What is my vocation and how do I find it?

This issue of the Journal includes
a number of reflections on
vocation, and how different
people have discovered what they
were put on earth to do--the good
work God has given us each to
do. In some cases, discovering your vocation
amounts to discovering your livelihood, and the
kind of work by which you will earn your daily
bread. The practice of medicine, for instance, is
a vocation. To be a doctor or a nurse is no less
a divine calling than to be a deacon or a priest.
But to be a librarian or a carpenter or a cook is
in some cases a divine calling. But to be a wife
or a mother is a divine calling. Marriage is a
vocation; parenting is a vocation. What makes
a vocation a vocation has nothing to do with
whether or not you get paid for your work;
what makes a vocation a vocation is that it is
the work God has given you to do, the work
that you are uniquely gifted to do, the work that
most deeply calls upon your truest self, which
blesses the world and glorifies God.
Many people have more than one
vocation. Many doctors, for instance, are also
married. Many carpenters are also parents.
Some carpenters are also gardeners. Some
deacons are also policemen. Some people
discover their vocations more or less by
accident. Most people get married, for instance,
not because they are searching for their
vocation, but simply because they’ve fallen in
love; they discover their vocation only after—
sometimes long after—they’ve already taken up
the work. But when they discover their work
as a vocation, that changes the way they do the
work. And then they discover that their work
changes them.
Different people make those great
discoveries differently. The process of discovery
is sometimes called “discernment.” For some,
there is hardly any process at all; for some, the
discovery comes like an epiphany, a bolt out
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of the blue: a light goes on and a person suddenly
realizes what he or she was put on earth to do. For
others, discernment is a long, sometimes frustrating
experience of groping in the dark, making a series of
experiments and learning from mistakes. Some great
discoveries are made by the process of elimination.
This issue of the Journal surveys a range
of discernments. To those I want to add one more,
which illustrates the way a community can discover
a vocation. Eight years ago or so, our chapter of the
Daughters of the King decided to start a food pantry
at St. John’s Church. That was long before my time,
and I don’t know what process of discernment led
to that decision. For all I know, there was no formal
process at all; for all I know, the Daughters decided
to start the food pantry simply because they decided
that that sounded like the sort of thing a church ought
to do. If that’s true, then the food pantry at St. John’s
was like a marriage into we entered simply because
we fell in love. We did it by impulse--a good, healthy
impulse, a good and godly impulse. It was, perhaps
(I wasn’t there, I can only guess), simply a case of
mutual attraction: the Daughters were motivated by
the love of God, and God was inspiring them to love
their neighbors.
But by the time I arrived at St. John’s, the
Daughters of the King were actively discerning the
vocation of our food pantry. That is, they were trying
to discover what made our food pantry our food
pantry; and what was the particular work to which
God was calling our church. The first impetus for
this was growth: our pantry was serving a steadily
increasing number of people. The second impetus was
that the Daughters saw that they were being given
opportunities to give people something more than
food. The pantry was beginning to call on another set
of gifts. The Daughters recognized that God was using
the pantry to grow them in their gifts, not just for
service, but for prayer and evangelism.
The third impetus was that the Daughters
were presented with opportunities to grow the pantry
materially. Other sources of food, money and support

In short, that’s why our food pantry today
specializes in providing fresh fruits, vegetables and
eggs: because these are items otherwise in short
supply among other local food pantries. That’s why
we also specialize in providing household supplies
such as personal hygiene products, because these
are items that people on public assistance must
otherwise pay for out of pocket. The Daughters
discerned what our pantry ought to inventory by
discerning how our pantry could complement,
instead of duplicating, what other pantries offer.
But the Daughters discerned something
even more importnat than that. The most unique
gift our pantry has to offer is the collection of
unique gifts the people who serve our pantry have
to offer. The gifts of faith, hope and love—these are
what many of the people who turn to us for food
and household items are most desperately seeking,
which are elsewhere in painfully short supply. The
most important thing our pantry could offer the
people of Troy, the Daughters finally decided, was
a place where people would be honored as persons,
where people would not be treated as customers,
consumers or charity cases, a safe place where
people would be looked in the eye, listened to, and
loved. A safe place where a person could confide a
need and receive a prayer.
The vocation of our pantry, they
discerned, was to form relationships—relationships
between people, and relationships between people
and God. They discerned this by recognizing what
was already happening in the pantry. Even in its
infancy, they recognized, the best thing our pantry

did was to pull different people together, and draw
on the different gifts different people had to offer—
including the gifts of the people who come to receive.
They discovered what God wanted them to do, in
other words, by discerning what God was already
doing with them.
I mention all that in part because the
vocation of our pantry illustrates one of the vocations
of our church. If we want to know what our
community has been called to do, we can look at our
pantry and use it as an instrument of discernment.
And I mention our pantry in part because the way the
Daughters discerned the vocation of our pantry is the
way any ministry or committee in our church might
discover or rediscover its own unique calling and
vocation. And I mention that in part because that’s the
way any one person might discover or rediscover his
or her calling and vocation: by looking (and asking
others to look with you) to see what God is already
using you to do.
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were brought to their attention, and each of these
opportunities promised to enlarge and enrich
the ministry. But the Daughters also recognized
that each of these opportunities would change
the character of the ministry, each in a different
way. And that demanded discernment. How shall
we grow? How shall we change? In this case, the
dilemma wasn’t the choice between good and evil;
it was the much more difficult problem of having
to choose between goods. It was having to decide
what was best; it was trying to discover what God
particularly wanted for us and for the people God
had placed in our care.

Along with everything else the Church
is, the Church is a discerning community. We help
each other discover what God has called us each
to do, in part by helping each other discover our
gifts, strengths and God-given affinities. Whether
that process of discovery eventually leads someone
to become a deacon, a public school teacher, a
visual artist or a volunteer in the Thrift Shop, we are
helping each other discover where our unique gifts
meet the needs of the world. And there is no more
rewarding work than that: the experience of walking
in the good works that God has prepared for us each
to do. +
St. John’s Journal + page 2
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Reflections on exploring a call

