual who so desired could rest and
collect their thoughts and watch God’s creative love at work in the garden.”
Its designers also desired to create, “a shrine of memory in this part of our city to keep ever alive the
names of friends and neighbors who once had walked our streets and given the city the strength of their
character.” The sunken portion of the garden was to honor Rev. Henry R. Freeman, Rector of St. John’s
for 44 years, planted on the foundation of the rectory where Rev. Freeman lived. Other portions of the
Garden were dedicated to the memory of others.
Along the lines of remembrance, the designers foresaw an English garden with tall hedges and clusters of
perennials in perpetual, ever-bloom, blossoms present from spring until autumn, initially showcasing
daffodils and tulips and winding down with sedum and chrysanthemums. St. John’s Garden Guild was
responsible for the Garden’s design, maintenance, and preservation. Members of the Guild included Mrs.
E. Harold Cluett, Mrs. Warren S. Blauvelt, Miss Madeleine A. Henry, Mrs. Wm. Leland Thompson, Mrs.
Henry Colvin, and Mrs. Warren E. Huntley, Consultant. To assist in the creation of the Garden, Guild
members encouraged “several thousand small gifts,” rather than have “it represent the devotion of a few.”
Each gift was to be inscribed in a permanent Book of Remembrance, with the names of those whose
memory the gifts were made prominent. This Book continues to be maintained by Patty Williams.
The Memorial Garden at St. John’s has been a city institution for over seventy years. The Garden was
dedicated on May 22, 1938, with a huge celebration involving City officials, Police and Fire Officers, and
visiting church dignitaries. For many years, St. John’s Rector was the Chaplain to the Troy Fire and Police
Department. The Troy Police Benevolent Association donated the Garden’s wrought iron fence.
True to the original intent of its founders, the Garden became the setting for a variety of activities.
Summer evening worship services were instituted during the summer of 1938 and Pastors from various
denominations preached. Rev. Nelson M. Burroughs, Rector of St. John’s, was in charge of the services
and Richard Tweedy, organist and choirmaster, directed the choir and led the congregational singing. In
1939, the graduating class of the Samaritan Hospital School of Nursing held their baccalaureate service at
St. John’s. Rev. Burroughs preached the sermon and expressed hope that the graduates, “are eager to be
ministers of the whole man, and not merely of the body, and to do that, you must in some degree touch
reality at its source: you must know God and love Him.” Following the service, the twenty-four graduates
processed through St. John’s Memorial Garden, then into the Parish House.
A statue of St. Francis was added in 1942—a gift of the Daughters of St. John. Additional benches, a gate,
a ramp to provide disabled access, a flagpole, a birdhouse, and other memorial items have been added in
recent years. St. John’s Garden Committee and other volunteers tend to the plants and hedges. An expert
gardener is hired each year to help preserve the perennial collection. The Garden continues to be fully
supported by memorial gifts.
The vision of the Garden’s creators was recently affirmed. When the “Hidden Garden Tour” was winding
down, one of the Garden’s guests, reposing on a wrought-iron bench near St. Francis, remarked that he
had just found, “the most delightful spot in all of Troy to get lost and relax.”
Live. Give. Grow.
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St. John’s Memorial Garden Today
by Chris Salmon
Today, St. John’s Memorial Garden has
become a beloved oasis for parishioners and
for the larger community. This is due in
large part to the work of the dedicated
garden committee members who weed,
plant annuals, rake and prune the hedges
and beds. Members include Joyce and
Lucille Dunham, Judi Goyer, Sonie Hunn,
Sue Rielly, Liz Shanley, Gail Richardson,
Jennifer Firth, and Patty Williams. A
professional gardener, Katie Nare, prunes
the perennial plants in the spring and
prepares them for the winter.
Their efforts are showcased each year in the
annual “Hidden Garden Tour” sponsored
by the Friends of Prospect Park. This year
was the 16th annual tour, held on Thursday,
May 21st. It allows participants to take part
in a self-guided tour through the backyard
gardens of the Washington Park, Sage, and
Pottery District neighborhoods. The
Memorial Garden is a delightful surprise to
those unfamiliar with it and a welcoming
experience for those who come each year to
savor its leafy serenity. Deacons Bill and
Sandy Tatum hosted tours of our Sanctuary
while the garden tour was going on, and a
number of visitors remarked on the beauty
of both our inside and outside spaces.

