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From your Editor

H

ope is a vision of how great things can be; coping is making do with what we have. At
least that’s the way that I see it. Hoping enables grandeur and wonder. Coping has a bit
of negative flavor to it. Why would we want to cope when the glory of the universe is in
front of us? Perhaps if we rephrase the coping part and say that coping is making the most of what
we have—especially when we are compelled to realize how much we really do have—it will be more
palatable.
I usually try to avoid being too topical, for several reasons. Mostly because I don’t know what my
reactions to specific situations are going to be until they’ve happened. Hindsight is pretty sharp.
Foresight is pretty foggy. Even hindsight often takes the building of a certain body of knowledge
before there is sufficient data to draw from. With that said, and with the understanding that I very
well may not know what I am talking about, I’m going to say a few things about our pandemic. I
certainly don’t have any hindsight that amounts to much. This experience is new for virtually all
of us. There are precious few who have any memory of the influenza catastrophe of 1918-1920.
I’ve heard stories of my grandmother dying of it in 1924, but they are unverified. And yet this is
certainly a replay set 100 years later. How do we hope and cope with the coronavirus?
We can certainly hope that it just goes away, that God will pity our wretched condition, that a
wave of the magic wand will fix everything. On the other hand, my experience with families of
means that deploy the magic wand is that they don’t necessarily raise children of wisdom. Our
life experiences, our coping with our trials are what mold us into mature and wise beings. We are
certainly free to react to circumstances as we see fit—and as our training directs us—but free will, in
and of itself, doesn’t support a perfect outcome either. Only when our innermost desires are for the
benefit of our neighbors and fellows does our coping coincide with our hopes.
Our interim rector Canon Joan talks about how God gives us what we need. The isolation
that combating this disease requires has certainly given me time for and focus on my personal
circumstances (such as housekeeping) and creative work. It has also made very clear to me the
fragility of each and every one of us, regardless of our social or economic status.
I really don’t know where all of this is leading us; it can be dangerous to think that we do. But I
am quite confident that we will emerge stronger and wiser for the experience. Some of the most
beautiful music that I have ever heard is coming from quarantined people on the balconies of Italy,
currently one of the world’s hardest hit, most suffering nations.
My prayers for us all,
Albert

3

In the Interim - Comments from Joan

W

e humans are remarkably adaptable, and part of that adaptability is that we can learn
and change. It’s been proven again (if it were ever in doubt) by our response to recent
medical news. We all changed our ways of doing things, and once the initial shock was
over, most of us pretty much picked up ourselves and went on living our lives. As I write this, we
are in the early days of making decisions about how to respond to the situation. As you read this,
things have (I hope) pretty much settled down.
In a previous sentence I chose the word “situation” intentionally. My original first thought was
“crisis.” I do think that the word crisis is often overused. I checked my thesaurus and found these
synonyms: catastrophe, emergency, and calamity. I also found “predicament” and “crunch.” The
word I like best is crunch. It has a satisfying sound. Crunch is what I experience when eating dry
cereal. Crunch is what I hear when I step onto crusty snow. Crunch is something that is immediate, something that I can respond to, and something that will not last. Cereal eventually becomes
soggy and snow melts and disappears. We experience many crunches in our lives, some small and
delightful, some more sticky. Catastrophe, crisis, and calamity all leave me feeling paralyzed; but
crunch I can deal with.
So, in the days ahead as we live through the current crunches (there are probably more than one
in everyone’s life), remember to breathe, laugh, and look beyond the immediate to the possible. In
doing so, you will experience joy. Look for it, acknowledge it, and celebrate the joy in your life.
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Learning How to Cope
Lydia Coats

T

hree years ago, I experienced a major personal tragedy. I lost my life partner, Matthew Jung,
suddenly and unexpectedly to a brain bleed caused by asymptomatic acute leukemia. Prior to the
day of his death, we didn’t know that he had leukemia. I was 25 years old at the time, he was 29.
We had been together for over nine years. I had absolutely no idea how to function without him.
I could not comprehend his death. I didn’t know how to play the role of a widow. I was so wholly
unprepared for that situation.
I ended up breaking in spectacular fashion. My brain couldn’t comprehend this new reality. I
ultimately ended up being diagnosed with post-traumatic stress disorder about nine months after
his death. I don’t remember much from that time; my memory of the first two years after his death
is foggy. I just remember everything feeling excruciatingly painful and wanting to do anything I
could to make that pain go away.
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From the moment of Matt’s death, I was determined to heal from it, no matter how impossible it
felt. Matthew was an incredibly kind and loving partner. He dedicated a lot of his time and energy
to making my life better and trying to help me find happiness. We loved each other so fiercely, and
to do anything less than to try and heal felt like I was dishonoring him and our love.
Equipped with a fresh PTSD diagnosis, I decided to reach out to a young widows’ group that I
was a part of on Facebook and ask for advice from my fellow young (likely traumatized) widows.
I received a unanimous response—Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing (EMDR)
therapy. I found a therapist and got an appointment as soon as I could. I was ready to heal.
Upon starting therapy, I didn’t know what I was getting into. I just knew others that I trusted said
this had been effective for them. I went in completely blind, hoping for any kind of help. At that
time I was barely able to work or function. I was lost in a cloud of grief and trauma. EMDR did
help me find the way back into reality. With time, effort, and a fantastic EMDR therapist (as well as
being blessed enough to have extremely supportive friends and family), I eventually began to heal.
It’s been three years now, and I can say I’m doing a lot better. I have built a new life for myself that
I’m proud of. I recently ended my EMDR therapy, feeling I have received what I needed. PTSD is
no longer a cause for me missing work. My heart has healed enough where I can interact with the
positive parts of life again. I’m once more looking forward to the potential possibilities of my future,
instead of fearing what life might have in store for me. Through this whole process, I have learned
so much about myself and my life, and I have deepened my spirituality and ability to connect to
others.
I feel that I have gotten to a point where I am honoring Matt and our past, but I live my life for
myself now while holding his memory close to my heart. He is consistently a motivating source for
me and I will be forever heartbroken that he is gone. But I’ve given my heart what it needs to heal
and I’ve allowed joy back into my life. I live now instead of just existing. I will be forever grateful to
everyone involved with my healing journey, and I am grateful for the chance to heal. I have a newfound joy for what life has to offer.