by Gail Richardson

I

was extremely self-protective when I first
arrived at St. John’s, fearful of over-involvement
and subsequent burn-out. But I did keep praying
about how I might become involved in the life
of the parish, and took a few tentative steps
without any commitment for the future. One area
that spoke to me immediately was the Saturday
morning bread ministry, and I gradually began
to help out on a monthly basis. I also contributed
food every month to the Shepherd’s Storehouse
Food Pantry, but had no thought of becoming
more involved. After about a year, Carol asked me
if I could help out on a Friday with the packing of
articles to be distributed at the Saturday food pantry. Thus began a nearly monthly involvement, sorting
and packing amid much laughter and grace. I would guess that you can see where this is going, but I was
content with packing. The next step was being part of the team that shopped on Friday morning. Then a
couple of months ago, Carol asked if I would work with her and Lois as a team leader.
There are some aspects of my little story that apply to any call. Sometimes we are hit with a call to
something large without much preparation. I was pushed along a series of baby steps, saying yes when I
was asked, and finding grace and companionship along the way; this type did not require much bravery,
just a willingness to give some time.
I believe that God is always calling us to become the persons we were created to be. Calls come in
many sizes, and the little ones are also important. To follow a call we need to pay attention (or we might
miss it), we need to exercise discernment about what we think might be a call (just because something is
good to do does not mean I am being called to do it), and we need much prayer so that the Holy Spirit
can work with us. To follow a call is to grow! +
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Vocation
By Deacon Paul Carney
The theme of St.
John’s Journal this edition
is vocation. What is
vocation? According to the
dictionary, a vocation is a strong
desire to spend your life doing a certain kind
of work. At the thought of this, I would say that
vocation could be synonymous with the word
call. One of the many definitions of a call is to be
summoned to a particular activity, employment, or
office. In my opinion, a call would come first, then
discernment, then the actual vocation.
I guess in my case you would say that I was
bi-vocational. I would like to talk about my call in
particular in hopes that it might ease the minds of
some people discerning whether or not they are
being called. My journey began around twelve years
of age, when I felt a call to be a priest. I can remember
standing in my bedroom in front of the mirror on
the chest of drawers with my arms spread wide as if
I was standing in front of a congregation. At first it
seemed to be a flash in my mind. Something like,
“That seems to be a pretty neat job, free food
clothing and shelter.” As time went on it became
more of a thought of helping others and thinking
about the spiritual sense of things. Now this was
all in the context of the Roman Catholic Church, in
which I grew up. There would be no wife.
I soon turned thirteen, was in high school
and discovered girls or, as Marilyn would put it,
I discovered “the” girl. There were others before
“the” girl, but I won’t get into that and get myself in
trouble. My brief call to serve God just went out the
window but, let me tell you, God has a plan for you
and it just might not be yours. I thought to myself,
“Police work is helping others.” Thus the call to serve
the citizens of Troy.
Let’s fast forward to age forty-seven. Marilyn
and I were at St. John’s about a year when I felt a
familiar pang. It had been years since I had felt
this way, but I knew exactly what it was. God had
come knocking. I thought that part of my life had
passed. The feeling would not go away. I talked to
Fr. Hap about it and he was thrilled. This would be

the first time a parishioner from St. John’s would be
raised up as a deacon. That very weekend there was
a clergy interest meeting. I drove up to the Spiritual
Life Center and started to fill out the application when
I realized, coming from the Roman Catholic Church,
that a lot of the questions they were asking I had no
experience with.
I spoke with Bishop Bena about this. He asked me,
“How old are you?” I told him and he said, “Why don’t
you wait a year and get more involved in the Church.”
Needless to say, I was devastated, but I did as he said. I
got more involved. I guess you could call that my year
of discernment. You would think that after all that
I would be cheerfully on my way. That was not the
case. I would think about it day and night. I would
anguish about it. Even though I have a degree in
criminal justice I was not a person who enjoyed school.
On the spiritual end of it I thought to myself, “Why
me, a sinner?” I can remember driving to work one
morning, tears in my eyes thinking, “Lord, let me go….
You can do it Paul. Just give it one day at a time.” I was
hoping to receive an answer on Pentecost but that came
and went. I went to Cursillo kicking and fighting, but
on that Sunday I received my answer, or so it seemed. I
went through the process with the Commission on
Ministry in which I again broke down into tears at
my interview. They must have seen something in this
sinner because they put me through. At that point I
did not know if it was good or bad. That September I
started deacon school.
Reading this article one would think, “He’s got
it made, now just finish school and he’s in.” Not the
case. I still had doubts. I would go to bed thinking
about it and wake in the morning thinking about it. I
would get to work and immediately call Marilyn and
ask her if she thought I was doing the right thing.
I spoke with Deacon Sandy. She was, I believe, two
years ahead of me in school. I can remember her telling
me, “Not everyone is cut out to be in ordained ministry.
You can do it Paul, one day at a time.” The next thing
you know it’s May of 2009 and I’m lying prostrate on
the floor of the Cathedral of All Saints being ordained
as a vocational deacon. For me it was a proud day!
I am writing this article not to scare anyone
who might be discerning a call to ordained ministry. I
am writing this to let you know, if you have any doubts,
it’s normal and I’m here if you need me. +

MY CALL TO THE DIACONATE
by Deacon Lynne Crimi

I was born during
World War II and did
not see my father until
I was nine months
old. He was in the
Air Force so he was
often away and every
year we travelled to a
different home until
I was ten. My father
had to leave the military when my mother
had her first mental breakdown. I share this
because I feel that those first few years of my life
were pivotal in my struggle for self esteem. My
mother suffered with mental illness all her life.
She gave me two wonderful younger sisters and
a great brother who was sixteen years younger
than I. Our household was disorganized, and
we never spoke about my mother’s illness which
caused me to feel that something was not right,
but as a child, I could not put my finger on what
that something was. Deep in my heart, I felt it
must be me that caused all the confusion but I
didn’t know how to fix it.
When I was ten years old, we finally settled
in Hartsdale, N.Y. and we found an Episcopal
Church which I attended faithfully every
Sunday. There, I felt the peace and acceptance
that I yearned for. I was a lonely child in school,
but at church I felt love. I couldn’t verbalize it
then, but I had a feeling that no one was really
watching over me except God. This thought
brought me comfort every night as I said my
prayers and fell into a peaceful sleep.
Fast forward many years, and I was still
attending the Episcopal Church. I got married
and had two sons and a daughter who were
baptized in the church. Church was always my
refuge when life seemed out of control. I tried
to rely on God for every major decision in my
life. Sixteen years ago my husband and I moved

Deacon Lynne serves at Chrsit Church Ballston
Spa. She has a Masters of Social Work degree and
is part of the Healing Ministry at the Spirtual Life
Center in Greenwich, NY, where she also leads
retreats. She kindly heeded Brynna’s call to write.

