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From your Editor

W

e’ve been exploring the valleys of our lives for some time in this publication, but the
mountain tops are important too. The mountain tops are what give us hope and
direction. From the peaks we have vision and clarity. Over the many years that I
have been keeping a journal, I have become painfully aware that for any given time or situation,
I can only see clearly what is immediately present. And even that is biased by the circumstances.
So I couch my activities and opinions in relationship to what is happening at that particular
time. It is much harder to see overall relationships than particular and current ones. However,
broad perspectives are necessary for functional understanding. For healthy relationships with our
neighbors and ourselves, we must lay down our burdens every now and then and look beyond
ourselves. The advantage of age is the accumulation of experiences, the size of one’s past. Each day
and year is another stone under our feet that lifts us a bit higher up the mountain. As we grow
older, it does become easier to see where we are and what is happening. Life includes grand vistas to
rest our eyes and fresh air to fill our lungs.
Have you ever lived in the mountains (either actually or figuratively)? When we do, we are closer
to the peaks and we get used to having them around. When this is the case, we will need to make
a journey to the valley now and then to have a tune-up, to have our beings adjusted for optimal
performance. We can’t know and appreciate how wonderful life is without the perspective of failure.
At the same time we will never even bother to look up if we have no concept of heavenly majesty.
A mature experience includes both the highs and the lows. Life is not all doom and gloom, no
matter how difficult the journey, nor is it all wonderful, no matter how exhilarating the experience.
Mountain life is exquisitely satisfying; it’s what all of us strive for. We just need to learn what it
takes to get there and to survive when we do.
For those of us who live on Whidbey Island, believe me when I say that it is a mountain top
environment. Both the culture and the setting are of the very highest quality. The marine vistas are
magnificent. Our shorelines are clean and green. The social and cultural opportunities are superb,
from live theater at Whidbey Island Center for the Arts to ping pong at Bayview Hall. There is
something for everyone. I’m not trying to suggest that we don’t have issues that need work, but we
do have a lot going for us.
Whidbey, you are appreciated!
Albert
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Notes from Nigel

D

uring my seminary years (now more than 40 years ago), we often had conversations about
the future along the lines of “I wonder what the world/my life/the Church will be like in 20
years?”

It seemed so distant.
We knew that everything would be different in 20 years, but it was . . . well . . . 20 years away.
And, of course, the pace of change back then was such that whether we liked it or hated it we had an
opportunity— a little bit of time— to get used to it.
That’s no longer true.
We live in a thoroughly globalized, exponentially changing world. The largest English-speaking
country in the world is now China; India has more honors kids than the U.S. has kids; the top ten
jobs in demand in 2010 didn’t exist in 2004 (let alone 1977); we are currently preparing kids for jobs
that don’t yet exist using technologies that haven’t been invented to solve problems we don’t know are
problems yet; half of what students who pursue a technical degree learn in their first year of study is
outdated by their third year; the average graduate will have twelve jobs by age 38; one in eight couples
who got married last year met online; there are one billion searches on Google every day (but wait
. . . that was in 2015— now it’s three billion!); the number of text messages sent daily exceeds the
population of our planet; and in the time it’s taken for you to read this, 67 babies were born in the
U.S., 274 in China, 395 in India.
The only constant is change. It’s not something out there in the future— it’s already here; and it’s not
even that some of it happened overnight, while you slept— it happened while you were reading this!
In the business world, what we used to call “long-range planning”— meaning ten or fifteen years from
now— is dead. “Long-range,” if it even exists, is a year.
At this point you’re probably ready to throw up your hands— or bury your heads in them. There are
some helpful ways to respond. For instance, it helps to try and keep things in perspective.
• Learn patience. Just because the world is changing so rapidly does not mean you have to be
rushed into an instant, impulsive response; be measured and intentional.
• Be persistent. It’s easy to want to give up, especially when you feel overwhelmed. Considered
responses are always better, but you’ll never get there if you give up too soon! Or, to put it
another way, giving up is not an option— though it is a way to get sand in your hair.
• Be practical. If you really do have to respond immediately, choose a practical response that
maintains some balance.
• Be positive. Being negative is the road to disaster!
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• Have a purpose. Having an organizing
guiding principle that is vital to you and
gives meaning to your life is essential.
• Commit to the encounter as a part of a
community. If we don’t do this together,
then we’ll never do it at all.

FEATURES

God’s blessings (and the Spirit’s courage!) to you all.
Nigel

MAIL
The Light welcomes all forms of correspondence. Each
submission will be edited for length and appropriateness,
as well as grammar and spelling. Opinions expressed
are those of the authors and not necessarily those of St.
Augustine’s Church, The Light, or their respective staffs.

Another terrific issue of The Light— WOW!!
Thanx so much to all of you!
Bert Speir
Wow! This is so impressive, as usual! I loved the
Minion Sisters piece and thought the articles on
gun control were excellent. Albert— the covers
(front and back) are sooo clever. You did it again!!!
Love you,
Maureen Rogers, West Seattle
Hi Albert,
I just finished reading Potholes in Our Paths and
really enjoyed the entire issue. The theme itself is
thought provoking and the variety contained in the
articles is wonderful. I know how much effort the
staff puts into each issue and this is truly one of the
best results. Thank you for enlightening me.
Blessings,
Mary Vaughan
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What I’ve Learned FromWorms
Celia Metz