Lydia Coats is Carole Tyson’s granddaughter. She is currently living in Minneapolis, Minnesota, and working as a chemist.
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A Reflection

Hope: The Neglected Virtue
Dawn Meyer

That Touched My Heart

I

first thought about hope as a virtue when listening to a talk by Sister Maria-Walburga at the
Benedictine Abbey of St. Walburga in Virginia Dale, Colorado. Her presentation—“Hope:
The Neglected Virtue”—changed my life. I must admit I had not spent much time in the past
thinking about virtues. I knew that the word ‘virtue’ meant “behavior showing high moral standards.” I also knew that Christian philosophers identified seven virtues, Thomas Aquinas discussed
three, and Aristotle cited twelve. Hope is not on any of those lists. I liked the idea of being virtuous, but I had never reflected on what that really meant. And then Sr. Maria-Walburga spoke to my
heart.
After much reflection, I have come to believe that hope is the most important virtue. What
does it mean to have hope, and what does it mean to be hopeless? I believe we need to choose
hope, because otherwise suffering would cause us to despair and draw us away from God. Sr.
Maria-Walburga said, “We need to find hope in suffering, to see suffering as a journey capable of
transforming us. Only God can transform our suffering into something beautiful. God’s consolation
is in all suffering.” To hope is to have faith, to believe that God loves us, and that our suffering has a
purpose. It is to know that we are not in control—God is in control.
Never has that been clearer to me than in our current world situation. We are all suffering as we
quarantine ourselves and have loved ones get sick and die. We are afraid about the economy, our
jobs, and what will happen to our beautiful island and our friends on it. What will happen if we
don’t have hope that God is with us and will help us through it all? As we remain at home and
feel isolated, Sr. Maria-Walburga’s words minister to me: “Consolation is being with the other in
their solitude so that it ceases to be solitude.” I can call my friends, video chat with my family, and
even sing online with my choir sisters. I have hope that God will transform our suffering, making
something beautiful from it.
“God initiates our hope and gives it as a gift. Prayer is the fountainhead of hope,” Sr. MariaWalburga said. The best way I can keep the virtue of hope before my eyes is to accept it as a gift
from God: to choose it, to hold it, to live it. And then pray, knowing that hope can spring so easily
from prayer. I can simply say, “Lord, I hope in you.”
In the end, as Sr. Maria-Walburga said, the greatest hope is this: “God is here, we are loved and that
is enough.”
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Bill Skubi

BUMPER STICKER THEOLOGY
That’s “Mr. God” to You

H

ow would our relationship to the divine be transformed if we English speakers routinely
made reference to ‘Mister God’ instead of the ‘Lord God’?

The five years I lived in Germany I was Herr Skubi to all my neighbors, and they—as
many as were Christians—prayed to Herr Gott. Likewise, one of our anthems for Holy Eucharist
appears in our worship program with a refrain in Spanish, where the word ‘Señor’ takes the place of
‘Lord.’
Of course, 300 years ago Herr and Señor and Lord all carried the same feudal baggage. But
somehow, while other Christians moved on, we still use a word—Lord—whose only other current
usage is to denote members of a hereditary body of British stuffed shirts in their upper House of
Parliament.
It would therefore be more consistent (but equally nonsensical) for Americans to pray to ‘Senator
God.’ The argument could also be made that since Americans have no Lord(s) but God, ‘Lord’ is
finally elevated to the ‘Peerless’ position that best expresses the unique elevation of the Supreme
Being.
Still, it creeps me out to think that as long as women read Jane Austen (by all reckoning a very long
time), this word used to denote reverence and respect for God will also be worming a message of
class and gender distinction that militates against the very Gospel we profess.
How familiar can we be in relation to God and still be reverent? Remember that Jesus washed the
feet of, broke bread with, and shared the cup with all his disciples—even Judas Iscariot—but only
after Judas left did he get truly familiar with the other eleven.
There is a little bit of each of the twelve disciples in all of us, and it is only when the one destined to
betray Christ leaves the room that Jesus says to us:
This is my commandment: that you love one another as I have loved you . . . . You are my
friends, if you do as I command you. I call you servants no longer; a servant does not know
what his master is about. I now call you friends, because I told you everything I heard from
my Father . . . . This is my commandment to you: love one another.
John 15:11-17
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My Dad and