back to the Albany Diocese and I began to attend Christ
Church in Ballston Spa. I had retired as a hospital social
worker in New Jersey and was spending my free time
helping out at Christ Church.
Once Father Roy asked me if I felt called to be a deacon.
I hastily replied “NO!” It never entered my mind! I felt
that I was not holy enough to become clergy! A few
years later, I was rushing around the house preparing
a dish to bring to Deacon Bill Pearson’s ordination. I
remember the moment when I said to my husband,
Dennis, “I love ordinations!” He replied, “Why don’t
YOU get ordained?” An incredible peace came over
me right after he said those words and I felt something
deep in my soul say, “Now.” At Deacon Bill’s ordination,
I heard the Bishop say, “In the name of Jesus Christ,
you are to serve all people, particularly the poor, the
weak, the sick, and the lonely.” I got this warm feeling
and thought, “That is something I could do. That is
something I would love to do!”
The rest is history. After getting my husband’s approval,
I went to Father Roy and told him I felt called to be a
deacon. He approved and called the Bishop and I was
ordained when I was sixty years old. That was eleven
years ago. I have often felt that I was a misfit in the
world around me, but when I was ordained a deacon, it
felt just right! +

And I am sure that God who began the good work within you will keep
right on helping you grow in His grace until His task within you is finally
finished on that day when Jesus Christ returns.
(Philippians 1:6)
Wear My yoke--for it fits perfectly--and let Me teach you; for I am
gentle and humble, and you shall find rest for your souls; for I give you
only light burdens.
(Matthew 11:29, 30)

Bible verses submitted by Judi Goyer
(The Living Bible translation)
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Sometimes who we are and what we do
aren’t quite the same. Sometimes they are
synchronistic partway – that’s the hope.
Is the true calling the integration of what
we know we can do and what we must do?
Does God sometimes ask us to suspend
part of ourselves to discover another part?
The dilemma – avocation versus vocation
-- what we think we are drawn to or need
to be involved with versus what we must do
to survive. Finding a balance between those
is a journey and challenge I often face. The
“work” we do exists on many levels.

by Wendy Ide Williams

do to find Grace as you trod where you haven’t
been before? To allow God to show you the way?
To honor the mystery of what is and what can be?
To be ultimately who you are? And the wisdom to
know and listen?
photo by Allen Grindle

WHO WE ARE AND WHAT WE DO

I’ve always had to “work” to support myself.
Having been a struggling artist making
ends meet evolved into having a business
painting pottery to being a licensed mental
health counselor. That journey from one
to another lasted ten years, four of which
were spent in school – it was a miraculous
journey of reconciliation, sacrifice, and a
struggle and lesson in letting go. I felt a
determination from God to “use” me like
he uses all of us – for things unimaginable.
In my vocation, I listen to other people’s
stories and guide them to create new
stories for themselves in their addiction,
their broken selves and families, with
their spirituality – THEIR vocations and
avocations. In my avocation, painting, my
process informs what I learn by making me
more aware of the importance of God’s role
in helping us love and honor what he has
given us to do. The struggle to create anew
in image is marked by few markers to guide
me.
The essential path is unmarked in both my
vocation and my avocation, and, although
their two processes are not dependent or
even interdependent, they spill over onto
and into each other.
Is the common goal of all the “works” we

Therefore we thank Thee for our little light, that is
dappled with shadow.
We thank Thee who has moved us to building, to
finding, to forming at the ends of our fingers and
beams of our eyes.
– T.S Eliot, THE ROCK
…My object in living is to unite
My avocation and my vocation
As my two eyes make one in sight
Only where love and need are one,
And the work is play for mortal stakes,
Is the deed ever really done
For Heaven and the future’s sakes.

+

– Robert Frost, TWO TRAMPS IN MUDTIME

Allen Grindle

TWO BIRDS WITH CROSS

mixed media on paper

The spiritual life starts at the place where you can hear God’s
voice. Where somehow you can claim that long before your father,
your mother, your brother, your sister, your school, your church
touched you, loved you, and wounded you – long before that, you
were held safe in an eternal embrace. You were seen with eyes
of perfect love long before you entered into the dark valley of life.
– Henri J. M. Nouwen

quote from “Alive Now” May/June 2016, submitted by Ellie O’Reilly
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Growing Pains

by Mary Bouchard

God is growing many good things in my life. My marriage,

still less than a year old, only a sapling really, has become a
source of strength, love, and comfort to me beyond my wildest
dreams. Chris and I discover each other more every day, and
we are only more in love than we were on our wedding day.
Our connection grows deeper all the time. My faith is growing
too. This summer I will make another serious commitment,
undergoing confirmation, something I feel is happening at just
the right time in my life. As I write this, there are twelve little
seedlings on my windowsill, bright green leaves basking happily
in the sun. I’ve longed for a garden of my own since I moved
away from the house where I was a child and we grew vegetables
and rows of corn. This year that will finally happen. I don’t know
how green my thumb is, so I am hoping that God will bless us
with a big crop of the tomatoes and herbs we’ll be planting.

Yet another thing that God has grown in me, through
St. John’s in particular, is my confidence. When I first started
attending church here, I was scared of everything and
everyone. I felt like some kind of imposter, certain that at any
moment someone would discover who I really was, maybe
that my beliefs about God were too New Age, too liberal, too
I-don’t-know-what to fit in. But I’ve slowly learned that I don’t
have to hide who I am to be welcomed. This will be my third
summer here, and by now I have made plenty of friends in
our parish. The love and acceptance and I have found here
has given me the bravery to flourish in every aspect of my life.
Unfortunately, my new found confidence has come
with a price. I have had to say goodbye to two people, both of
whom were a large part of my life. One was a young woman
who I thought had been my best friend who I learned was
only using and manipulating me for many years. The other
was my father. He disowned me at the end of February
of this year. I was so distraught and confused about what
happened that I almost immediately went to confession.
Luckily for me, we are blessed with a priest who is both kind
and exactingly honest. Since then, I have come to see what
my father did for what it is: the latest in a series of abusive
and excessive punishments perpetuated over my lifetime.
Relearning what real love looks like allowed me to realize the
extent to which I had been mistreated. That is what God has
done for me, and it is the greatest gift he has yet given me. +

Vocation and Marriage: A call for restoration and holiness
Therese is an LPN, St. John’s Community
Health Minister, Acolyte Mother, Basketball
Mother and member of our Healing Prayer
Team.