O

ne of the biggest changes for me in moving to Whidbey Island was getting used to the
fact that many of the municipal services I had taken for granted in the city are not a part
of life here on the island. Once it became clear that hauling our own trash and recycling
to the transfer station (and paying for disposal!) was the new normal, I looked at ways to reduce the
amount of household trash we generated. With help from a neighborhood mentor and instruction
from WSU Extension, I learned how to recycle my kitchen waste through vermiculture (i.e. worm
composting). And over the last four years I have learned quite a bit from my wriggling partners!
Embrace the Darkness
I regularly stir my compost and the worms that are brought up to the surface quickly high-tail back
to the bottom of the bin. Their liking for the dark depths is a mirror of my own acceptance of life
on Whidbey in a neighborhood with no streetlights. At first I found that disconcerting and a little
frightening, but now I enjoy standing outside at night without any light pollution and gazing up at
the beautiful stars while hearing the owls hooting and the frogs chirping in the nearby woods.
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Focus on the Green
One of the cardinal rules of worm composting is to put no meat, bones, or fat in the bin. That has
prompted me to take a similar approach to our diet. While we are not vegetarians by any means (a
good prime rib is still much appreciated at our house!), we are striving to limit our meat intake to
only a few times a week. And the wonderful fresh fruits and veggies available on Whidbey make
cooking plant-based meals much easier!
Be Active in the Warm Weather
My worms are much more active in the warm weather which is a benefit since our fresh produce
waste is greater that time of year. I strive to emulate them as much as possible by mirroring that
level of warm-weather activity. Whether it is working in the yard, hiking in our beautiful Whidbey Island parks, or getting out on the water, both my husband and I try to maximize our outdoor
time in the warmer weather. And accepting that the winter means less outdoor time means I have
taken up some new indoor hobbies to keep me meaningfully occupied in the winter, including
postcrossing, knitting, and taking advantage of the wonderful selection of audiobooks from Sno-Isle
Libraries.
Take Your Time
Worm composting is not a quick process. It takes about two years for an 80-gallon bin to be fully composted by worms. In my own life the change from a hectic working life to retirement was
challenging for a while until I forced myself to discard my “hurry-up” mentality. While I backslide
from time to time, for the most part I now enjoy taking my time to complete a task, whether it is
cooking a meal, planting a bulb, or reading my Facebook feed. There is inherent pleasure in a slow
and contemplative approach to every task. That is probably why tai chi is such a satisfying practice.
To paraphrase Alfred E. Neuman, “What, me hurry?”
Be Part of a Greater Whole
Vermiculture in a large-sized bin like mine needs a robust community of worms to be successful.
In the right environment, worms quickly reproduce and work together to process the food in their
environment. While my days of reproduction are long gone, I have found great joy in being part of
larger communities. In particular, the connections I have found in our local Daughters of Norway
lodge and in our parish community at St. A’s have been deeply rewarding and satisfying.
The opportunities for positive change continue to be found not only in my worm bin but in the
whole of my life here on my island home! Further information on vermiculture can be found at
www.extension.wsu.edu/island/2014/02/composting/.
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MyLife in M o t i o

n

Toni Grove

H

ave you ever played pinball?

For those of you who can’t lay claim to a misspent youth like mine, the premise of this old
arcade game is pretty simple. For the price of a quarter (two quarters or more these days!)
you propel a steel ball bearing about the size of a macadamia nut through a gauntlet of bumpers
and chutes that garners you points the longer you keep the ball in play and bouncing through the
game. The object is to keep the ball moving, never letting it zoom straight down the center and out
of the game.
There is a lot of noise involved, a lot frenetic pushing of buttons to control the paddles that smack
the ball back and forth through the field of play . . . and sometimes a lot of shouting, both in
triumph and in defeat.
Yeah, my life has been a lot like a pinball game.
I believe life itself is about change— constant growing, adapting, learning. Some common
changes are in family circumstances, jobs, homes, goals or plans, or a thousand other things. But
more important, and essential, I think, it’s about the change that happens within ourselves—
our attitudes, our world views even— that must take place for us to negotiate and thrive while
everything around us becomes different, sometimes even alien.
My first inkling that some zigs and zags in my life’s “master plan” were coming down the pike
occurred early in high school, while I was beginning to contemplate eventually attending college as
so many of my friends were also doing. With really poor timing a few years before, my older sister
had come home from her first semester at Western Washington State College pregnant and Dad
decided he wasn’t going to spend his hard-earned money sending another daughter to college. I was
a straight-A student, and by the time I graduated I’d been a Girl Scout for twelve years. I was so
hardcore that from time to time I even wore my Senior Girl Scout uniform to school when there
was an afterschool scouting event in the works. Okay, I say it proudly, “I was a nerd.” What did
Dad think I was going to do at college? Hatch a debauched plan to trade illicit sex for unlimited
s’mores and an REI membership?
After a few years, my parents did help pay for a high school year abroad in Austria as a Rotary
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Foreign Exchange Student, but after that? Nada.
I came home from Austria, finished a final semester of high school, and enlisted in the US Army.
Stuff happens, true, but what you do next is largely up to you. Much as in a good murder mystery
(where you can follow the clues backwards from where the corpse lies to decisions that were made
yesterday or decades ago by both the victim and the murderer), one can often look back and see
the twisting and pot-hole-filled road that brought you where you are today. If I look back through
what I’ve done and where I’ve been in my life, it all goes back to my sister’s first semester away
from home. And you know what? It turned out to be a really, really good thing because it initiated
change.
If my life had gone as planned, if there hadn’t been an unexpected swerve, and change hadn’t been
thrust upon me, I might never have learned to be a crack shot with an M16, watched pyrotechnics
at a castle in Heidelberg, gotten a clearance so high the FBI scared the bejeebers out of my mother
when they started interviewing the local Girl Scouts, or sat in the nose-bleed section at the
Folies Bergère in Paris. I probably never would have become an office- and bank-machine repair
technician, married this husband or had these kids, been a stay-at-home mom, helped put on
numerous writers’ conferences or helped found an MFA Program in Creative Writing. I wouldn’t
have gotten a pre-dawn police escort through Washington DC to the Capitol Building (delivering
the White House Christmas tree— what did you think?), ghostwritten a book for an orthopedic
surgeon, worked as a newspaper reporter, nursery manager, pharmacy assistant, or professional
weeder. I wouldn’t have gone back to school to get a Bachelor’s degree in Herbal Sciences, become a
Master Gardener, or learned that the little thingy on the end of a shoelace is called an aglet.
Without change, I probably would never have learned how to move forward from the place I was
right then, not the place where I thought I would be. I wouldn’t have been able to deal with a
cancer diagnosis with a clear head and a plan . . . and another plan if that didn’t work.
Without change, I wouldn’t have known how to respond with a whole and loving heart to my
younger daughter when she came out as gay, knowing that in this world there are people who would
be blind to her goodness and light merely because of her sexual orientation. And when my older
daughter slid into meth addiction, I would never have had the emotional resources to pull myself
back out into the sunshine and haul with all my might on the rope she was able to grab onto in the
abyss.
I think I like change: It’s an opportunity to grow; it can be an adventure!
And my sister’s baby, the one that started all this? As far as my father was concerned, the sun rose
and set on his downy little head.
Toni Grove lives and gardens in Langley and is one of an increasingly rare breed: a geriatric native
Western Washingtonian. She believes change is often good, but misses the Bubbleator something fierce.
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April Fools’/Easter
(No Kidding)

John Waide

I

t has been sixty-two years since April Fools’ Day and Easter fell on the same day. In exploring
the significance of each of these days, we probably know much about our own Christian tradition of Easter and less about April Fools’ Day.