Hope for
the Future
Janet Holland

G

rowing up as an Army brat, I lived in
Long Beach, California, Cape Canaveral, Florida, Baltimore, Maryland,
Washington D.C. and Huntsville, Alabama. I
attended six schools in Huntsville alone. When
Dad was sent to Seoul, South Korea for 15
months on a hardship tour, we couldn’t go with
him. Although it was his life, it became ours and
we adjusted to yet another transition, making
the best of the circumstances with Mom as our
continual anchor.

Dad was the manager of the Saturn rocket program, so leaving Huntsville to move to Whidbey Island as the 50-year Apollo space program
celebrations were beginning was difficult, as I’d
grown up around the program. From home on
Whidbey we enjoyed following the space race
anniversary activities online and watching the
PBS shows. We saw my father in the control
room, a moment often shown at the time of the
moon landing.

The programs brought back our memories of
that launch day. My family was at the Cape for
vacation as well as business—as an Indiana native, Dad was selected to retrieve the governor of
Indiana and his wife, who reminded me of my
Mom—together they looked like Jackie Kennedy-type movie stars. We were at the small airport with my soon-to-be husband, who was 6’8”,
when the actor Hugh O’Brian entered in a white
jumpsuit. I was surprised at how short he was.
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Dad could only attend the big party the night
before the launch long enough to give Charles
Lindbergh an award and then leave for the
control room. When the rest of us headed to
the launch site the next morning, it was still
pitch black. The motel was beside the highway
that went straight into the Cape, and when we
turned onto the highway, traffic was bumper-tobumper. It took us an hour to go a mile, and by
then it was daylight. We were fortunate to leave
the million spectators behind and enter the Cape
alone. As we drove into the facility, the Saturn
rocket was ahead of us in all its magnificence.
We had seen it every day at the Space and Rocket Center in Huntsville, but this sight evoked a
different sensation, that of an innate, instinctual
achievement felt in the pit of my stomach. And
if that vision wasn’t enough, the road running
parallel to our car was carrying the astronauts to
the rocket.

I think we were all aware of the importance of
the things our parents were doing and also that
the astronauts’ lives would be in their hands.
We believed too that a successful mission would
change the world, with medical and communications improvements (at the very least) to come
in the future. Many prayers were lifted on that
day and throughout the mission, until the astronauts were safely home.
Dad had an amazing life full of promise and
accomplishment, beginning with a West Point
education, to speaking with condemned Nazi
officials in their cells after the Nuremberg trials,
to working with a brilliant German scientist on
behalf of our country. His life, and then ours,
was rooted in the hope that his achievements
would benefit the world and ultimately become
successful passages for each of us.

And it wasn’t the politicians, TV personalities,
movie stars, and other dignitaries in the VIP
stands that mesmerized me that day: it was the
intense elegance and nobility of the Saturn rocket, built on the hope of a nation. It was Dad’s
baby along with everyone else who had worked
with him and Wernher von Braun, making the
day one of shared success. I was so proud! I covered my ears at the loudest sound I’d ever heard,
begging the rocket to soar, higher, higher . . .
behind a cloud . . . into the sun, until it was out
of sight.
Dad’s intense and important mission gave me an
interesting life, too. I enjoyed growing up with
the German scientists’ children and getting to
know their parents at our parties. I was in awe
of their family stories, amazing intelligence (von Col. Lee James: Project Manager for Saturn 1B and
Braun‘s IQ was 180; Einstein 160), and the fact Janet Holland’s father.
that none of their children ever caused trouble.
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Walking with the Celtic Saints