Living Nativity in the Garden, featuring
sheep, an alpaca, and angels, shepherds, wise
men, and the Holy Family. The Schmehls
and Schlossbergs organized this event, aided
by other parishioners who helped construct
a timbered stable and manger to house the
tableau. It was a beautiful and moving scene
and showed that the Garden can play an
important role in our parish life, even in the
chill of winter.
Of course, in the summer, when the Garden
is in full bloom, it is often the setting for our
after-church Coffee Hour, allowing us to
refresh ourselves with food and fellowship
in an outdoor setting.
Other visitors to the Garden include
children from a local pre-school, who sent
us handmade thank-you notes for allowing
them to play and hide in the “secret garden.”
Garden Committee members often meet on
Tuesday mornings after Bible Study or on
Wednesdays after Morning Prayer to tend to
the various garden tasks. They welcome
anyone who would like to join them, even if
you can only help for a short while. If you
are interested in becoming part of this
important ministry, please speak to Jennifer
Firth or Patty Williams.

In early October, the Garden was the setting
for our annual Blessing of the Animals. A
lively collection of parishioners and their
four-legged friends gathered by the statue of
Saint Francis for a special blessing
commemorating the life of St Francis and
his compassion for animals.
The Victorian Stroll weekend in early
December was the occasion of our second
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I Kiss My Angel
by John Ballard

My loving angel came to me,
My loving kiss my lips!
She made my loving heart pound.
My sweet angel came to me day and night;
I held her living heart with angel wings!
My loving angel came to me with a smile.
In the morning she brought me a little angel,
A special granddaughter gem with little smile.
There are a lot of angels in both places;
My angels surprise me with hugs and kisses!
I am allowed to see my angel with starts in her eyes,
Before I leave on a long journey ride,
With loving heart for the road and a goodbye.

Time and the Means to Enjoy It
by Ellie O’Reilly

My mom used to say, “Time and the means to
enjoy it”, and like other “Mom-isms”, I took it
at face value—“Sure, Mom…” As I get older,
however, I find myself reflecting on her
words, even using them frequently. (Whoever
says that people who have died are no longer
in our lives are mistaken. These souls are as
close as our DNA.) Since I’ve retired, I’ve
been blessed with time which I now realize is
one of my greatest gifts. I can remember an
insane time in my life when I was raising three
sons (under 7) and having to go into work for
a 3-11 shift. I prayed that I could do this for
as long as necessary, as long as there was an
end in sight—a time for me—to reflect, read,
write, breathe. I find I’ve been granted that
gift of time now and it feels better than I
could have imagined. Regarding the means to
enjoy it? I have also been blessed, as one of
six children, to be satisfied with my share and
generally easily pleased. I know that I’m not
helping the economy much but thrift stores
are cool (especially St. John’s). Treasures
abound and one meets the nicest people.
Even better there’s often a little left over to go
dining after. Life is good and I’m grateful for
these days on which to celebrate.
Live. Give. Grow.

Poem
by Mary Ferro
Lord, let me bloom for you
And be a flower in your garden.

Summer at St. John’s
by Kim LaChance

The halls are quiet, schools are closed, and he
faint sound of children’s floats down the
road, but still the little church mice have so
much work, for they have such wonderful
things to do. Like our sweet “micettes” who
do so much with the Thrift Shop and Bread
Ministry, and cheer on with boys playing
basketball and girls who love to use their
artistic skills to bring happiness to all who
enter our church. Plus all of “you”, whose
hearts go out to those in need so they never
go hungry. And we can’t forget the Big
Cheese, and his sidekicks Angie and Brynna,
who keep Bible study so intriguing that it’s
growing in size each week. We love to see
more new and interesting faces, so stop by
and chime in some of your thoughts. In
closing, my wish is God’s blessing for a safe
warm and enjoyable summer. Keep smiling
for it makes the sun SHINE even through
the rain.