The custom of setting aside a day for the playing of harmless pranks upon others is recognized widely throughout the world. In Scotland, April Fools’ Day was traditionally called Huntigowk Day.
The name is a corruption of “hunt the gowk,” ‘gowk’ being Scots for a cuckoo or a foolish person.
The customary prank was to ask someone to deliver a sealed message that supposedly requests help
of some sort. The recipient, upon reading it, will explain he can only help if he first contacts another person, and sends the victim to the next person with an identical message, with the same result.
I remember a version of this prank being pulled on me. Early in my high school years, I worked
as a bagger for a large grocery chain. My immediate supervisor requested that I go to the produce
department and ask for a “box stretcher.” So I went over to produce, asked for the device, and then
was told to check with the meat department. I proceeded to that next area and was forthwith directed to the bakery section. Finally, I caught on to the scheme, and we all had a good laugh.
In one famous prank from 1957, the BBC purported to show Swiss farmers picking freshly-grown
spaghetti in what they called the “Swiss Spaghetti Harvest.” People later flooded the BBC with
requests to purchase a spaghetti plant, forcing the network to declare, on the news the next day, that
the story was a hoax.*
As Christians, we believe that the high holy day of Easter is not a hoax, but the fulfillment of spiritual truth for our lives. “April Fool!” I think not! Easter holds for us the hope that life has the last
word. Christ is risen! He is risen indeed!
*https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tVo_wkxH9dU
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The Healing Power of

D

VE 4
Eileen Jackson

iane and Kelly had been married 42 years when cancer struck. Their marriage began as a
deeply felt, passionate romance, complete with the hormones— norepinephrine and dopamine— that flood us when we are in that place of passion. As we grow into our parental
roles, a bond of loving compassion— fueled by oxytocin— allows us to create safe space for children.
Diana writes:
“Our minds, however, don’t always live up to that potential. We don’t keep up with the rate of change.
Over time external stresses impact us. Regrets, misunderstandings, and slights accumulate.
“As a result, we changed our minds. In the face of the overwhelming uncertainty [of a terminal
diagnosis], there was no point in arguing who was right— neither of us had a clue. In the face of the
looming unknown, it was far better to have two sets of sensing organs and two minds than one.
“And we changed our bodies. Kelly learned how powerful his hands were in supporting my healing. Just
holding me was healing, but then he learned two Asian practices of healing touch: Jin Shin Jyutsu and
reiki. They calmed me, restored my equilibrium, and gave me energy. I felt love pouring out of his
hands. He was more than a partner walking alongside me on this cancer journey; he moved into the
arena of my healers.
“So my seventh lesson is: Love transforms us.”
When my sister Maria was going through treatment for brain cancer, she lived with night terrors she
called “the hoo-hahs;” she never found solace for these fearful nights. Diana was blessed to find a
healing resource within herself. She writes:
“Although I had no training in meditation or even prayer, I was amazed and fortunate to find an
inner sanctuary quickly, complete with an inner spirit of pure love, compassion, and forgiveness. My
conversations with this inner spirit brought me comfort and peace.
“When I dreamt and meditated, I saw vivid images of goddesses, healing dancers, personified
organs—even my cells. I didn’t guide my meditations; it felt like a conversation, like Skyping with
my cells. They told me when I was safe and when I was in danger, when the cancer was in retreat, and
when it was taking over the neighborhood. Over time, I realized that these inner conversations were
accurately communicating the state of my body as they foretold and correlated with my CT scans.
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The Healing Power of Love 4 continued

“So I learned to trust them to guide me in my medical decision-making. They told me when to choose
an experimental treatment over a conventional one. They told me when to do no medical treatment
and instead do qigong and reiki. And they told me when to take the greatest risks of all and go for
lifesaving, but never before done, surgery.
“So my eighth lesson: Love is within us.”
Diana could access that spirit we understand as Divine Love enlivening every cell of our bodies. Diana
learned radical trust in conversation with Spirit in many forms.
Diana’s eighth lesson is a gift to us all, and as it becomes more familiar within our culture, more of us
may be able to access that gift. May it be so.

Practicing Peace:

A Devotional Walk through the Quaker Tradition
by Catherine Whitmire, (excerpts from the book)

D

uring the 1700s, two Quaker brothers moved to a farming settlement where
rising fear and hostility between the homesteaders and their Native American neighbors
were escalating. Despite the potential for danger, the pacifist brothers walked to their fields
every day without firearms, even though, at a certain point on the path, they often felt someone was
watching them through the trees.
The non-Quaker settlers became increasingly fearful and armed themselves. They urged the brothers
to do likewise. Their dire warning finally made one of the brothers so anxious that he also decided
to start carrying a gun. He did not intend to use the weapon, but he hoped the sight of it would
frighten away any would-be attackers.
The first day he carried the gun to the fields, he was killed in an ambush. His brother, who did
not carry a weapon, returned from his fields unharmed. Friends later heard that the natives had
been watching the brothers for some time, and when they saw one of them carrying a gun, they
felt it indicated his willingness to use it against them. So the gun, carried out of fear, instigated the
violence that cost the fearful brother his life.
The Bible, Koran, and Torah all urge us to remember God’s loving promise of accompaniment
when we are fearful. Although our fears can sometimes be helpful, when they turn our hearts
against others, make our minds rigid, and narrow our world view, we risk becoming our fears.
And when we become our fears we are more likely to strike back reactively, initiate new cycles of
violence, and draw into our lives those things we fear most.
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Practicing Peace:

S

‡ continued

ome years ago, I stopped at the corner market near our house in an economically and ethnically diverse Boston area neighborhood to buy milk for breakfast. As I parked in front of the
store, I noticed a group of ten or so young men hanging out on the sidewalk engaged in loud
conversation, and I remembered there had been a shooting on this corner a few weeks before. I was
reaching for my purse when the voices outside my car suddenly fell quiet, and I heard the sickening thud of boots kicking flesh. The young men had moved up the sidewalk and were now directly
beside my car. One of them lay huddled on the ground, while the others kicked him in the stomach
and head. He was bleeding. I was less than three feet away. There was no time to formulate an intervention plan. And I was afraid to get involved.
I sat there, temporarily immobilized— until a sudden upwelling of the Spirit lifted me past my fear
and nudged me to step out in faith. Remembering from my nonviolence training that surprise is an
important element of nonviolent action, I threw open the car door and move quickly into the circle
of angry youths. Shocked by having a middle-aged woman sudden appear in their midst, they fell
back a few steps, and I moved between them and the young man on the ground. I was as surprised
to find myself in their circle as they were to have me there!
I immediately began talking with the young men. I never broke eye contact, and every time they
started toward me, I took a step toward them and opened my arms wider. This intervention gave
the young man on the ground the opportunity to limp to a nearby house for help, and the others
soon dispersed.
As I stood in the circle, I saw that the perpetrators were all around my son’s age. My heart opened,
and I was able to love them as if they were my sons, which, on a deeper level, of course, they were.
Seeing with the eyes of my heart allowed concern, empathy, and love to rise up in me, both for the
bloodied young man on the ground and for the young men standing on the pavement, who, unlike
my son, would most likely never attend college, and who were angry and desperate enough about
their lives to resort to this kind of violence.
Nonviolence is love in action.
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Walking with the Celtic Saints