Saint Tudwal
Ted Brookes

E

arlier in our introduction to the Seven Founding Saints of Brittany, we discussed the Tro
Breizh (Breton for “Tour of Brittany”), which was an ancient pilgrimage route that linked
the towns, shrines, and churches of these revered Celtic saints. This pilgrimage circuit has
been revived in modern times, but has been modified to visiting one site per year.
For our actual Celtic Christian pilgrimage to Brittany this June, we will be following in the
footsteps of the earlier pilgrims. But our spiritual trek will go beyond the Tro Breizh and will visit
the holy sites of other saints, like St. Martin of Tours and St. Columbanus, who had a significant
influence on the establishment of the Church in Brittany.
St. Tugdual was another of those Welsh monks who came to the European mainland to minister to
the Britons who settled there after Anglo-Saxon incursions in their homeland.
St. Tugdual de Tréguier (St. Tudwal)
Saint Tudwal was said to be the son of Hoel Mawr (Hoel I) and brother of St. Lenorius. He is
believed to have been a prince of the Royal House of Brittany, but born in Great Britain. He
reportedly was a pupil at the monastery of Llantwit Major founded by St. Iltud. He also traveled
to Ireland to learn the scriptures, and then became a hermit on Saint Tudwal’s Island East, off the
coast of North Wales. Tudwal later immigrated to Brittany, settling in Lan Pabu at Léon with 72
followers, including family members. There he established a large monastery around 532 under
the patronage of his cousin, King Deroch of Domnonée. He then traveled to Paris to obtain
confirmation of the land grant from King Childebert I. The Frankish king insisted he be installed
as the Bishop of Tréguier.
Tudwal died in 564. His relics, along with those of St. Ives, are interred at the Cathedral of Saint
Tugdual in Tréguier. He is remembered in Wales at several sites on the Llyn Peninsula. His feast
day is 30 November, and he is venerated by the Roman Catholic Church, the Eastern Orthodox
Church, the Anglican Communion, and the True Orthodox Church.
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God’s Disappearing Creatures

Giraffes:

at Risk of Extinction

G

Ted Brookes

iraffes are at risk of extinction, with some subspecies now listed as ‘Critically Endangered’ for the first time.

Giraffe numbers have plummeted by a staggering 40% in
the last three decades, with less than 100,000 animals remaining
today. In fact, there are fewer giraffes left in Africa than elephants. They are basically the forgotten
megafauna.
Giraffes are commonly seen on safari, in the media, and in zoos. However, many people, including
conservationists, have been unaware that these majestic animals are undergoing silent extinction.
Human population growth poses the largest threat to the giraffe in Africa today. Habitat loss and
changes through expanding agriculture and mining, illegal hunting, increasing human-wildlife
conflict, and civil unrest are all factors that are pushing the giraffe towards extinction.
The latest International Union for Conservation of Nature (IUCN) Red List of Threatened Species
has placed the Kordofan and Nubian giraffes just one stage from extinction in the wild, with fewer
than 4,650 animals left.
The Reticulated, Thorncroft’s, and West African giraffes are also listed as Endangered or Vulnerable
species.
In 2019, the Masai giraffes were declared Endangered. This subspecies in Kenya and Tanzania has
declined 50% in the last 30 years, largely because of poaching and changes in land use. The Masai
giraffes are the largest subspecies with an estimated 35,000 remaining.
Giraffe populations in southern Africa are doing just fine, but those in core ranges across East,
Central, and West Africa are under severe pressure.
There is some good news in all of this conservation gloom. Two giraffe subspecies that were
previously considered Endangered (West African and Rothschild’s) have since improved
their conservation status. They have been down-listed to Vulnerable and Near Threatened,
respectively. Concerted efforts by African governments and conservation organizations, under the
guidance and support of the Giraffe Conservation Foundation, have resulted in increasing numbers
of both subspecies.
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Giraffes continued

Below is a list of giraffe subspecies and their updated IUCN Red List status:
Common Name

Kordofan giraffe
Nubian giraffe
Reticulated giraffe
Thorncroft’s giraffe
West African giraffe
Rothschild’s giraffe
Angolan giraffe
Masai giraffe
South African giraffe

Red List Status

Critically Endangered
Critically Endangered
Endangered
Vulnerable
Vulnerable
Near Threatened
Least Concern
Endangered
Not Assessed