Poems

by Bill Muller
Once there were nine no more.
Once there were twenty-two no more.
And on, and on, it goes.
Please, dear Lord, no more.
Lord, we worship you and adore you,
Because by your cross, you have set us free.
We are not here to implore you,
Rather to live our lives for you.

Page 8

Why is that lady standing during the Eucharistic prayer?
by Sandra Hutchison
In case you’re not always 100% focused on the prayer each Sunday and have wondered why there’s that
one parishioner in the back who stands through the Eucharistic Prayer, that’s me, and here’s why.
A decade or so ago I learned to think of standing as more appropriate to a celebratory rite than kneeling,
which is generally associated with penitence. I learned this from friends who are Episcopal liturgy geeks
(literally -- they have doctorates in it), and they also told me it’s truer to the practices of the early church
(as is Rite II in general).
Anyway, having learned to think of it that way, and having also practiced it for years in other churches, I
have a really hard time ignoring it. This is kind of ironic, because one of the things that attracted me to
the Episcopal Church in my early twenties was the kneeling. I felt that I could use a little extra humility at
that point in my life.
Apparently I no longer feel that way (outside of Lent, anyway – I did give up my standing for that). In
fact, I believe that women tend to be rather too apologetic and slow to take credit in general.
It wasn’t my intent, but I also find that this standing is good weekly practice at resisting peer pressure.
There really is a lot of it when the whole congregation drops to its knees. I sometimes think it as a wave
of energy that ought to be measurable on some kind of meter.
And yes, yes, I know that a better Episcopalian might decide that going with the flow of the community
was the more loving and mature thing to do. Maybe someday I’ll grow into that. Or I’ll join the choir,
where standing would really be obnoxious.
For now? I’ll just stay near the back.
Speaking of failure to be humble…
My ebook “Missionary Dating and Other Stories” comes out June 30. The first two stories are yours for
free if you’ll sign up for my email list. (This saves you a whopping 99 cents.) Just go to sheerhubris.com
and wait for the annoying slide-over thingie to demand your attention. Or email me at
hutchcopy@gmail.com.
Peace be with you.
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“John 15” by Wendy Ide Williams
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The Teacher’s Gift
by Helene Patterson
Now there are varieties of gifts, but the same Spirit; and there are varieties of services, but the same Lord; and there are
varieties of activities, but it is the same God who activates all of them in everyone. To each is given the manifestation of the
Spirit for the common good. 1Corinthians 12:4-7, NRSV
When I was young in spirit, I was given a pair of scissors by the Teacher. Before He could even get the
words out, “Be patient and I will teach you how to use them.” , I was distracted by another who said,
“Hey! You have scissors! Lemme show you what you can do with those!” I was shown that scissors can
cut up things, destroy objects and hurt people. You can tease others with them, poke others and even
stab yourself in the hand. Why would the Teacher give me those scissors? They were so hurtful. Was I
not paying attention or was I tricked? Did someone else put them on my desk? Well, didn’t matter, I
put them away in the far, far back of my desk. I wanted nothing to do with them.
Sometime later I came across (or was gently guided to by my Teacher) a group of students that were new
to me; they were smiling and enjoying themselves very much. They appeared to be part of a group, they
were kind, welcoming and helpful to all that passed by their table – they sat together and had no
individual desks. I was drawn to them. When I walked up to their table I saw they were using scissors.
OH NO! I’ve been around those before… never again. Those students are really tricksters, I thought,
making it out to be all fun and wonderful. I passed by the table many, many, many times. Each time
being drawn but at the last minute, pulling away unable to approach as I reminded myself “you know
what happened the last time you played with scissors.”
Finally with Teacher’s nudging and the gentle smiles and invitations from the group, I tentatively
approached the table. I couldn’t believe what I saw! Yes, they had scissors, many different kinds, but
what they were able to do with them was amazing! Some had barber type shears and were cutting hair,
some had kitchen shears and were snipping at herbs to dry and use to cook with later, while others had
craft scissors with scalloped edges on the blades and were cutting edging on pretty paper for greeting
cards. Others were being taught by Teacher how to use hedge clippers to work out in the garden and
lawn. No wonder they all sat together enjoying each other and smiling! They were able to use their
scissors, not only for themselves, but to help others as well.
I thought of my scissors in the far, far back of my desk…plain, everyday household scissors with a plain
black handle. How I longed for what the others had, to be able to do all those wonderful things and
share and enjoy them with others. Teacher saw my longing and knew my heart. He also knew that I