Marie Job and I were invited to a vocation summit
day at the Roman Catholic Diocese of Albany, NY, last
April. It was about discovering your call: “Vocation…
Everyone has one. What’s yours?”
It was a beautiful day retreat. We were so excited
then, talking to others about how the retreat was
wonderful and how it would help us understand
our call to serve the Lord, whatever the choice
we make: priesthood, religious life, the diaconate,
and also marriage and other forms of lay ministry.
After the retreat I found in one flyer “Celebrate God’s
grace in your marriage” the questions, “Do you
have a marriage ministry in your parish? Do you
have a marriage mentor couple?” The flyer got my
attention for some reason and the guilt resurfaced.
Hmmmm…….Here we are Therese…. The blaming
time comes back. Guess what! I am not an example.
As everyone knows, I have been married and divorced.
But the funny thing is, lately, for some reason I have
been using my own marriage experience to help
some of my friends, successfully or not, strengthen
their marriage. The point is, at the beginning, if the
choice of a partner or your marriage is not based
on God’s words and on prayer, it will end quickly.
In one other flyer I found these words: ” Most people
are called to marriage, to wholeheartedly love their
spouse and welcome children. The purpose of marriage
is for men and women to help each other get to heaven,
and to teach their children to do the same. Like any
vocation, marriage must be discerned, not assumed.”
Speaking words about marriage is so easy but, as we
all know, applying the words are something else. We
all know how easy it is to tell your partner how bad
he or she is. We all know how revenge, hatred, and
judging the other make us feel so comfortable. “ Well..
I will give him or her a piece of my mind.” And then
we wake up the day after full of pride and bitterness.
What is the purpose of a restorative marriage?

by Therese Duvil

Marriage is a daily restorative plan – I mean daily.
We only live once. Be holy in your marriage. Holiness
doesn’t mean perfect, holiness means recognizing
that my partner is created in God’s image and
resemblance. Recognizing that he or she has been
given to me for the purpose to help her or him be holy.
As in chapter four of the Song of Solomon when he
admires his bride’s beauty:
Behold, you are beautiful, my love, Behold you
are beautiful! Your eyes are doves behind your
veil. Your hair is like a flock of goats leaping down
the slopes of Gilead. Your teeth are like a flock
of shorn ewes that have come up from the
washing, all of which bear twins, and not one
among them has lost its young. Your lips are like
a scarlet thread and your mouth is lovely. You
are altogether beautiful, my love; there is no flaw
in you. You have captivated my heart, my sister,
my bride; you have captivated my heart with
one glance of your eyes, with one jewel of your
necklace.
And as his bride replies in the fifth chapter:
I slept but my heart was awake. A sound! My
beloved is knocking “Open to me, my sister,
my love, my dove, my perfect one. My beloved
is radiant and ruddy, distinguished among ten
thousand.
Speaking words of blessing over your partner is
fulfilling your daily call to love one another by the grace
of God. We only live once. Be holy in your marriage.
I have chosen and sanctified the house where my
word is received and my eyes and my heart shall
be there perpetually. Thus saith the Lord.
(2 Chronicles 7:16)
This article is from a divorced mother. +
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Coffee and pastries,
Bible study, weekly bread
give-away, monthly
food pantry, thrift shop,
basketball and Zumba
classes, free bloodpressure screenings,
friends who are willing
to laugh, listen, and pray
with you. This is Saturday
in the parish hall at St.
John's.

Jennifer, Pat’s helper, in
her Zumba shirt
Saturday minsters Pat, Carol and Therese
chat by the bread table

Bible study with Father Steve

If you cross in front of the entrance and walk into the church, at first it
seems there is no one there. Then you may notice all the faces in the murals
across from the baptismal font. Walking into the nave, in the dark silence
you may begin to hear the stained glass windows telling stories they are too
shy to mention on Sunday. Then you may notice rustling – someone getting
the altar ready for Sunday – for us – with the duty of a monastic preparing
a meal for her community.

Carol looking at a mural
and telling Angie about
the work of the Properties
Committee (Carol, exactly
how many vocations can
someone have?)

SCENES FROM SATURDAY AT ST. JOHN’S

Some of us began in church
on Sunday and ended up at St.
John's on Saturdays. Some of
us have done the reverse. Some
of us like Bible studies that are
always focused, some of us like
it better when others tell jokes
in the background. We might
prefer either one over the other
because we feel we have fidgety
bodies, minds, or faith. On a
particular day we need to listen,
and on another one we need
to be listened to; like a cat who
curls up in the sun, we each
seek a comfortable place where
we can do these things. Some
of us are Saturday people, and
some of us feel better suited to
Sundays – I imagine there are
others who, like me, change their
preference from week to week.
Whether we are for Saturday or
Sunday, this is perhaps a vocation
we all share: to receive the sort
of love and care Jesus can get
behind, and to get behind him
by offering it to anyone who
comes through our doors. +
– Brynna Carpenter Nardone

he could do what he
was meant to do with
people. When he played
music with them, he felt
a sense of peace.
Brynna: Is that how
you tell what the work
is that God has for you
to do? I have heard
that according to St.
Ignatius, founder of
the Jesuit order of
priests, you should try
to notice if when you
do a particular thing it
brings you an increase
of faith, hope and love.

Howdy, this is Bob
LaChance. I believed
God's plan for me was
to become a priest, but
then, out of nowhere, I
found His hand gently
guided me to music;
mentoring people in its
joyous sounds so to bring
closeness and comfort
in a moment of peace
in the Lord's house.
– As told by his wife, Kim
LaChance, and which led to
the following conversation,
as remembered by Brynna

Brynna: So Bob wanted
to be a priest? A
Catholic priest?
Kim: Yes, he even
studied for a while.
Brynna: How did Bob
know God wanted him
to become a musician
instead?
Kim: He listened to a while to what other people said,
what they thought he would be good at, but when he
tried music he felt right -- it seemed that was the way

Kim: Yes. And joy, I think.
Brynna: So what God has for
you won't make you miserable?
Kim: No. You have to find what is
right for you. You have to listen,
I have learned this from the Bible
studies here, you know, how the Bible
says Listen for me and you will hear
Me. I tried it, and found out it's true!
Brynna: A lot of us, for a variety
of reasons, never learned to
listen to our feelings very well.
Kim: When we were young, adults
told us who to be. We have to grow
to learn who we are. We had to
learn how to listen to ourselves. Now
other people say things and you
listen and say to yourself Okay…..
Then hold onto it and test it out.
You say to yourself That works,
and, No, that's not right. That’s how
you learn what is really for you. +
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SCENES FROM SATURDAY AT ST. JOHN’S

Called? To what? Is writing a vocation or just something we like to do?
Religious people are used to the concept
of someone being “called” to vocation —
priests and ministers are supposed to be
answering a call, as are deacons, monks,
nuns, and so on. The call, one hopes,
comes from God.

Still, my religious faith didn’t arrive until a couple of years
later, after quite a lot of reading and some meditation (outside
of the Christian tradition) and some physics and some
church. My conversion moment essentially consisted of me
saying, in meditative prayer, “Give me a sign,” and promptly
getting something I interpreted as one.