EARTH DAY
Brian Reid

and the St. Augustine’s
Greening Committee

1

9

7

0

In 2006, a group of environmentally concerned artists and community members in South Whidbey began
meeting at the Bayview Cash Store to discuss organizing a community art show to celebrate Earth Day
(April 22). Each year, more events were added, and today Earth Day is celebrated the entire month of
April as Whidbey Earth and Ocean Month.
In 1970 the first Earth Day mobilized many Americans for the protection of the planet. On April
22, 1970, 20 million Americans—practically 10% of the U.S. population at the time—took to
streets, college campuses, and hundreds of cities to protest environmental ignorance and demand
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a new way forward for our planet. The first Earth Day launched the modern environmental
movement.
Earth Day (recognized as the planet’s largest civic event) led to the passage of landmark environmental laws in the United States, including the Clean Air, Clean Water, and Endangered Species
Acts. Many countries soon adopted similar laws, and in 2016, the United Nations chose April 22nd
for the signing of the Paris Agreement on climate.
“Despite that amazing success and decades of environmental progress, we find ourselves facing an
even more dire, almost existential, set of global environmental challenges, from loss of biodiversity
to climate change to plastic pollution, that call for action at all levels of government,” said Denis
Hayes, the organizer of the first Earth Day in 1970 and Earth Day Network’s Board Chair Emeritus.
St. Augustine’s, by itself and in concert with the Greening Congregations Collaborative, has participated
in Whidbey Earth and Ocean Month by clearing trails, staffing booths at the opening day of the
celebration, participating in the blessing of the garden for Good Cheer Food Bank, and sponsoring a nonrecyclable plastics event, the Taming Bigfoot carbon footprint event, and the Way of Sorrows event.
“Progress has slowed, climate change impacts grow, and our adversaries have become better financed,” said Earth Day Network president Kathleen Rogers. “We find ourselves today in a world
facing global threats that demand a unified global response. For Earth Day 2020, we will build a
new generation of environmentalist activists, engaging millions of people worldwide.”
Our world is in need of transformational change. The time has come for the world to hold all sectors accountable for their role in our environmental crisis, while calling for bold, creative, and innovative solutions. This requires action at all levels, from business and investment to city and national
government.
That’s where you come in—as an individual, you wield real power and influence: as a consumer, a
voter, and a member of a community that can unite for change.
Whidbey Earth and Ocean Month is publicizing different activities and events that you and your family
can participate in during the month of April. These activities and organizations will help us connect
with, respect, and protect our island home. Learn more at www.whidbeyearthday.org
Don’t underestimate your power. When your voice and your actions are united with millions of others around the world, we create a movement that is inclusive, impactful, and impossible to ignore.
As the 50th Anniversary of Earth Day approaches, the time is long overdue for a global outpouring
of energy, enthusiasm, and commitment to create a new plan of action for our planet. Earth Day
2020 can be the catalyst that galvanizes an unparalleled global collaboration.
HERE IS WHAT YOU CAN DO: HTTPS://WWW.EARTHDAY.ORG/EARTH-DAY-TIPS/
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Unintended
Consequences

Elaine Ludtke

and the kids stayed home from school
they played in the gardens and picked the dandelions
the mom and dad stayed home
they went to the park together
the kids played hide and seek and the dad played with them
the mom smiled and smiled
and the family rested and found peace together
It was springtime so they made a garden and the kids helped plant the seeds
the kids soon missed their friends, but couldn’t go to see them
so dad brought home a puppy, oh joy of joys, they had always wanted a puppy
and the family rested and found peace in being together
the kids baked cookies with mom and made a birdhouse with dad
and weeded the garden they had made and played endlessly with the puppy
the garden grew and birds nested in the birdhouse
and the family rested and found peace in being together
the whole family had work to do
the kids had school work
mom and dad had work
the house had to be cleaned and food had to be cooked
they shared the work
and the family rested and found peace in being together
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The Beauty of God’s Creation: Our Legacy
Snow Geese on the Skagit Flats, March 2020. Photo by Albert Rose
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Poetry Sp aks
for Itself

I

Bill Skubi, Light Poetry Editor

t is a commonplace in our modern world to call all of Holy Scripture poetry. Nothing could be
farther from the truth.

A lot of sacred writing the world over is history, and if history gets written by the victors, it is not hard to
understand in whose interest the Histories in Scripture were written and embellished.
Another large chunk of Scripture is legal and prescriptive writing: dry law books and wry proverbs. Again, it
is not hard to imagine that the pronouncements of the judges and priests who were trying to govern an unruly
people were intended to be heard as the unvarnished voice of God.
Finally, we get to the Poetry. All of the Psalms and large swaths of the Prophets (especially Isaiah, Joel, Amos,
and Habakkuk) are pure poetry. And let’s not forget the Song of Solomon—100% poetry.
Even though we carry in the mind the tradition that David personally wrote, performed, and published the
Psalms (à la Bob Dylan in our own time), the actual way in which the poetry in the Bible was created, recorded,
and collected (with all the administrative stuff) is a wonderful mystery.

In this current time of upheaval and isolation, there has been a wonderful outpouring of this creative poetic impulse among us at St. Augustine’s in-the-Woods, and as you will note, it ranges from
the sublime to the ridiculous, and fills me with awe and wonder. Thank you all.

When the president said this new pill,
Could possibly make us less ill,
The esteemed Dr Fauci
Grew exceedingly grouchy,
Said I doubt it, but maybe it will.
-Bill Skubi

With nothing to do all day through
One hopes for a call from friends true.
But alas when I hear my cell ping
it’s just a text selling something
And I must return to my reverie blue.
-Harry Anderson
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Poetry continued on page 28 (back cover)

Chris Lubinsky

A Little Pandemic Humor?