needed maybe a bit extra nudging/encouraging more than others. He encouraged the others to be
patient and include me in their activities. I asked if I could borrow a pair of one of the scissors to make
something beautiful as well. “No” the answer came. “You don’t need ours, you have your own.” Oh yes,
those – I thought with disappointment.
Then Teacher said “Let me show you how to use them.”
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Deacons in the Field
by Deacon Paul Carney
May 7th was National Day of Prayer, and, once again, we celebrated it at City Hall. We began with an
interpretative dance performed by Lucille Taylor, the Deputy Clerk. She danced to a Christian song “I
Just Want You”, by Vicki Yohe. The following appointed prayer was said by me:
Heavenly Father, we come to You in the Name that is above every name—Jesus Christ our Lord and
Savior. Our hearts cry out to You. Knowing that You are a prayer-answering, faithful God—the One we
trust in times like these—we ask that You renew our spirits, revive our churches, and heal our land.
We repent of our sins and ask for Your grace and power to save us. Hear our cry, O God, and pour out
Your Spirit upon us that we may walk in obedience to Your Word. We are desperate for Your tender
mercies. We are broken and humbled before You. Forgive us, and in the power of Your great love, lift us
up to live in Your righteousness.
We pray for our beloved nation. May we repent and return to You and be a light to the nations. And we
pray for our leaders and ask that You give them wisdom and faith to follow You. Preserve and protect
us, for You are our refuge and only hope. Deliver us from all fears except to fear You, and may we
courageously stand in the Truth that sets us free.
We pray with expectant faith and grateful hearts, in Jesus’ name, our Savior. Amen.
This prayer was followed by intercessions for all leaders across the nation. Lucy Taylor then recited
Psalm 27, which was followed by individual intercessions and thanksgivings. The prayer meeting closed
with all reciting the Lord’s Prayer.
On May 11th, I attended the City of Troy Police awards breakfast wearing many hats, Reverend, Deacon,
Chaplin and lastly Officer. I opened the ceremony with the following invocation:
Heavenly Father, we give You thanks and praise for this day. We thank You for the opportunity to
gather here in fellowship and recognition with the men and women of this Department that have
displayed excellence in their service to the citizens of Troy. We ask You to shed your loving grace upon
them, and I pray a special blessing upon them today, that you give them the strength, wisdom, and
courage to make the decisions that are placed upon them on a daily basis. Send Your Holy Spirit and our
Patron Saint, Michael the Archangel, to walk beside them in their tours of duty and above all safeguard
them so they may return home to their families. In Jesus name we pray. Amen.
The breakfast was closed with the Benediction from the Rev. Eric Shaw fellow Police Chaplin.
Following the breakfast we continued to the Police station where we honored the eight Troy Police
Officers who were killed in the line of duty. I opened with the following prayer:
Heavenly Father, Law Enforcement is not an easy task to do, yet there are many who choose to wear the
badge. They serve each day, and to the oaths they swore are true, protecting and serving, a safer, better
world. Lord, we now gather to pay our deepest honor, to our officers, killed in the line of duty. It matters
not the style of the badge they wore, only that they served with pride and honor. Lord, all that matters is
that they were one of us, serving wherever needed, from rich homes to dirty alleys. Confident and proud,
highly honored by the peoples’ trust, let us be always mindful of all their sacred duties. Lord, you have
called them home to glory. The race with life for this one is now done. Peace, blessed peace, in safety
forever, now with you, welcome rest, now in heaven for all of eternity. May those of us still serving
remember well the price they paid, may their memory stand forever as one who went down brave.
Live. Give. Grow.
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May time never erase the sacrifice that was made, may no officer ever fall alone, to lie cold in their grave.
Lord, give us the courage to carry on, to still live and care, to not be vengeful or bitter, to simply trust
Your Word is true. May we always cover with pride the badge we wear, to honor all fallen officers we
commend to you. Amen.
The ceremony ended with the laying of a memorial wreath by Chief John Tedesco and Mayor Louis
Rosamelia, and closed with the Benediction from the Rev. Eric Shaw.
On July 6th, I will start my 40th year as a Police Officer. The job has changed tremendously since 1976. It
has become more and more dangerous as the years passed by. We do the absolute best that we can in an
ever changing world. Our profession has been under tremendous scrutiny these days. As in every
profession, there are those that should not be in the business. Unfortunately, we have all been painted
with the same brush. We now enter into the summer season when crime starts to pick up. I ask all of
you to keep my fellow officers in prayer as they go about their daily duties making split second decisions.
I wish all of you a safe and happy summer. Just a reminder…Church services do continue throughout
the summer. Hope to see you there.