St. Brigid
of

D

Kildare

Ted Brookes

uring our pilgrimages through Great Britain and Ireland, we’ve come to an enduring,
profound truth about Celtic peoples and culture in general and Celtic Christianity in
particular— that women were equal to men in every aspect of society, particularly in the
church. Thus, it should not come to anyone’s surprise that women occupied important positions in
the Celtic Church from the 5th through the 10th centuries, and were largely responsible for sustaining and growing the faith in those regions where they established monasteries, convents, and
churches. Foremost among these women saints was Brigid of Kildare. Brigid was a 5th century
nun, abbess, bishop, and founder of several monasteries, including Kildare, which was a double
abbey of men and women serving equally together. Most significantly, St. Brigid is a patron saint of
Ireland, along with Patrick and Columba.
Brigid was born in 451 in Faughart in County Louth, Ireland. Her father was a chieftain of Leinster while her mother was a Christian Pict slave who had been baptized by St. Patrick. Brigid herself was born into slavery. As she grew older, Brigid reportedly performed miracles, including healing and feeding the poor. It is said she received holy orders from St. Mel of Armagh, who granted
her abbatial powers. Around 480 Brigid founded a monastery at Kildare.
Brigid, with an initial group of seven companions, is credited with organizing communal, consecrated religious life for women in Ireland. Her monastery at Kildare became a center of religion and
learning, and Kildare developed into a cathedral city.
Brigid is credited with founding a school of art, featuring metalwork and illumination. She also
founded many churches in the Diocese of Elphin. Her friendship with St. Patrick is chronicled in
the Book of Armagh.
Brigid died at Kildare on 1 February 525. Her feast day is celebrated on the same date. Significantly, that date marked the pagan festival of Embolic, which signaled the beginning of spring.
Note: St. Brigid is famous for establishing a perpetual flame at Kildare to serve as a sacred beacon to the community. This flame was carefully tended by Brigid’s nuns until it was extinguished
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in 1220 during the Norman invasion. It was later rekindled and kept lit until the monastery was
destroyed in the 16th century by forces of the English Reformation. Fast forward to St. Brigid’s
Day in 2006, when the perpetual flame was relit in the town square of Kildare from a flame tended
by the Brigidine Sisters of Solas Bhride, a community center for Celtic spirituality. This flame now
burns as a beacon of hope, justice, and peace for Ireland and our world.
St. Brigid’s Well. Photograph by Andreas F. Borchert
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The Beauty of God’s Creation: Our Legacy
Green Winged Teal at Deer Lagoon
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Photograph by Albert Rose

The

Minion Sisters

On the

Ice
Chris Lubinski

T

The Light, Lite

he other evening, I tucked the dogs into bed down in the “Cairn Hilton” kennel and then
walked up the hill to the barn to feed those folks. The closer to the barn I got, the louder a
strange hissing sound became. As I approached the doorway to the main aisle, the Minion
Sisters came running out all excited and jabbering about something. I asked, “What’s going on?” as
I entered the barn. Then I saw that the main aisle was flooded down the center from front to back.
“Oh, oh,” I said. “Oh, oh,” said both chickens, who were following me back into the barn.
At first I thought the hose had sprung a leak in the below-freezing weather we had been having.
Then I looked around the corner down the sheep aisle where the water hydrant was. “Oh, no!!!” I
said. “Oh, oh,” the Minions said, looking the same direction from behind me. There was a shower
of water coming from where the hose connected to the hydrant. I hadn’t shut off the hydrant and
drained the hose, which we do every time we water the animals during freezing weather. I braved
the shower of water and shut off the hydrant. The Minions then joined me, and we inspected the
damage.
The floor there was wet, but no standing water. There appeared to be just two wet bales in front of
the hay stack across the sheep aisle from the hydrant. The Minions were lifting and shifting the hay
chaff that covers the floor. (I don’t regularly rake the aisles because doing so sends my allergies into
full alert mode— my theory is to ‘let sleeping dust mites lie.’) I looked farther down the sheep aisle
and the hay chaff looked dry. “Whew,” I said— until I walked down the aisle into the four inches
of water the hay chaff was floating on. “OH, NO!!!!!” I said. “Whoooa!” the Minion Sisters said as
they started to follow me.
By then my heavy leather quilted hiking boots were soaked as I stood in water above my ankles. I
checked the sheep— they were high and dry for now. I fed everyone including the Minion Sisters. I
had trouble getting them into their predator-safe night lodging. They were splashing around in the
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The Light Lite continued

inch-deep water of the main aisle and totally ignoring me. I said “Look, you, guys— you are NOT
ducks and you are going to freeze your little toes off! Get in your coop!” Sophie practically stood
at attention and saluted, then ran into the stall where their coop is set up. Sarah ignored me and
was pecking at stuff under the water. I had to go pick her up and carry her to the stall.
Then I decided I’d deal with all this in the morning. It was dark and ice-cold. The animals were
high and dry. I was getting really chilled with my wet hands and feet. I figured the standing water
would all be frozen the next morning, as the temperature was going to drop into the mid-20’s.
But by morning, most of the main aisle had drained (a testimony to the proper barn floor drainage
we put in), except for big frozen puddles at each end. I did what I do every morning first thing, and
that’s let out the Minion Sisters. They tend to burst out and take off like commuters heading for the
ferry. But this morning they stopped to inspect the damp aisle floor. Then Sarah discovered a frozen puddle. She started ice skating. That went on until she got to a spot where she broke through
the ice and got her feet wet. She didn’t like that at all and decided the chicken Olympics weren’t in
her future.
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A Vision of
Whidbey
Mary and Larry Laissue