F

irst off, having worked in the medical profession for 35 years, I am well aware
of the seriousness of the current pandemic. Also, having worked in the medical
profession, we found that a little humor helps soften the intensity of the stressful work. My thoughts and prayers go out to everyone—the dying, the ill, the caregivers, the susceptible . . . actually, ALL of us worldwide! God seems to be sending us
all to our rooms for a ‘time out’!
The other day I introduced two friends and they decided they should do the ‘elbow
bump’ instead of shaking hands. Ever since it was suggested as a substitute for handshakes, that form of greeting has bothered me. So I thought about it for a while . . . .
Hey, wait a minute! That’s it! The same “they”—the powers that be (whoever they
are)—are the same “theys” that have been trying for the past decade to get us to
cough and sneeze into our elbows! What are “they” thinking? Bumping elbows is no
better than shaking hands. So I guess that leaves us to do the other alternative “they”
recommend: the Hindu practice of putting our palms together prayerfully and giving
a slight bow or nod of the head; that works.
But I have come up with a more fun alternative—hip bumps. Why not? Football
players do it all the time. Only they often jump up as they bump hips. I’d end up
sprawled on the ground if I tried that, so I’d keep my feet planted. Visualize, if you
will, our congregation exchanging the sign of peace. You’d have to go into the aisle
in order to greet anyone other than your next-door neighbor. Think of it: we’re all
dancing around in the aisle, hands up in the air out of the way, and we are all hip
bumping! Canon Joan, the acolytes, the parishioners . . . and look up at the choir
loft! There’s the choir all dancing as well! What a sight! That would lighten up the
moment.
Stay well!

Editor’s note: Looks good, but not quite enough social distancing.

The Light, Lite
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In-House @ St.Augie’s
Pilgrimage continued

REFLECTIONS
Rev. Dr. Chris Breuninger

Resurrection Changes Everything
We look for the resurrection of the dead, and the life of the world to come. Amen. The Nicene Creed

W

hen we confess that Jesus was raised by God from the dead, we are affirming a bold
claim that lies at the center of the Christian faith. Without the resurrection, Jesus
would be another religious teacher, but not Lord. This claim carries enormous implications. It’s not an overstatement to say that the bodily resurrection of Jesus changes how we envision
everything of importance for a life lived well.
Believing in the resurrection of Jesus changes how we see death. Many people think of death as the
natural end of life. But death, portrayed in Scripture, is neither natural nor the end of life. We were
created to live forever. Death, to use Paul’s language, is an enemy intruder that was defeated by the
resurrection of Jesus. In Christ, our terminus is not death, but newness of life in a new creation with
new bodies among a new community.
A belief in the resurrection also alters how we see ourselves. Contrary to misguided funeral homilies, our souls don’t live on after we die. Christianity does not teach the immortality of the soul
apart from the body. It proclaims a resurrected Savior with a new body as a guarantee of our future,
resurrected bodies; bodies that are whole and free to enjoy God’s new creation without the hindrance of pain, decay, or sin. The sheer physicality will be wonderful, and our bodies will rejoice.
Resurrection also shifts how we see the world. God created the world, paused after each sequence,
and announced that it was “good.” And we catch glimpses of God’s goodness in a sunset that catches our breath or a gaze at the stars that leaves us breathless. This world of wonders, while wounded
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by death, decay, and destruction, nevertheless stubbornly manifests stunningly beautiful signs of
God’s handiwork. And these signs point toward the promise of God’s new creation in Jesus that will
reach fruition when heaven-meets-earth in ways too marvelous for words.
Resurrection obviously changes our future, but it also alters our past and transforms our present. If
God can raise the dead, then there is nothing and no one that cannot be redeemed. Resurrection
transforms death into life, doubt into faith, and fear into courage. No matter where we have been,
no matter how far we’ve drifted, we are never so lost that Jesus cannot find us, and never so broken
that Jesus cannot restore us.
The resurrection of Jesus from the dead is the first stone in an avalanche of new life. It is the turning
of the tide in the sea of death. It is the torch that sets the world on fire. It is our true hope, our great
assurance, our final destination, and the driving force that sends us out to a hurting world with
news of great joy: Jesus died, but now lives. And so can you.
Resurrection—it changes everything.

Caravaggio: The Incredulity of Saint Thomas 1601 - 1602
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Personnel
STAFF

Joan Anthony Interim Rector
Molly Felder-Grimm Parish Administrator
David Locke Parish Musician
Rob Anderson Bookkeeper
Lucy Brown Childcare

VOLUNTEER LEADERSHIP

GREETERS
Brian Reid Contact and Scheduling

USHERS
Art Taylor 8:00, Jenny Irmer 10:30 Scheduling

ANIMAL MINISTRY
Margaret Schultz, Brian Reid Contacts

ARTS & AESTHETICS
Susan Sandri Chair

Susan Sandri Senior Warden
Barry Haworth Junior Warden
Nancy Ruff Treasurer

GARDENS

VESTRY

Beverly Babson Coordinator

Mic Kisinger, Bill Skubi, Susan Sandri, Joan Johnson,
Meade Brown, Barry Haworth, Celia Metz Clerk

ENDOWMENT FUND

CONVENTION

Stephen Schwarzmann Chair

EPISCOPAL PEACE FELLOWSHIP

Gail Corell, Brian Reid, Maureen Masterson, Dann
Jergenson Delegates
Devon Irmer, Kathryn Beaumont Alternate Delegates

TABULATORS
Br. Richard Tussey Lead Tabulator

LECTORS
Nancy Ruff Coordinator, Margaret Schultz 8:00,
Eileen Jackson 10:30 Scheduling

