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From Your Editor

B

efore I say anything about hope, I would like to share a few thoughts on my words in general. I find the examination of each month’s topic on this page to be illuminating for me and
even a little bit satisfying. I hope that you do, too (see, there you are: hope). I believe each
of us is an expert on ourselves. We have more experience with ourselves than anyone else, ever. Because we share the act of living we share common responses, like love, hate, fear, and hope, among
many others, but the nuances in these responses are entirely our own. Nobody loves, hates, fears,
and hopes like I do. Nobody knows what I know and do, better than I. So, this is a long-winded
way of saying that what you are about to read on hope is what I know about hope; not the bottom
line, just what I know. You get to judge how well it sets with you.

Hope. I hope I get this done in time for my deadline. Covid makes me feel so hopeless. The vaccine
gives me hope. These words get bandied around and used without too much consideration as to
their meaning. Is hope expectation or conviction? Meeting my deadline is tied to expectations
rather than hope. Covid doesn’t make anyone feel hopeless. Covid makes people feel sick. It is
fear that engenders hopelessness, causing us to say, I am afraid this awful disease will never go away.
Just as Covid does not make us feel hopeless, vaccines do not give us hope; they give us antibodies.
The hope is in our release from fear. We no longer fear the inevitability of the virus because we see
a means to its end. A truer statement would be, Dr. Fauci gives me hope. The love and caring that
people share with us is what gives us hope in the face of impossible odds.
Hope is not a thing, like having a cold. Hope is a state of being. I think a better expression would
be, I am hopeful, like we say, I am happy. How do we enable hopefulness if we can’t just stop by
our local drug store and buy one? How about attitude? How about desire? These are states that
we have some control over. If you have grown up in an abusive household, it is not unreasonable to
expect a crummy attitude towards life. However, if there is a desire for change it is also not unreasonable to expect things to change. Change is the bottom line. Our ever-expanding universe is in
a constant state of change. What about our Covid vaccines? Not only are they the result of new
science, their development and production has happened at an unprecedented rate and scale. When
we want things to happen, when we want things to get better, they do. When we care about our
neighbors, they have a reason to hopeful.

Albert
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In the Interim - Comments from Joan

T

he theme for this month’s issue of the Light is Seeking, Finding and Holding Hope. The
past many months have been about the seeking of hope, hoping for a vaccine, hoping for a
“shot,” hoping for a time when we can gather together, hoping for an end to this pandemic. Through these months we have been engaged in seeking, finding and holding hope, or perhaps
more accurately, we have been engaged in the discovery of the hope that was there all along.
When I speak of Christian hope I am speaking of something deeper and more profound than
simple wishes, no matter how earnestly we hold those wishes. Hope is spoken of by St. Paul in the
First Letter to the Corinthians. “And now, faith, hope and love abide, these three, and the greatest
of these is love” [1 Cor 13: 13]. It is the three together, each playing their own part, that is the
bedrock of our relationship with God. If any one of the three is missing or diminished the other
two suffer as well.
Faith is the trust we have in the goodness and power of God. It is in the words of the Letter to
the Hebrews, “the assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of things unseen” [Hebrews 11:1].
Hope then is the authentic outcome of faith. Because we trust God we can hope with all of our
being that in the words of Julian of Norwich, “All will be well,” and we know it to be true, even
when the evidence we see seems to contradict this. Faith and hope are the basis for that peace we
are promised, the peace that passes understanding. It is God’s great gift to us.
Faith and hope are grounded in God’s love for us, a love that never ends. The Hebrew word for
God’s love is hesed. This love is what defines for us the character of the God we trust, “…a God
merciful and gracious, slow to anger and abounding in steadfast love and faithfulness…” [Exodus
34: 6]. It is this unique and great love that is the foundation of our trust in God, our faith.
And so we have come full circle, faith, hope and love, all knit together into a fabric that is the
never-ending circle of how we live our lives in Christ. May all your days be blessed with faith, hope
and love.
Joan
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Finding Hope

When You Are Lost In The Wilderness

T

here was a moment at the beginning
of the pandemic when my daughter
Haley and I discussed why our experience at that moment of crisis, and our ability
to focus on personal protective equipment, was
so different from that of others. We realized it
was having lived the preceding three years enduring similar issues. We shook our heads as
we checked the boxes. Intense existential crisis:
check. Substantial threat of death to your loved
ones: check. Dealing with death of loved ones:
check. Financial instability and insecurity:
check. Inability to control events affecting your
life: check. Persisting through all of the emotions those checkmarks engender: check.

shame, self-recrimination, and a profound sense
of being unworthy of love were burdens I still
carried deep in my heart.

Looking back at the past four years I am left
breathless trying to catalog the enormity of this
journey from despair to hope.