W

hat brought us to Whidbey Island that cloudy November day in 2013 is not easily
expressed in words. There was a sense, an energy, which we both felt about an exciting
experience about to unfold. A prayer for the right path plus the wisdom to recognize it
led us to Fr. Bill Burnett’s house, St. Augustine’s-in-the-Woods church, and a brand-new adventure.
It was a transformation, an exhilarating one abundant with possibilities. The only constant was
change, and it fueled our passion for this place, the house and landscape evolving with each season— discovering a rapid creek and waterfall in winter, the unveiling of snowcapped Mt. Baker, and
a neighborly pair of eagles just to name a few.
Within a couple of months, what began as a weekend destination became our full-time residence.
Well, for Mary anyway. Larry dutifully continued the arduous commute to his office in Seattle,
either Sunday evenings or pre-dawn on Mondays depending on what his schedule had in store for
the week ahead. This regimen continued over four years until a fresh opportunity emerged. Mostly undaunted by fear of giving up a steady paycheck, Larry embraced the hope of retiring from the
corporate world to enjoy work on our beloved island instead. An inspiration to action culminated
in the birth of a career as a real estate broker. How appropriate that the invitation to join Keller
Williams South Whidbey came from its managing agent, the very same one who represented us
when we bought Fr. Bill’s house. We’re grateful for change and the opportunities it presents. It
would be our privilege to share our blessings with St. Augustine’s. For any successful sale or purchase of property you entrust us with, we would be honored to make a significant financial gift to
the parish on your behalf.
Yesterday morning three eagles soared over to catch the sunrise. They each landed gracefully on a
chosen limb of our old cedar tree which has been forever altered by time into an unobstructed viewpoint. They sang together briefly, then fell silent as we all observed the variety of vibrant color fill
the sky, mirrored by the sea. Each passing second, each minute, uniquely announced the beginning
of today’s potential, along with a promise for another original production tomorrow. More change
to give thanks for.
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OP-ED Holey, Holey
Fred Fossek

T

hese not-so-old socks of mine have acquired a hole around the large toe. The toenail on
the offending foot tends to have a hard, sharp ridge, a condition caused by sports trauma. Both the nail and the sock have had changes from the day of their original creation.
I’ll throw the sock into the repair basket and repair it sometime this winter. When the repair is
made another change will have occurred. The darned sock will never be as originally created, but
in changing, it may become more serviceable due to the extra strength of the patch that will once
again ride the sharp ridge of the big toe.

The concept of change is both fascinating and frightening. It is interesting to see what will occur;
but what of the consequences of this new change? This is where the issue of fear comes into play.
As an example with more human linkage, let’s imagine that we observe our once-adolescent child
morph into an adult with adult impulses. We have seen a change that is both wondrous and frightening, in that our new relationship must change from strictly that of a parent to that of a fellow
adult, requiring sharing views and concerns that are related to an adult world. Change has occurred
and we are launched into a new adventure that embodies change.
This past twelve months has seen many changes in the world around us. The climate appears to be
altering. Though there is dispute revolving around this issue, climatic changes appear to be on the
increase. A new president surrounded by a dominant party attempts to bring changes in health care
and financial institution reform. The war in Syria continues to change and require changes in tactics. The potential nuclear weapons capability of both the Iranians and the North Koreans brings
international change in attitudes towards these countries. The global economic scene changes as
Chinese entrepreneurs attempt to dominate world manufacturing. The United Nations and NATO
change as their member nations interpret new global events.
Our lives are altered minute by minute by change. We can choose to be fascinated or we can succumb to fear of the unknown. The choices that we can make can determine our personal and communal happiness. The youngest child first becomes aware and is in awe. We, as adults, might learn
by observing these fresh human slates. They marvel, assimilate, and learn to walk this new maze.
As changes occur in our lives I hope that we have the ability to discern and to adapt.
Fred Fossek is a former St. Augustine’s parishioner who now lives in Seattle. Among his
many services to St. Augustine’s were as a member of the Vestry and editor of The Light.

Editor’s Note: Fred wrote this piece as his Christmas greeting in 2009. With only
three or four word changes it is as relevant today as when it was first written.
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In-House @ St.Augie’s
Jim O’Grady

Churchapedia

Saints Alive

Comments on Church Practice

Y

ou may not be surprised to learn that someone raised Roman Catholic— and carrying the
forenames James and Patrick— had an awareness of saints from an early age. It was customary (if not actually legislated) that in order to be baptized, infants of my era be named for a
least one saint. ‘James’ (the name of two apostles) and ‘Patrick’ (patron saint of one of my ancestral
homelands) would certainly qualify . . . as would ‘Edward’ (after the English king Edward the Confessor), which I chose as a confirmation name at age 14. These individuals were part of the “communion of saints,” belief in which I professed as a youngster on a daily basis in the Apostles’ Creed.
Although this tenet referred to the spiritual union of all church members living and dead, for many
Catholics, the important members of this communion were ‘Saints’ with a capital ‘S’.
But such semi-mythical figures as the wonder-working “Good St. Edward” were far from saints as
understood by the early church. In the New Testament, “saint” is used to describe all members of
the church, the faithful— sinful yet striving— who belong to Christ. The early years of persecution
lead to the honoring of saints in a more specific sense, as those who had been killed for the faith—
‘Saints’ with a capital ‘S’. After Christianity was recognized as the official religion of the Roman empire, the “pool” of those considered saints was broadened to include men and women who had not
been martyred, but whose lives were worthy of emulation. The members of local church communities often venerated such individuals, and in many cases, diocesan bishops eventually gave a more
formal recognition to those saints of the heavenly communion.
By the 10th century, the papacy had reserved to itself the act of canonization, the formal declaration
of sainthood, which came at the end of an investigation requiring proof of the individual’s sanctity.
In the cases of those not martyred for the faith, this included the verification of miracles (usually
unexplained cures of serious or terminal illnesses) for which the candidates had interceded with
God through the prayers of people of faith.
In adulthood, I became aware of some of the weaknesses of the “saint-making” apparatus of the
church. For one thing, many of those canonized were priests, monks, and nuns, with a preponderance from Europe, particularly from Italy— a rather select communion, given the global nature of
the church, made up overwhelmingly of laypersons. In recent decades a wider vocational and geographic spectrum of the faithful has been considered for canonization and the process simplified;
however, the required steps remain basically the same to this day.
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Churchapedia continued