EUCHARISTIC VISITORS
Albert Rose, Margaret Schultz, Diane Lantz

Diana Klein Contact

COLUMBARIUM

Dick Hall Contact

GREENING
Ted Brookes Chair, Celia Metz Secretary

SUNDAY COFFEE HOUR
Pat Brookes 8:00, Open 10:30 Coordinators

INTEGRITY
Mic Kissinger Convener

MISSION SUNDAY OFFERING
Brian Reid Chair

WORSHIP LEADERS

STEWARDSHIP

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

Dann Jergenson Chair

QUIET TIME

ALTAR GUILD

Chris Lubinski Convener

Frank Shirbroun Contact

SCHOLARSHIP

CHOIR

Joan Johnson Chair

David Locke Parish Musician

ADULT FORUMS

SOPHIA SINGERS

Ted Brookes Director

Melisa Doss, Carole Hansen Coordinators

CARING MINISTRY

EDUCATION FOR MINISTRY

Eileen Jackson Chair

Melisa Doss Mentor
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April Calendar
EVENTS

BIRTHDAYS

1. Cindy Reuland, Marshall Corson, Narcotics
Anonymous 7P
5. Mary Walker, Palm Sunday
6. Sara Ann & Dr. Merrick Lockwood,
Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P
7. Dawn Meyer, Words and Hors d’oeuvres
4:30P, Quiet Time for Meditation 7P
8. Tenebrae Service 7P, Narcotics Anonymous 7P
9. Maundy Thursday Service 7P
10. Nancy Paris, Stations of the Cross 5:30P,
Good Friday Service 7P
11. Holy Saturday Easter Vigil 8P
12. Melahn Murphy & Rev. David Nakagawa,
Easter
13. Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P
14. Larry & Mary Laissue, St. A’s at the Movies
2:30P, Quiet Time for Meditation 7P
15. Vestry Meeting 4:30P, Narcotics Anonymous 7P
16. Kathryn Beaumont,
Caring Ministry Meeting 1:30P

ANNIVERSARIES

17. Dr. Jack & Pandora Halstead
18. Underground Concert, 7:30P
19. Salish Sea Concert 7:30P
20. Linda McManis, Rev. Deacon Dennis McManis, Fireside Spirituality 10A,
Evensong 5:30P
21. Adult Formation 2:30P, Quiet Time for
Meditation 7P
22. Cindy & Tom Reuland,
Narcotics Anonymous 7P
23. Ana Kinkaid, Evangivaldo Santana
26. Trisha Mathenia
27. Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P
28. Adult Formation 2:30P, Quiet Time for
Meditation 7P
29. Carole Hansen, Narcotics Anonymous 7P
Editor’s note: Please remember that the church is
closed for all activities until further notice. Our
normal scheduling will resume when the coronavirus restrictions are lifted.

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)
Wednesday

10:00 am

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

Adult Forums: April
Due to the isolation requirements of both our state government and our diocese concerning the coronavirus, all
regular programming at St. Augustine’s, including our forum program are canceled until further notice.

Vestry Recap
Approved at Vestry Meeting, March 18, 2020
Interim Report: Rev. Canon Joan Anthony updated pastoral concerns and reported on a meeting
she and Vestry member Meade Brown had with representatives of Tiny Houses in the Name of
Christ (THINC). St. Augustine’s has been active with the organization in the past; however, based
on issues associated with board membership, property ownership, and other management and logistical areas, the Vestry decided that the parish will not be involved at this time.
Senior Warden’s Report: Letters of Mutual Ministry Agreement for staff have been reviewed by
the parish Chancellor and, after making minor changes, will be distributed to the Vestry in March
for review and approval. Because there has been some confusion with the South Whidbey Record
about the shared newspaper ad with St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church in Oak Harbor, Senior Warden
Susan Sandri will be working with both St. Stephen’s and Sound Publishing. Finally, there was
discussion on scheduling the use of the church building by outside groups.
Buildings and Grounds: After consulting with the window company, it was decided that the older
Undercroft and sacristy windows do not need replacing. A manufacturer of retractable patio covers
indicated that the area outside the kitchen is too large for a standard design and that a custom cover
would cost $40K - $50K. There was discussion of some proposed alternatives. The Diocese has notified us that there are potential issues with the Wi-Fi frequencies on our two-way radios. They are
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looking at the problem. Art Taylor is taking over as columbarium manager. After discussion, the
Vestry approved the purchase of a Windows 10-based computer for the Parish Administrator not to
exceed $1,000.
Mutual Ministry Agreement: The draft of the MMA for the Interim Priest was revised and Canon Joan will send the final document to Bishop Rickel.
Parish Profile Committee Planning: The Vestry discussed the best approach to identify parishioners
to serve on the Parish Profile Committee. Canon Joan and Vestry member Joan Johnson will develop a solicitation of interest form with job descriptions (Profile Committee and Search Committee)
and questions to assist the Vestry in selecting the Profile Committee members from among those
expressing interest.
Audit Committee: The Vestry approved the following parishioners to serve on the committee for
the 2019 Financial Audit: Bev Babson, Pat Brookes, Bob Dial, Melisa Doss, Ron McKinnell, Jay
Ryan, Frank Shirbroun, and Art Taylor.
Monthly Financial Review: Treasurer Nancy Ruff reviewed the 1/31/20 budget report and reviewed the end of year report for 2019. The Vestry approved funds of no more than $11,000 to
balance the budget with funds to be taken from the Kornfeld bequest. The Vestry also approved
additional electrical repair costs of $6,353.12 to be taken from the 2019 and 2020 Endowment
Fund withdrawals. The Vestry will have a work session on March 11 to review potential budget cuts
to eliminate the deficit in the 2020 budget.
Upcoming Events: All Parish activities and services have been cancelled for the time being due to
the coronavirus outbreak. Information for parishioners will be updated as soon as possible through
the church website and phone tree.
Detailed minutes are posted in the hallway off the Narthex after Vestry approval.
The next meeting of the Vestry is Wednesday, April 15, 2020 at 4:30P.
Due to the coronavirus outbreak, it will likely be convened remotely.
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Mission Sunday Offering April 2020