However, in hindsight, I don’t feel that sign was a genuine
I’ve often wondered how that feels. Personally, I have never weird mystical event. I was, at that point, completely primed
heard a divine voice literally calling out, “Hey! Sandra! Yes, to have something, anything, give me permission to go where
you! DO THIS THING.”
I had already decided I wanted to go. Anything in the room
would have done. A cricket chirping, a nod of my own neck,
Maybe some folks have. Certainly it gets reported that way a puff of wind from the window. I don’t even remember what
in scripture. But I am always highly suspicious of anyone it actually was anymore. Because that wasn’t really the point.
who claims to have received specific, detailed messages I chose.
from the Almighty. My first thought is “schizophrenia,”
my second thought is “con man,” and my third — say, if it’s And yes, everyone who is called has to choose whether to
scripture being quoted by someone — is “okay, let’s hear it, answer. But I think you can easily choose things you haven’t
but you can assume I may question its provenance or your really been called to, also, and then tell yourself you were
interpretation of it.”
called to them. You can easily confabulate a desire with a
calling.
On the other hand, Rumi tells us to listen to “the voice that
doesn’t use words.” And I have heard that voice.
For example, I often feel a little tug during the Eucharistic
prayer. I want to lift my hand and sanctify that bread and
Once, during my junior year of college, in England, I was wine right along with the priest, which I’m obviously not
spending the holidays with cousins in Scotland. Sometime authorized to do. But I suspect that’s a BS thing on my part,
after midnight I was walking back to a party in Edinburgh because I’m also quite sure I don’t want to do the actual
where my cousins were supposed to still be after I’d gone hard work of becoming and being a priest. It’s the religious
off to the young people’s celebration of Hogmanay — New equivalent of those people who come up to me at book
Year’s Eve under the clock of the Tron (I kissed a bobby and signings to tell me that they have amazing stories to tell and
drank from a passing bottle of whisky and felt authentically they would be an amazing writer if only they had the time.
Scottish for a moment).
As I was walking along I suddenly felt a very hard tug from
somewhere to stop walking and instead pound down the
sidewalk as fast as I could. Which I did. I arrived breathlessly
just as my cousins were pulling away from the curb, just in
time to stop them and get a ride back to their home for the
night.

It could be worse. Imagine the pedophile priest who thinks,
“I answered the call. I’ve sacrificed much to serve God and
His people. Now God has provided for me. This child has
been called by God to serve me.”

This is why I sometimes think a calling is better thought of as
something more prosaic. Something as simple as somebody
else in the church saying, “So, hey, our nominating committee
I’m not sure this mattered — I could have walked the rest thinks you should run for vestry.”
of the way to my cousins’ house if I had to. The streets were
quite safe. But it felt as if it mattered a lot. It felt as if I had (Of course, when it gets this literal the whole idea of “being
been saved from something.
called” reminds me of a story my father likes to tell of a time
Was that God? A “guardian angel”? Some funky extrasensory perception? My subconscious calculating times and
probabilities better than my conscious? I have no idea. But it
was a voice without words, and that’s not the only time I’ve
listened to something like that (though that was probably
the time that felt most consequential).

he and his cousin were exploring the north of England and
had been instructed by my great aunt to call Cousin Joan,
who lived there. They had no desire to do this, so they stopped
the car next to a field and yelled, “Cousin Joan!” Later, when
Auntie Nan asked them if they had called Cousin Joan, they
replied that they had, but she hadn’t answered.)

by Sandra Hutchison
Authors often talk about being called to writing as if it is
a vocation. I can remember sitting in the audience at a
discussion with about eight writers at The Book House one
afternoon when one of them said something along the lines
of, “You write because you have to. If you don’t have to, you
shouldn’t even do it.” And there was much nodding.
And yes, I agree that writing can feel like a vocation, in
that you are giving up your time on earth to engage both
conscious and unconscious parts of yourself in calling out
a truth of some kind. It can feel like being touched with the
spirit. It can feel like prophecy. But it can also be delusion,
or ego, or hacking away, or a combination of all of the above.
Maybe I think this because I’ve written a lot of advertising.
Enjoyed it, too. There’s plenty of creativity involved. Even
a kind of willing suspension of disbelief that is not entirely
unlike religious faith. By the time I’m done writing about
that, say, inflation-protected variable annuity, I’ve usually
also convinced myself that it’s A Most Excellent Product
That Everyone Needs. But obviously I was really just hacking
away at that to make a living. And the charges and fees are
a killer.
I’ve also read plenty of published fiction that reads to me
like someone just hacking away to make a living. (The later
volumes of successful series are particularly prone to that,
though thankfully not every author succumbs.)
But although we’d probably all prefer to read stuff that feels
absolutely incandescent with the fire of truth, to the idea
that no one should bother writing unless they are literally
driven to do it, I say: Oh, come on.
Yes, it’s true that damaged, depressed people may feel
compelled to write to try to fill an emotional hole that can’t be
filled, or to establish a connection with some idealized other
they can’t find in real life, or to process some traumatizing
event in their lives. And yes, it’s true these folks are often
brilliant and original, at least until they tragically destroy
themselves. Extreme focus and need can do that.
The rest of us mostly write because we want to. Our
productivity depends on our habits, the time we have
available, and how preoccupied we may be by more
fundamental needs like food and housing and child care.
Sometimes I think writers suggest that it’s a kind of calling or
compulsion because they don’t want any more competition
than they already have.

Sometimes I think they say it because they know the rewards
are so long in coming and so uncertain that they feel they
are doing you a real favor by scaring you off.
And sometimes I think writers believe that if it’s a sacred
vocation that means it’s okay to not get a regular job, to
continue working on our art despite the poor or nonexistent compensation we are likely to receive. It’s okay to
expect our spouses to support us. It’s okay to demand that
quiet little writer’s nook where the kids won’t bother us, or
escape to that lovely writer’s retreat in the mountains. It’s
okay to sign terrible contracts. It’s okay to passively await
the reading public’s verdict instead of getting out there and
flogging our stuff. It’s art! We’ve been called!
Suggesting that writing is a calling, a vocation, is also
convenient for readers and publishers. It’s arguably an excuse
for not paying writers and artists (and the people who work
most closely with them) a living wage. Sure, a few writers
are wildly successful and a few more make a living at it,
especially in the more workaday genres. But the great bulk
of writers must have other means of support. (If you’ve ever
wondered why literary fiction is so white and so dominated
by the wealthy classes, there’s your answer.)
Teaching can be like this, too. I know so many adjunct
professors who feel called to teach. I’m one of them. I love
teaching. But if the job won’t really support us, it’s kind of
crazy to keep doing it. Pathological, even. I do it because I
can afford to (which is not because of my writing income,
believe me). And I’m not sure this is the most moral decision
I’ve ever made. By accepting the lousy terms of adjunct work,
I’m arguably enabling a shamefully exploitative system.
I think we often need to clarify our thinking about being
called to a vocation, any vocation. Yes, we may feel called to
it. Yes, it may be satisfying some deep hunger in us. It may
feel like a religious experience. It may even be a religious
experience. But although Jesus expected to die on the cross,
he still expected his disciples to eat. If people weren’t willing
to put them up or feed them, they were to shake their sandals
free of that town’s dirt and move on to a place that would.
I think what I’m trying to say is that being called to a vocation
is complicated at best. It’s full of potential pitfalls. It’s worth

taking the time to carefully examine and re-examine
our motives. And if we ever see it as special permission
to behave badly, then maybe it’s less a calling than a
rationalization. +
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Bible Stories: WORKS

by David Hunn

So faith by itself, if it has no works, is dead.
James 2:17

Do you have some favorite bible verses? Perhaps an entire
book? The author speculates that such a choice would be
a problem for people who are intimately familiar with the
Bible. That’s because choosing requires including one or
two and de facto, excluding many others. Few people like
to choose unless they have to.