Churches of the Anglican communion share the veneration of the saints of antiquity with the Roman
Catholic church. But because of the diversity of opinion surrounding this issue after the break with Rome, a
compromise emerged within the Church of England. While the formal canonization process was set aside,
individuals were still to be recognized as role models worthy of honor, part of a “fellowship of love and
prayer” (as the Book of Common Prayer has it) comprising saints in heaven and on earth.
The Episcopal Church has also published an unofficial liturgical resource containing a large number of
commemorations of significant figures in the history of the Christian church. Initially called Holy Women,
Holy Men, a subsequent edition is entitled A Great Cloud of Witnesses. One of its purposes is “to expand the
worshiping community’s awareness of the communion of saints, and to give increased expression to the
many and diverse ways in which Christ, through the agency of the Holy Spirit, has been present in the lives
of men and women across the ages, just as Christ continues to be present in our own day.”
Sources:
My thanks to Rev. Nigel Taber-Hamilton for his thoughts on this topic.
Wikipedia (Canonization)
Wikipedia (Saints)
The Episcopal Church Resource Library (Note on Calendar Commemorations)
Standing Commission on Liturgy and Music (A Great Cloud of Witnesses)
Among the ten statues of 20th century martyrs on the west façade of Westminster Abbey are those of Confessing Church (Lutheran)
pastor and theologian Dietrich Bonhoeffer, hanged by the Nazis in 1945, and Esther John (Qamar Zia), Christian teacher and evangelist,
murdered (purportedly by family members) in Pakistan in 1960.
Photo courtesy of Bob Speel
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Personnel
CHURCH STAFF

SOPHIA SINGERS

Melisa Doss, Carole Hansen Coordinators

The Rev. Nigel Taber-Hamilton

EDUCATION FOR MINISTRY

Molly Felder-Grimm
Parish Administrator

CHRISTIAN FORMATION

Parish Musician

GREETERS

Rector

David Locke

Rob Anderson
Bookkeeper

Sheila Foster
Childcare

Trisha Mathenia
Custodian

VOLUNTEER LEADERSHIP
Frank Shirbroun

Senior Warden

Rob Anderson, Melisa Doss Mentors
Open Director

Brian Reid Contact and Scheduling

USHERS

Art Taylor 8:00, Trevor Arnold 10:30 Scheduling

ANIMAL MINISTRY

Margaret Schultz, Brian Reid Contacts

ARTS & AESTHETICS
Susan Sandri Chair

Elaine Ludtke

GARDENS

Nancy Ruff

COLUMBARIUM

Junior Warden
Treasurer

VESTRY

Diana Klein Contact
Beverly Babson Coordinator

Dick Hall, M.K Sandford, Bob Dial, Marilyn Hill,
Frank Shirbroun, Elaine Ludtke, Celia Metz,
Meade Brown, Barry Haworth, Susan Sandri Clerk

ENDOWMENT FUND

CONVENTION

Dick Hall Contact

Gail Corell, Dick Hall, Arnelle Hall, Dann Jergenson

Kate Anderson Chair

EPISCOPAL PEACE FELLOWSHIP

Delegates

GREENING

Alternate Delegates

SUNDAY COFFEE HOUR

Brian Reid, Maureen Masterson

TABULATORS

Br. Richard Tussey Lead Tabulator

LECTORS

Nancy Ruff Coordinator, Eileen Jackson Scheduling

EUCHARISTIC VISITORS

Albert Rose, Margaret Schultz, Diane Lantz

WORSHIP LEADERS

Ted Brookes Chair, Celia Metz Secretary
Pat Brookes 8:00, Open 10:30 Coordinators

INTEGRITY

Mic Kissinger Convener

MISSION SUNDAY OFFERING
Brian Reid Chair

STEWARDSHIP
Meade Brown

Margaret Schultz 8:00, Eileen Jackson 10:30 Scheduling

QUIET TIME

ALTAR GUILD

SCHOLARSHIP

CHOIR

ADULT FORUMS

Frank Shirbroun Contact

David Locke Parish Musician

Chris Lubinski Convener
Joan Johnson Chair
Ted Brookes
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February Calendar
Calendar
EVENTS

BIRTHDAYS

1. Cindy Philistine Reuland, James Rodman,
Easter Sunday

ANNIVERSARIES

15. Salish Sea Concert 7P

2. Women’s Bible Study 9:30A

16. Kathryn Beaumont, Women’s Bible Study
9:30A

3. Sheila Foster

18. Narcotics Anonymous 7P

4. Narcotics Anonymous 7P

17. Dr. Jack & Pandora Halstead

5. Mary Walker

20. Ava Levit, Linda McManis, Rev. Deacon
Dennis McManis

6. Sara Ann & Dr. Merrick Lockwood
7. Rev. Nigel Taber-Hamilton

21. Jim Glasgow
23. Ana Kinkaid, Evangivaldo Santana,
Women’s Bible Study 9:30A

9. Women’s Bible Study 9:30A
10. Nancy Paris

25. Narcotics Anonymous 7P

11. Narcotics Anonymous 7P

26. Trisha Mathenia

12. Melahn Murphy & David Nakagawa,
Vestry Meeting 4:30P

29. Carole Hansen, Cabaret Concert “April in
Paris”: A French Baroque fete from court and
countryside 3P

14. Larry & Mary Laissue, Lector/Intercessor
Training/Retraining, 10:30A

30. Women’s Bible Study 9:30A

SERVICE SCHEDULE
Sunday

8:00 am Eucharist Rite I (followed by coffee/fellowship and Adult Forums)
10:30 am Eucharist Rite II (with music, church school & child care, followed by coffee/fellowship)
Monday
5:30 pm Solemn Evensong (with incense)
Tuesday

7:00 pm Quiet Time Meditation
Wednesday

10:00 am

Eucharist and Holy Unction (prayers for healing)
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Ted Brookes Presents