T

Sponsors

he Mission Sunday Offering is a shared ministry St. Augustine’s, reflecting our unifying
values of compassion, commitment, reverence, and reconciliation. Our ongoing financial
support through MSOs has changed the lives of our neighbors on Whidbey Island. As
our parish continues to grow and add new parishioners, the promise and potential of the Mission
Sunday Offering will continue to develop and expand. This year we have some vacancies for MSO
sponsors, as previous sponsors have moved away or retired. Here are the openings:
Episcopal Relief & Development is the compassionate response of the Episcopal Church to
human suffering in the world. Hearing God’s call to seek and serve Christ in all persons and to
respect the dignity of every human being, Episcopal Relief & Development serves to bring together
the generosity of Episcopalians and others with the needs of the world.
Central Whidbey Hearts & Hammers is a Coupeville community of local volunteers that repair
and rehabilitate the homes of those—the elderly, the disabled, or anyone with limited resources—
who are unable to do the work alone. Hearts & Hammers volunteer crews hope to build community spirit and compassion while giving neighbors a helping hand.
Enso House is for people of all faiths who desire comfort care at the end of life. It is unique in
its ability to provide emotional and spiritual support to individuals in the final phase of life. The
intention is to enable each individual to live the time remaining to them with grace and dignity and
with full opportunity for inner healing, growth, and completion.
South Whidbey Homeless Coalition has relied upon the spiritual and financial support of the
St. Augustine’s congregation from the beginning, when parishioner Judy Yeakel purchased what
became the House of Hope in Langley. The goal was an end to homelessness. However, the need is
now greater than ever, as people continue to come to the Coalition in uncertain times.
Being a sponsor of an MSO organization involves submitting an article (400 words) to The
Light for the month it is the recipient. Second, a short piece (50-100 words) is sent to parish
administrator Molly Felder-Grimm to be published in the church’s E-pistle for that month. Third,
announcements are to be made at both Sunday services to inform the parish about the MSO
recipient. Fourth, attendance is expected at the committee meeting when 2021 MSO recipients are
chosen.
So if you feel the call to accept another ministry in your busy life, please contact me at reidbw50@
frontier.com.
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Heron
Leaning down toward godliness
the way a heron’s
unsheathed sword
teaches you which foot to lift
& where
to put it down,
Lord thy will is salt to me
preserving who I’m not.
I witnessed how your shift in
power
made me
sacrificial, when flesh
was stone & prayer the end
of
every father’s knife.
You splashed me into words,
keeping feathered psalms alive,
sparing shallow pools of me, soaked
in battles lost, from being more
than beaks could sing
if it came to that.
Daniel Edward Moore lives in Oak Harbor where he co-manages the Oak Harbor Poetry Project
with his wife, the poet Laura Coe Moore. He is an award-winning poet with two recently published
books: Boys and Waxing the Dents
Visit Daniel at WWW.Danieledwardmoore.com.
Daniel Edward Moore
935 NW Anchor Drive
Oak Harbor, WA 98277
Poetman1567@yahoo.com
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Poetry continued from page 18

FAITH
Each day, I look to my Lord for guidance: but does he hear me?
The beauty of his world and all within surround me, but does my
Lord hear me?
Time, places and people pass by, as I journey thru this world,
but does my Lord hear me?
Evening shadows gather and the tumult of my day retreats;
Calms settles on my world, and yes my Lord does hear me and I him.
-Ron McKinnell
Feb.2013

There was a young man with the flu
Who didn’t know what to do.
With little to gain
He got on a plane
And flew away with the flu.
-Albert Rose

So many are speaking of gloom
As I sit in my candlelit room
I sing and I pray
sensing all souls at play The Grace of this time is a boon.
Blessings,
Carole Hansen

On paper the Prez is my boss.
But he knows nothing of loss.
So all of us rangers
Stay separate as strangers
Extroverts gathering moss.
-Anne Katherine