is son of Zebedee, and was one of the first disciples called by
Christ, as was his brother, the apostle John. James did not
have a starring role in the Gospels. Jesus chose James and
his brother John to witness his resurrection. James was also
the first to be martyred for his Christian beliefs, though the
date is in dispute. James is the patron Saint of Spain, although
scholars still debate whether this is possible with a death date
of 44 AD. Episcopalians celebrate the Feast of St. James on
July 25th.

The author has not reached enough familiarity with the
Bible and is perfectly willing to choose favorites. One
favorite is in James, Chapter 2, above. This verse is one of
several with the same theme: faith must be accompanied
by works (and charity). Reverend Bill Small once related
this to evangelism. Evangelism is not only defined by
preaching and proselytizing but the many acts – work –
we perform to share the blessings given us.
What is curious is that there are many more verses in the
New Testament emphasizing that people are forgiven by
faith alone. You cannot “earn” your way into heaven by
“good works.” These verses are not strictly contradictory
concepts, they do abrade. The bible poses many great
questions. How people read the bible may be influenced
by their own presuppositions and beliefs. The author
believes in this verse.
James’s epistle is not so much a letter but a series of sayings,
moral instructions. From the outline by L. Michael White
in from Jesus to Christianity: How Four Generations of
Visionaries and Storytellers Developed the Christian
Faith, the morality lessons are:
•
•
•
•
•
•

Wisdom and Endurance – use every good gift from
God
Hearing and doing what is right – religion defined
Partiality – judgment under the law
Faith and works – faith without works is dead
Tongues – blessings and cursing should not come
from the same mouth
Contentiousness and strife – who are you to judge
your neighbor?
Abuse by the wealthy – remember Job

•
•
James was written (probably in several versions) and
meant for Christians both within Israel and the diaspora.
It was dated between 75 and 125 AD. It did not become
part of the New Testament until the fourth century.
Which James?
Which one? The Bible mentions three. The apostle James

But, this was not the James to whom the Epistle is
attributed!
The author is another James, the “brother” of Jesus and
generally accepted as the author of the epistle. There’s
more confusion. Scholars make him son of Alphaeus,
which would make him a cousin of Jesus. He is sometimes
referred to as James the Less and he is barely mentioned
in the New Testament. Other historians place James the
Less as a prominent church leader in the more Jewish
side of the early Christian movement. (Paul, by contrast,
was on the more “Christian” side of the early movement.)
This is why the epistle seeks to reinforce basic Judaic laws
– not the ritualistic ones.
Does authorship matter?
The message of James is not dependent on the authorship.
It is yet another reinforcement and reminder of JudeoChristian values. The same might be said of other books
in the New Testament. Background and context provide
information, not inspiration. +

LIFE TRANSITIONS

by Lois Hodkinson

Prayer To Know One's
Vocation
Lord, my God and my loving
Father, you have made me to
know you, to love you, to serve
you, and thereby to find and
to fulfill my deepest longings. I
know that you are in all things,
and that every path can lead me
to you.
But of them all, there is one
especially by which you want
me to come to you. Since I
will do what you want of me,
I pray you, send your Holy
Spirit to me: into my mind, to
show me what you want of
me; into my heart, to give me
the determination to do it, and
to do it with all my love, with
all my mind, and with all of my
strength right to the end. Jesus, I
trust in you. Amen
(from the United States Conference of
Catholic Bishops)
+++
St. John’s Journal + page 16

Back in the spring of 2015, the St. John’s Vestry met at
The Spiritual Life Center for a weekend retreat. One
of the topics on the agenda was the formation of small
groups within the parish. The subject of these small
groups had come up briefly at previous meetings, but
now Fr. Steve was asking the vestry members to take the
initiative in their creation. His hope was to present them
to the parish at a fair in September.
As I began thinking about a theme for a small group that
I might lead, the words “new normalcy” kept resonating
in my head. It was a phrase used by a character in a
book I had read several years ago and had adopted
to describe my life as it is now after a number of life
changing events that had occurred in recent years. At
first I tried to dismiss the notion, but the more I tried
ignoring it the more persistent the thought became. I
soon realized that it was The Lord who was nudging
me to do this. (I was learning to recognize these nudges
more easily as they seemed to be happening more
frequently!) Eventually, I heard myself sharing with the
other vestry members at the retreat my thoughts on
creating a small group for individuals who were going
through life changing events and were now experiencing
a “new normalcy” in their lives.
Leading a group can at times be outside of my comfort
zone, but since I was sure that The Lord had called me
to do this I decided to just trust in Him to guide me
along. I would start by sharing “my story” and hope
that it would in some way be an encouragement for
others to trust in The Lord to see them through their
circumstances.
The Life Transitions Group, as it came to be known as,
has been meeting monthly since last October. Things
have gone along pretty much as I had envisioned they
would with one exception. The new friendships that I
have made through the group have unexpectedly opened
new doors for me. What I hadn’t thought about earlier is
that “my story” is still unfolding and my life continues

to change along this journey. What doesn’t change
is God’s unconditional love and faithfulness. Thank
you, Lord, for those nudges along the way! +

by Dr. Lisa Thorn

Less than an hour by plane from Florida, Haiti
carries the dubious distinction of being the poorest
country in the Western hemisphere. Haiti became
the first post-colonial black-led nation in the world,
declaring its independence from France in 1804
after a slave uprising. With over 10 million people,
80% of the population lives under the poverty line,
and two and a half million Haitians live in extreme
poverty. Two out of three Haitians live on less than
US two dollars per day.
These are grim statistics, and reflect the ineffective,
corrupt governmental history from which Haiti
has suffered. Poverty, corruption, vulnerability to
natural disasters, and low levels of education for
much of the population are among Haiti's most
serious impediments to economic growth. The
earthquake of 2010 killed over 300,000 people,
and strained even further a bereft population.
Thousands still live in Internally Displaced
Persons Camps (or IDPs) since the earthquake.
The infrastructure of Haiti is weak, with limited
availability of electricity and poor roadways though
we saw significant improvement on the trip to Las
Cahobas. Unemployment exceeds 50%. Haiti is a
source, transit, and destination country for men,
women, and children subjected to forced labor
and sex trafficking; most of Haiti’s trafficking cases
involve children in domestic servitude vulnerable
to physical and sexual abuse. HIV disease, malaria,
malnutrition and other illnesses are rampant, with
no effective public health ministry and limited
access to diagnostic tools and treatments.
How can anyone in Haiti, or in observance of it,
find hope? I have visited Haiti three times, and each
time I am stunned by the positive outlook, deep
faith, and genuine joy of the Haitian people. I can
recall cynically thinking that this resulted from
ignorance, the people not knowing what they lack,
being cocooned in their culture, feeling this is their
life and they are satisfied. But now many Haitians
have electronic access to other places in the world,
including the United States. By 2014 estimates,
some 68% of Haitians have cell phones, and 11.6%
have internet access. So they are starting to see what
other cultures have materially, and yet embrace their
lives as they are.