“Gardening” by Jennifer O’Connell
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New Link between St. John’s – St. Paul’s, Troy and St Esprit, Lascahobas
by Dawn Stuart Weinraub
A new “Liaison” person in Lascahobas is working for the Empire Haiti Coalition (Capital Region
Episcopal churches and organizations that are partnered with the several parishes served by the priest in
charge of St Esprit). St Esprit, the main parish, has been in partnership with St. John’s since 1988, and
now its priest, Fr. Jean-Jacques Deravil, will have the help of the Liaison, Kimberly Val, in keeping us up
to date with developments aided by the support of St. John’s and St. Paul’s churches in Troy. Kimberly, a
member of St Esprit all her life, has visited us in Troy and understands that we wish to be an active
partner in relationship with our brothers and sisters in Lascahobas.
Kimberly is in constant email contact, eager to answer our questions and fill us in on repairs to the
school and yard and repairs to the front of the church made possible by our monthly stipend. She met
with the Ladies Association, the Scouts, and children of the church and told them of our wish to share
experiences, prayers, and pictures. They were delighted with our interest in them personally, and
delighted to see photos of our Chili Cook-Off and Zumbathon fundraisers in their behalf. They have
promised to send us photos of their activities in addition to some that Fr. Deravil sent in the spring.
They all send warm greetings to the parishioners of St .John’s and St.Paul’s through our “Haiti
Committee.”
Kimberly’s message - in English - is heartfelt: “I will do my best to send you everything you will need to
forward the good work that you really want do with your heart. Please stay in prayer so we can work
together.”
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Our monthly stipend has helped to pay music teacher salaries (this is in addition to the one
month of teacher salaries for the school). The music classes and students are an important
mission of the parish, serving the children, attracting students to the school and people to
the church, and, of course, worshipping God.
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Why Are We Doing a Capital Campaign?
Adapted from a sermon by Fr. Steve
What is a Capital Campaign? It’s a fundraising drive, specifically to raise money for our buildings. Not to
pay our bills, not to pay our staff, not to support our programs—that’s what our regular giving supports.
The Capital Campaign doesn’t fund all the good things that happen inside our buildings. It supports the
buildings themselves. Because over the course of time, buildings naturally deteriorate, and if you neglect
them long enough, they begin to disintegrate. Look inside the baptismal chapel, for instance. It’s beautiful-and it’s deteriorating. And that’s a sin. A part of being faithful is taking good care of what we’ve been
given. That’s called stewardship. And along with everything else our community has been given, we’ve
been given two buildings to take care of.
But buildings aren’t the only things that have been entrusted to us, and they’re not the most vulnerable
things in our care. The city of Troy is full of beautiful churches, at least 16 of which are closed. And they’re
not closed because the buildings disintegrated. The buildings appear to be perfectly sound. It’s just that
they’re all empty. So what disintegrated?
The object in our care which is most vulnerable to deterioration is not our chapel, it’s our mission.
Our mission is the most important thing our church has, and it’s the easiest thing for a church to lose,
because it’s the hardest thing for a church to maintain. Churches lose it all the time, because it’s much
more expensive to maintain a mission than it is to maintain a building. Mission demands money, time,
energy, total commitment, constant attention, sacrifice, prayer, faith, hope and love. And lots of it.
And what does it give back? Life. And lots of it.
The life of our church is our mission. It’s our mission, not our buildings, that makes us a church. And
what’s our mission? To love God, and to love our neighbor. That’s what makes us us. That’s what keeps us
from disintegrating. That’s what keeps us fully integrated with God, each other and the world outside our
door.
The buildings are superfluous. You don’t need a building to love God, and you don’t need a building to
love your neighbor. For the first three centuries, the Church had no buildings. The early Church was made
up of communities that met in people’s houses, sometimes in catacombs, sometimes in cemeteries, and
having no buildings did nothing to keep that church from growing, spreading and exploding in
mission. As a matter of fact, having no buildings probably helped the early Church do mission.
Why are there so many empty buildings in Troy that used to be churches? Buildings have a way of
suffocating mission. The building becomes a sanctuary, in the worse sense of the word: it becomes a sacred
space into which we withdraw from the world. The four walls of the building box our community out of
the world, and box the world out of our church. And then the building becomes the box in which we
discretely practice our faith, and the box in which we keep God, and the box in which we leave God