Adult Forums: April

I

am not sure we need any more April showers for those May flowers. Our winter precipitation
should suffice for now, the good Lord willing. I don’t know about your green acres, but an
inspection of our garden reveals plants already beginning to sprout everywhere. I do think we
could use some more sunny days and warmer temperatures to nurture those plants, as well as our
bodies and souls. Sometimes I feel like I am living back in Finland, where at least the snow makes
the days seem brighter. Weather come what may, we do have some bright Sunday forums in April
to put a spark of rejuvenating energy in your steps. (There are no forums scheduled for the 1st and
the 15th due to Easter and a Combined Service.) The second Sunday will feature esteemed editor
Albert Rose and The Light staff, talking about everything you ever wanted to know concerning our
fabulous monthly news magazine. Next up, we will continue our long-standing Bible study about
“Jesus and His Jewish Influences.” This particular episode will highlight Jewish apocalyptic writings following the Maccabean Revolt, and the origins of the term “son of man.” The fourth Sunday
will honor Earth Day with a DVD titled “Wild Ways.” This remarkable film will demonstrate how
humankind is intervening to preserve wildlife throughout the world by building protected corridors
for animal transit.
Specific forum dates, subject matter, and presenters are provided below:
1 April - Easter Sunday. No forum is scheduled.
8 April - It’s All about The Light. The Light has been an integral part of St. Augustine’s since its
inception. In December 2012, Albert Rose joined forces with Ron St. George, the editor at that
time, and the work began to transform The Light from a simple mimeographed church newsletter
to a provocative and interactive publication that has become a high point for our community each
month. The Light was further made available online in an interactive PDF format. Later, we became a digital flipbook publication with all the sophistication and panache of a general circulation
magazine. Albert Rose will talk about how The Light works, the philosophy and direction that
supports this work, and what The Light staff is looking forward to in the future. Please come and
find out how we all can share in this important ministry of evangelism. Learn about all things
Light! Albert Rose and The Light staff will present.
15 April – Combined service. No Forum is scheduled.
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April Adult Forums continued

22 April - Wild Ways: Saving Wildlife with Protected Corridors. Multi-lane highways may
be necessary to our modern society, but they can be death traps for millions of animals that try to
cross them. Wildlife all over the world need to roam for breeding, foraging, and migrating— but
they are often blocked by human-made obstacles. National parks and reserves offer some protection
to wildlife, but they are often too small to sustain healthy populations over generations. However, there is new hope for wildlife through an innovative approach called “connectivity conservation.” This DVD reveals through stunning cinematography how some of the world’s most beloved
species can be preserved by linking wildlife refuges with tunnels, overpasses, and protected land
corridors. We will witness animals on the move again from the Yukon to South Africa, where elephant highways now stretch across five nations. Ted Brookes presents.
29 April - Apocalyptic Writings and the Son of Man. Literary works in the aftermath of the
Maccabean Revolt were an expression of the Jews’ reaction to events at that time. In this lecture,
we will examine historical works and apocalyptic literature, including 1 and 2 Maccabees, and the
Books of Daniel and Enoch. We will conclude by discussing the possible meanings of the term
“son of man” in the New Testament in general and in the Gospels in particular. While the Books
1 and 2 Maccabees are apocryphal works in the Protestant tradition, they also serve as an important source of events in Judea during the 2nd century B.C. “Son of man” is a Hebrew term that can
simply refer to humans versus the Divine. Conversely, this term in the Bible does not always mean
just a human being. Ted Brookes presents.
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In Line with the Gospel

Responsible Investing at St. Augustine’s
Frank Shirbroun
Editor’s Note: In response to questions asked about how church funds are invested and where do we stand in relation to
certain kinds of stocks that carry specific moral implications, such as fossil fuels, and firearms, The Light has asked Frank
Shirbroun, our Senior Warden to respond. Additionally the May issue of The Light will feature a debate in our OP-ED
section offering different points of view.

I

have been asked to summarize the Vestry’s approach to the investment of our endowment funds in fossil fuelrelated companies, as well as the use of socially responsible environmental screens in our investment strategy.

Since our basic perspective is informed by our faith, our investment strategy must be based on gospel values.
To implement this commitment in the complex world of contemporary finance requires careful exploration—
work most appropriately done by our Endowment Committee— before the Vestry can establish a clear set of
investment policies and procedures.
This conversation began last year at the suggestion of Dick Hall, who asked the Vestry to petition the Board
of Directors of our Diocese (this Board controls Diocesan investments and funds placed with it by individual
parishes) to remove fossil fuel-related stocks from the Diocesan Investment Fund (DIF) portfolio. We learned
quickly that funds management is a lot more complex than simply being able to divest or not to divest particular
stocks.
The Vestry has decided not to pursue this path, however, as our funds are not invested with the DIF but with the
Episcopal Church Foundation (ECF), which is a part of our national Church.
Funds held by ECF are invested with State Street Global Advisors (SSGA), the world’s third largest asset manager.
We send our money to ECF where it becomes part of a pool of money, which ECF in turn invests with SSGA.
Within certain parameters, SSGA follows guidelines established by ECF. In other words, St. Augustine’s cannot
choose the individual stocks in which our money is invested; we cannot say “No fossil fuel stocks,” only “no
mutual funds that contain fossil fuel stocks.” Think of these mutual funds like cable or satellite TV— you can
choose a bundle of stocks but not the individual stocks themselves. If we were to choose a bundle that excludes
fossil fuel stocks, we would see a significant decline in income from our investments. The obvious challenge here
is that principled investing may be costly.
The Vestry is aware that ECF is in the process of developing custom accounts for investors like ourselves who
want to engage in more socially responsible investing. This will mean that, in the future, we can ask ECF to act
more in line with our understanding of the Gospel’s imperatives; but ECF is not there yet!
There are other complexities when it comes to including or excluding particular stocks. For example, some fossil
fuel companies are major participants in developing clean energy sources (such as solar and hydroelectric power)
and in moving to natural gas (which is more environmentally friendly than other fossil fuels). To divest from
fossil fuel companies may also mean to divest from alternative energy companies. What good would we then
gain?
The Vestry is keenly aware of the tension between our fiduciary responsibilities to get the best financial return
we can and our responsibility to invest our money in line with the Gospel’s creation imperatives. Because of the
complexities of this topic, the Vestry, as noted above, has referred this work to our Endowment Committee,
asking them to review our investment strategy and bring us some recommendations in a timely manner.
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Vestry Recap February 2018
Approved at Vestry Meeting, March 8, 2018
Senior Warden Report: Frank Shirbroun gave thanks to new Vestry members Meade Brown and Barry
Haworth for their commitment to creating a place where love can flourish.
Junior Warden Report: Electrical upgrades: Jerry Beck will provide an updated cost estimate with a projected start in three months. Patio cover: Information-gathering is ongoing on the design and cost for the
patio cover. Sump pump failure: Elaine Ludtke provided an update on both the sump pump failure and
mold in the undercroft.
Monthly Financial Review: Treasurer Nancy Ruff reviewed the 1/31/18 budget report and noted that the
propane and water expenses were over-budget for the year to date. Nigel will ask VanderYacht Propane to
examine the tank for leaks and make arrangements for preventive maintenance on the furnaces. Due to the
generosity of parishioners, donations covered the majority of the cost for the January Vestry brunch.
Additional Insurance Coverage: Our insurance company has added new coverage for “malicious attack”
(which includes crisis management, additional security, medical expenses, etc.) at no additional cost.
Mission Sunday Offering: Corrections to the fund balance sheet for the MSO have been completed and
the balance of $3,695 is correct.
Socially-Responsible Investing: The Vestry tabled any action on this matter in order to review the letter
from the Episcopal Church Foundation and a point paper with recommendations prepared by Dick Hall.
Font Bowl: The Vestry approved the purchase of the bowl for the new baptismal font at a cost not to exceed
$1,800 with payment coming from the Memorial Fund.
Staff Sick Leave: The CPA is reviewing the draft paid sick leave policy which will apply to our part-time
employees.
External Financial Audit: The Vestry approved hiring Padgett & Padgett CPA firm to conduct the 2017
financial audit at a cost not to exceed $6,000 with payment to come from the Contingency Fund.
Committee Reports: Vestry ad hoc committees (including Fellowship/Welcome/Inclusion, Outward Focus,
Communication, Music and Worship, and Future Focus) gave updates on their activities and plans. Additionally, Nigel reported that there is a possibility of participating in a presentation by the Kaleidoscope
Institute (geared toward vestries) on financial sustainability in congregations.
Noise Level in the Narthex: Concern was expressed concerning increasing noise in the Narthex before the
10:30 service.
More detailed minutes are posted in the hallway off the Narthex after Vestry approval.
The next meeting of the Vestry is Thursday, April 12, 2018, 4:30 p.m., in the Parish Hall.
Meetings of the Vestry are open to all parishioners.
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Mission Sunday Offering April 2018