The Church of the Holy Spirit in Las Cohobas, Haiti

Haiti, Poverty and Hope

Poverty has always existed. In Jesus’ time we read of
lepers, crippled people, blind people, and beggars. A
central theme of Jesus’s ministry was reaching out to
and lifting up poverty-stricken people. He didn’t give
them money, or houses to live in. In John 14 we read
“I do not give as the world gives”. He gave them hope
by extending God’s grace, by teaching them about
the salvation he freely offers from the Cross, and by
modeling love for one another. There was hope in
Jesus’s time, as there is in Haiti today. In Paul’s letter
to the Romans we hear “Through him we have also
obtained access by faith into this grace in which we
stand, and we rejoice in hope of the glory of God. Not
only that, but we rejoice in our sufferings, knowing
that suffering produces endurance, and endurance
produces character, and character produces hope, and
hope does not put us to shame, because God's love has
been poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit
who has been given to us.”
The Haitians with whom we interacted in Las Cahobas
are people of great faith. Churchgoers yes; the church
was full on Sunday morning – some people even sat
in front! The singing was beautiful and boisterous; the
engagement with Pere Duravil during his sermon was
complete. And for well over an hour! But their faith
and hope were also apparent outside the walls of the
Church of the Holy Spirit. Groups of children playing
and laughing when school was out. A spontaneous
dance party erupting after an orchestra performance in
the church. Enthusiastic learning from Bill Cole as he
taught orchestra instrument repairs. Girls in the school
sharing universal teenage experiences with Ellie, Abby
and Erin. People seeking relief from pain, nausea,
vision problems and other maladies in the ad-hoc
clinic we set up in the church.

With the help of a marvelous nurse and translator
Kimberly we saw some 130 patients in two days.
Their ills, however, largely stemmed from the
chronic ills of Haiti – malnutrition, recurrent
malaria, lack of dental care, lack of access to routine
healthcare and lack of medication. At times I felt
like we were tacking bandaids onto giant gaping
wounds. While from a medical perspective I see the
grim reality of the health of people in Las Cahobas,
I see even more clearly the hope that patients have
in our partnership with them. It seemed that their
symptoms improved just by speaking with us and
getting a physical exam. We dispensed hundreds
of dollars’ worth of medication, knowing that its
benefit would be short-term only. We provided
everyday supplies like toothbrushes, underwear, and
diapers to families, some with eight or ten people
living under a small tin roof. We provided some
much-needed education on the Zika virus and the
need for contraception as this virus spreads through
the region. People were eager for information,
asked excellent questions, and expressed their
appreciation vigorously.
After church, children were invited to tell our
musician team member Bill Cole, dressed as Jesus,
one thing they could do to make the world a
better place. They made handprints on paper with
a message of hope. With utter delight they had
Polaroid photos printed of themselves to take home.
So even this short mission provided joy and hope to
our brothers and sisters in Haiti. More importantly,
it bolstered hope for the long-term prospects of
the church and school, in a country where poverty
is rampant but the faith in God far exceeds the
desperation of poverty. We return enriched and
excited about our partnership in Las Cahobas.
Dear LordToday we remember and honor the people of
Haiti. We recall Haiti’s troubled history, corrupt
leadership, and natural disasters. We thank you
for the courage and resilience of the people of Las
Cahobas, and for our blessings in partnering with
them. We pray for more effective leadership, for
relief from poverty and suffering, and for the your
continuing grace from the Holy Spirit in both of our
beloved countries. In Jesus name we pray, AMEN +

AMAZON SMILE

by George Firth

Do you shop online at Amazon.com? Did
you know there is a way to direct 0.5% of
the purchase price for eligible products to the
charitable organization of your choice at no cost
to you?
Every item available for purchase on www.
amazon.com is also available on Amazon Smile
(smile.amazon.com) at the same price. You
will see eligible products marked “Eligible for
AmazonSmile donation” on their product detail
pages.
Just make your purchases through the Amazon
Smile program and choose your preselected
charity. Amazon provides a list of the charities
they support. In checking for charities, I found
“To Love a Child,” administered by our own
Cindy Schmehl, is one of the listed charities to
which funds can be directed.
To participate in the Amazon Smile or learn
more about the program go to:
smile.amazon.com/about
+
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Prose Poems by Maygen L. Bussing
Learning new people don't fill old wounds. They patch it up with glue, a stretchable adhesive
with an inseparable detachment. Usually from a stranger of good intentions. Giving you
a place of unknown opportunities Creating a sanctuary to those jumping rock to rock
(closing their eyes praying they make it) making them feel acceptance, a safe hand, a feeling
of comfort to cross that bridge. A bridge that holds a consistant feeling of being high
realizing it's the right way –
– Those broken never knowing a right way, create heart-broken spectators watching them
create or continue the path of jumping rock to rock with a temporary high of being lost.
Realizing they held the hand but never the heart.

I'm trying to dicypher
Drugs, alcohol and being a lifer
A place of Freedom or Hell
Both to place me under a spell
Understanding or demanding
Waiting or degrading
Neglective or deceptive
Only determined with objection or perception
With God or Satan
I'm too close and you're too temporary. I'm gaining comfort and your passing
judgment. I'm looking for reassurance and you're calling it ignorance. Is it
deliberate or me being persistent looking for someone consistent. You're
something different than what I want, but you are what I need. A different
direction was presented to me with your presence. As you are who you are
you don't/won't/wouldn't/couldn't/shouldn't. What if " you " is actually me?