behind, until we come back to visit him again next Sunday.
Those are some of the potential spiritual effects of doing a church in a building. The material effect is that
maintaining the building demands money, time, energy, total commitment, constant attention and sacrifice,
and it drains all those resources and all that attention directly away from our mission. The mission, then,
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becomes maintaining the building, and then the building becomes an idol; and the next thing you know,
the building is empty.
It is after all easier to maintain a building than it is to maintain a mission. In some ways, it’s more
immediately gratifying. Which, after all, is easier to rehabilitate? A building, or us?
Living out our mission rehabilitates us. It reintegrates us. If we want our church to live, our mission must
be our priority.
So why in God’s name would we have a capital campaign? Why would we give our attention to these
buildings? The buildings are not the mission.
It’s just that if you happen to have a gymnasium, you can draw kids from our neighborhood off the
streets and onto our property, and you can them a safe place to play basketball, and a sense of
belonging. And then next thing you know, they’re relating themselves to our community,
and then these kids are serving us community meals in that gym, then some of these kids start showing
up in this building on Sunday. And the next thing you know, our community is growing.
You don’t need a building to do our mission, but if you happen to have a basement you can have a thrift
shop, and you can draw people from all over our city, and help them find things they need at price they
can afford, and then you can take every nickel of the money you make and pour it back into the
neighborhoods of Troy.
You don’t need a building to bless Troy; Troy’s got more buildings than it knows what to do with.
It’s just that if you have a building in Troy, you can shelter homeless men in the winter,
you can offer space to Alcoholics Anonymous and you can help men and women recover their lives.
You can provide a safe place where broken families can reunite with their children several days a week.
If you happen to have a building, you can offer hospitality to people in our neighborhood, who
otherwise feel themselves boxed out of the church, but who for some reason feel comfortable walking
into the building next door, and who feel comfortable sharing bread with us. They’ve grown comfortable
enough to begin to share themselves with us, and we’re growing comfortable enough to share ourselves
with them. We’re integrating. Our church is being reintroduced to our neighborhood, and our neighbors
are being reintroduced to the Church.
You don’t need a building to love your neighbor; but if you happen to have a building, you can have a
food pantry, where people in our city know they can go when they’re in need. And they next thing they
know, they find there’s more in that place than food. There’s a community of people who are personally
interested in knowing them, not as people in need, but as persons worth knowing. And the next thing
you know, they’re telling us about needs that have nothing to do with food. And the next thing you
know, we’re praying with them. And there we are, loving our neighbors; and there we are, loving God—
in a building.
You don’t need a building to love God—but there’s something about walking into a building full of art
and architecture carefully crafted to draw our attention to God. There’s something about a building that’s
been set aside for prayer that makes it easier to pray. A space that invites the act of kneeling, and a
soaring ceiling that encourages a sense of wonder and humility; whose walls and windows are filled with
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images of Christ, and images of men and women and children, gathered around Jesus, that helps us
remember who we are, and why we’re here, and who comes to meet us here every Sunday—in a
building.
You don’t need a building to love God, it’s just that the building helps. We don’t need the buildings to
do our mission; it just so happens that God is using these buildings to do his mission. And he is growing
our mission. Have you seen it? It’s growing.
Our buildings demand our attention now, only because our mission demands our buildings. It’s on that
basis that we are doing a capital campaign for our buildings. It’s on that basis that Angie and I have made
a pledge to the campaign. And it’s on that basis that I want us all to consider pledging to the campaign,
as we are able, as we feel called.
It’s not about the buildings; it’s about all the good things going on inside these buildings. Angie and I
talk a lot about this church and, from our two different perspectives, all the things we see growing.
We see ministries multiplying, ministers emerging and people stepping forward to serve, to lead and to
give, not out of a sense of obligation, but out of a budding sense of calling whose reward is joy. We see
people growing, we see our children growing, we see our friends growing. We see ourselves growing in
this community, in the greenhouse of these buildings.
What do you see in these buildings? Help us to neglect nothing we’ve been given.