WHIDBEY HOMELESS COALITION

P

Faith Wilder

erhaps you’ll notice something different in the name. Where did the “South” go? Why is it
now Whidbey Homeless Coalition, not South Whidbey Homeless Coalition? Therein lies the
story and the journey that continues.

In 2014, after Island County’s first point-in-time count of homeless people, sensitive individuals
expressed dismay over their increasing awareness of the plight of our neighbors living outdoors in
winter. Those people gathered, set a mission to make homelessness a brief and rare experience in our
community, and went to work.
By 2015 the groundwork had been laid for purchase of a house for shelter. This spring we will
celebrate three years of the House of Hope sheltering adults and families with children. Judy Yeakel’s
legacy persists through the House of Hope she named. The beautiful picture below was inspired by
remembrance of Judy and painted by her daughter Barbara, who donated it to
our House of Hope shelter where it cheers homeless people’s lives every day.
But Judy’s legacy is more than the house or the donations— it’s the inspiration
of a life based in humility, lifted by mercy, and driven to do justice.
Judy Yeakel never said “one is enough.” She never said “just my next-door
neighbor, not that one down the street.” Neither have we. So, we have gone
wherever the homeless are on Whidbey Island, where the resources are, where
we can find housing or services, donors or programs— anything that can help
us help others. In 2016/17 that meant finding scarce rental properties and
renting them ourselves so we could make them available to our guests who
landlords weren’t accepting. Those five homes are strung from Clinton through Langley and Freeland
to Oak Harbor. This provides twenty people— half of them children— with transitional housing, on
their way to their own permanent homes. More recently we opened The Haven, a 30-bed low-barrier
emergency overnight shelter, greeting anyone who shows up with safe, warm shelter every night. On
any given night, we have as many as sixty men, women, and children sleeping in all our facilities. A
long way from dreaming of just having a house in 2014 and starting with housing twelve at the House
of Hope.
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In addition to extending our geographic reach, the Whidbey Homeless Coalition board and staff
persistently revisit our mission statement— making homelessness brief and rare— to ask how we
can go beyond housing people for a moment, to assure that households we serve don’t return to
homelessness. Overcoming hurdles to stability, and building life-coping and problem-solving abilities
are not accomplished in ninety days at the House of Hope, and certainly not with an overnight stay
at The Haven. We have started, and will continuously invigorate, a program of volunteer mentors
walking beside our guests during the months it may take to bring order out of the trauma of
homelessness and one by one confront life-changing issues. This engages and empowers our guests to
envision and realize the life they want for themselves and their children. Their successes invigorate our
volunteers and staff to continue to do the hard work, meeting people where we find them.
Successes such as two Haven guests, mother and son (and their kitty) who we encouraged to fulfill
their potential and connected with county and veterans services so that they both now have jobs and a
home. Or the young mother, a victim of abuse who felt immobilized, but who with compassion and
encouragement and out of concern for her children’s futures, is now working, the children in school
every day and making new friends.

Since our first shelter in 2015, the congregation of St. Augustine’s has provided persistent support,
encouragement and good counsel. We continue to rely on these to inspire our work, underwrite
our resource costs, and to comfort us in the struggles to shelter and inspire our guests. The most
recent 2018 point-in-time count reveals there are more people unsheltered or at imminent risk of
homelessness on Whidbey Island than there were in 2015. This despite our having temporarily
sheltered more than 300 people since May of 2015, many of whom are now housed, but others for
whom it remains elusive. With your continued support, partners in meeting the challenges of the
homeless among us, we will ultimately persevere and begin to reverse this trend. Your generosity
provides the fuel to light the fire of justice and mercy for the homeless. You are the proof of the power
of compassionate community.
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The Ant’s Journey
Eileen Jackson

While she sat on her throne

A tiny black ant
Wandered into the throne room.
Weary and lost,
He paused on his journey
To get his bearings and some much-needed rest.
She watched as his tiny body curled.
Was he dying of thirst?
When he got his second wind,
He reared like a stallion
And raced for the wall.
Along the baseboards, halting,
Then straight up the wall
To the ceiling
Defying gravity.
Using the molding as a guide
He paused, turned first north then south,
Then crossed the desert of dunes on the
ceiling.

Vying for his attention.
The water below, poured from the spout,
The hole at the junction of two moldings
A way out.
The heat from the wall lamp,
Too intense for his parched body,
He ran for cooler climes.
Which was it, she wondered?
As she watched,
He waved his antennae
In circles, in figure eights.
In that moment
She saw
Divine Intelligence at work.
She knew then that each being
Has its own ways of knowing,
Its own curiosity, its own truth.
Her new friend
Has simple destinations:
Water, Food, Family, Home.
She left him to his travels
And bid him a fond farewell,
Grateful to have made his acquaintance,
Wishing him a safe journey.

Once over the sink,
He appeared to know the way
As he stood at the crossroads.
She saw possible options
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