ON MENTORS: WE ALL HOLD PURPOSE, WE JUST NEED DIRECTION

Where was God when you were learning
your lessons and blessings? Did you
know he was there for all of them? He
created the people filled with faith, hope,
and love just for you. Unfortunately, the
lost ones also created in his image are
just unable to see more good than bad.
You meet those that bring you into God’s
grace, and those that take you away.
My turning point – my rebirth before I took the
oath – started about six years ago. I started taking
care of those in need instead of those that want.
One beautiful soul was a woman named Katherine
Dube. She was a frail, 104-year-old God-fearing
woman bound to a wheelchair. She never asked me
for help, she only wanted me to be there. I never
knew what that meant until later in life. I speak highly of her because she had the faith that could fill any hole
in your heart. I understand that is what she did for me. She taught me how to pray. Showing me I could believe
in God and that everything will be okay. We had a moment where I learned who I was. I'll never forget it.

drawing by Michael Jewett

by Maygen L. Bussing

She said, "No one does the things you do for me." I said " If I was sick would you take care of me?" She
said, "I would carry you on my back even if I couldn't." I said, " That is why I will take care of you."
Our daily life was ritual to her, saying O HEAVENLY FATHER and BLESSED MOTHER prayers, but
to me I was born again everyday. We never prayed for ourselves, but we did for others and from that
moment on I realized my place in God's world. No one understands their calling overnight. It takes
much struggle, much strength, and repetitive guidance from those who have faith, hope, and love. When
those aren't consistent you're more than willing to go in a dark alley and still feel comfortable. When
you find God, you find strength to see the light. Someone said to me "All prayers are answered, just
not when you ask." But when you give yourself to God you receive the greatest answer: Eternal Life. +

prayer from “Forward
Movement” submitted
by Judi Goyer

Come, O Bountiful Spirit, and bring forth in my life the manifold
fruits of thy presence and create in me:
Love toward God and my neighbor,
Joy and wonder in all God’s work,
The peace that Jesus promises,
Patience born of faith and hope,
Kindness that reflects God’s mercy,
Generosity that uses all as God intends,
Faithfulness that is constant and reliable,
Gentleness that I may do harm to no one,
Self-control that my life will conform
to the mind of Christ. Amen
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National Day of Prayer by Deacon Paul Carney
National day of prayer was celebrated once again at Troy City Hall on May 5th 2016.
Prayer is offered every Thursday during the year in the main conference room from
8:00 AM until 8:30 AM before the business day gets started. Prayer was led off with
the singing of the Battle Hymn of the Republic. 1 Timothy 2: 1-6 and Psalm 48 were
the respective readings chosen by Pastor Brian Barker from Victorious Life Church
and myself. Pastor Barker then read the following prayer by Dr. Tony Evans.
Dear heavenly Father,
We come to You today as a humble people desperate for Your supernatural
intervention on behalf of our beloved nation. First, we thank You for all
the blessings You have bestowed on our land, blessings that have allowed
us to bring so much good and benefit to not only our own citizens but
also to the rest of the world. The very ideals upon which this country
was founded were based on biblical truths, no matter how some try to
rewrite history to deny that very fact today. This is why our hearts are
so broken over how You continue to be marginalized and dismissed by
both our people and our institutions. We are also saddened by the fact
that Your people have contributed greatly to the spiritual apathy that
now engulfs us. Our satisfaction in remaining religious without being
fully committed to living out the truths of Your Word has caused us to
become co-conspirators with the forces of evil that are destroying us as
a society. It is for this reason that we personally and collectively repent
of our carnality and recommit ourselves to becoming visible and verbal
disciples of Jesus Christ. Enable us, by Your Spirit, to no longer be secret
agent Christians but rather to publicly declare and live out Your truth in
a spirit of love so that You feel welcome in our country once again. Thank
You for Your promise to hear our prayers when we call to You with hearts
of repentance and obedience, which is how we are appealing to You today,
Father. On behalf of Your church, we affirm afresh the priority You are to
us that You would fill every dimension of our lives as we seek to bring You
glory through the advancement of Your kingdom in our personal lives,
our family lives, and in the lives of our churches and our government
leaders. We confidently invite heaven’s intervention into all the affairs of
our nation and we praise You in advance for Your answer.
In Jesus’ name we pray.
Amen.
We continued with prayer for the Government, Military, Media, Business,
Education, Church, and Families. We closed the service with the Lord's Prayer and
the following benediction:
May the Lord Bless you and keep you.
May the Lord cause His face to shine upon you and be gracious unto you.
May the Lord give you His peace.
In your going out and your coming in.
In your lying down and in your rising up.
In your labor and your leisure.
In your laughter and in your tears.
Until you come to stand before Jesus.
In that day which there is no sunset and no dawning.
Amen. +

+ CALENDAR +
June 27-July 1

Arts Camp

Sunday, July 10

Daughters of the King Installation, 9:30 a.m.

Friday, July 29

Troy Night Out, St Anthony’s, 5:30-8:30 p.m.

Saturday, July 30

Confirmation Service, 11:00 a.m.

Friday, August 26

Troy Night Out, St Anthony’s, 5:30-8:30 p.m.

Sunday, September 11

Special Coffee Hour / Christian Education Open House, 11:30 a.m.

Friday, September 16

Locavore (locally-sourced) Harvest Dinner, 5:30-7:00

Friday, September 30

Troy Night Out, St Anthony’s, 5:30-8:30 p.m.

Saturday, October 1

Community Breakfast, 9:00-11:00 a.m.

Saturday, October 8

Blessing of the Animals, 10:00 a.m.

Sunday, October 16

Stewardship Sunday and Ministry Fair, including Small Groups, 11:30 a.m.

Sunday, November 6

All Saints Scavenger Hunt, 11:30 a.m.

Notes on our Calendar:

St. John's Arts (and More) Camp, is an opportunity for youth, ages 5 – 18, to create with the Creator. This year’s
theme, “The Elements,” will be explored through sign language, sculpting and drawing, music, games, and drama
in classes led by teaching and art professionals. The program will be held at 146 First Street in Troy (on the
corner of Liberty Street), from 9 a.m. – 12 p.m., Monday through Friday, June 27 through July 1. A Bible lesson
and snack will be provided. A donation of either $10.00 per child or something for our food pantry is suggested,
but not required. Please call our youth minister, Katie Brillat, at 274–5884, or email her at kbrillat@stjohnstroy.
org with questions and to register. Or call Katie to volunteer – we need you!
Troy Night Out: the St Francis Fellowship puts up a table on the sidewalk
in front of St Anthony’s Church, serves punch and cookies and engages in
conversation with passers-by. Sometimes this leads to prayer, sometimes
to other invitations. Literature from each of the three churches (and their
various ministries) is also on the table. Sometimes there is a music recital
inside the church, which passers-by are invited to enjoy; sometimes passersby are invited to explore the interior of St Paul’s across the street as well.
Locavore: this is our Italian Dinner reimagined. In the gym, main dishes
provided by the team, side dishes and desserts provided by guests. +
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