Investing in St. John’s

Where is it??? A new Journal feature.

By Dave Hunn

The first respondent to correctly identify the
location in our church of the image below will win
bragging rights and news of their win in the next
edition of the Journal! Send your response to
stjohnstroy@gmail.com or drop it off at the church
office.

It sounds so much better than “Capital
Campaign.” And it means more! Our spiritual
home always needs to nurture and support our
feelings and activities for mission, fellowship,
liturgy and formation. Yes, it does that now,
but we have had to forego, postpone and
overlook the aging of our church in condition
and the different needs of our parish.
Likewise, our missions inside and outside the
church are always in need of help.
And help is on the way!
Your help! We have been blessed with
generous donations and already accomplished
much. We also have a long way to go. Have
you made your commitment? We hope every
parishioner will discern the need and invest in
St. John’s at whatever level they can.
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ST. JOHN’S EPISCOPAL CHURCH CALENDAR OF EVENTS
SUMMER 2015
CONCOCTION! ARTS (& MORE) CAMP
MONDAY, JUNE 29—FRIDAY, JULY 3

FROM

9:00 A.M. TO NOON

THRIFT SHOP CLOSED

SATURDAY, JULY 4 AND SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 5

HOLY EUCHARIST SUMMER SCHEDULE BEGINS
SUNDAY, JULY 5 AT 9:30 A.M.

SHEPHERD’S STOREHOUSE PANTRY

SATURDAY, JULY 25 AND SATURDAY, AUGUST 29

ZUMBA! SATURDAYS AT 9:00 A.M. & WORSHIP WORKOUT TUESDAYS AT 6:00 P.M.

WILL CONTINUE THROUGH THE SUMMER!

HOLY EUCHARIST SUMMER SCHEDULE ENDS

SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 13 AT 8:00 A.M. AND 10:00 A.M.
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“Flowerpots” by Jennifer O’Connell
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