I have told multiple people over the past four
years that I could not have survived this without
the love of the St. Augustine’s community.
Indeed, I’ve tried to write this essay about that
love multiple, multiple times for inclusion in
last year’s series of Light publications. I could
get through the first two thirds describing the

But I was not forsaken.
Love surrounded me at a table during Easter
Coffee Hour, three days after Haley and I
moved out. I sat at a table and spoke. And for
half an hour seven people bore witness. They
validated. They described truths from their lives
to avow the truth of mine. I remember being
a bit stunned that no one left, that there was
no sense of hurry -- instead there was a sense of
being surrounded in community and love for
that half hour. Being held in care and comfort.

I can surely tell you that at the beginning of this
journey I was not filled with hope. Even though
I knew leaving my marriage was one of the best
decisions of my life, the burdens of self-doubt,
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actions that kept me holding
onto this idea of hope, of love.
But then I would get to the
part of trying to explain the
backdrop and setting for why
it was such an arduous and
unrelenting struggle…and
it would become paragraphs
of descriptions. I could not
figure out how to put context
to these moments of love, these
moments when a hug would
give me hope and courage.
Even this essay has caused me
more difficulty than anticipated
for the same reasons.
So how do I explain how I
found hope when I was utterly
lost in the wilderness? A
wilderness of such enormous
challenges I truly couldn’t
understand how to survive
– as in, I checked so many
boxes on the “stress points in
your life” checklist, that the
only ones remaining were so
horrific they were unthinkable
-- and it kept going on and
on. Then I remember that
we have all survived the year
2020. So, there is context
for your understanding the
unrelentingness of “things”
– and the crushing work of
simply trying to keep afloat.
That was one of my metaphors
I used to explain how I was to
my counselor.

Trying to keep afloat. In the
middle of a storm out in the
ocean. On a floatie that had
lots of holes in it. Just trying
to keep from drowning. (I’m
pretty sure my medical chart
avoided metaphors and instead
said “clinically depressed.)“
For me, trying to find hope in
the midst of the overwhelming
was not like seeing the blazing
illumination of a lighthouse
on the watery horizon. It was
more a series of small moments
and seemingly insignificant
interactions that over time
wove together a thread of hope
that eventually, four years later,
has become strong enough for
me to stand on.

Small things.
That were really
big things.
Smiles.
A hug.
The encouragement during my
MBA: “Good for you!”
And as the wilderness kept
going on and on … so did
those moments.

“How are you?”
“Congratulations!”
Or simply listening – again!
– as I kept describing this
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“Wilderness!” every time you
saw me.
These precious moments of
“I see you,” “I hear you,” or a
giggle about a joke. Which all
might seem so inconsequential
when you think about it, but it
wasn’t. It was HUGE. As in
“changed my life” kind of hope
and clarity.
It was all of you at St.
Augustine’s who helped me
believe I was worthy of love.
That perhaps the reflection that
was presented by my nowex was the wrong one. After
decades of being told how
worthless I was, how I had so
many faults, that of course I
was the cause of the problems,
that I was not lovable, I
believed it. I believed that love
and friendship were transient,
conditional states which could
be withdrawn at any moment.
Yet, moment by moment on
Sundays, each smile, each hug,
each moment of community
started showing me a different
reflection. That even when I
was at my most “train-wreck,”
the people around me still
smiled at me, still told me
they were proud of me, they
still gave me a hug. This is
such an enormous gift: the
“unconditional” envelope
of that support and care.

Finding Hope: Continued

Gradually, I started believing in this reflection. I started believing that I was “likable” even.
These moments became more moments, gradually weaving together a thread of hope for me to hold
onto. Over time each new moment added to that thread until it became stronger and stronger.
Being able to hope meant that I needed to recognize those moments, even in The Wilderness.
To recognize and open my heart to each smile, the unexpected hug, a sunrise, watching a
hummingbird on the feeder … each little moment recognized became a gift, and gratitude for that
gift became a guiding thread of hope.
It has been a journey from being a three on a scale of one to ten (with ten being “I feel great,”) then
gradually to a floundering five, then a strong five, and then I became a SEVEN!! And through it
all, those moments of a smile and chat, and meetings on the street, or waving at each other over
Zoom, petting the kitty, or the first time I was able to hug my mom after over a year apart, hope
was weaving through my life. Even though this journey took nearly four years, those gossamer
threads of hope have woven into a foundation of hope.
I am no longer adrift and gasping for air. The waves slowly pushed me towards land whispering
“Hope!” then I found myself on the shore. It was a climb to get to the top of the bluff, to the prairie
overlooking the sea and away to the mountains. But I made it by holding onto the thread of each
moment gifted to me. My internal image at that moment is being on the top of a ridge looking
down, a bit bedraggled and battle-weary in appearance, but triumphant. Of course, I am holding a
sword, too.
In September of 2020 the very last piece of the divorce was completed and my ability to control
my own life truly began. So, in the midst of a pandemic, I am taking my M.B.A and the proceeds
from my half of the old house and am starting an online store for people to buy pieces and parts for
their educational underwater robots.
And I am hopeful, and full of Hope.
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BEHIND THE SCENE
Jan Skubi

Photo: Bill Skubi

A

s her mistress’s health began failing, Echo’s life took a turn downward.

She didn’t understand the withdrawal of kindness or the punishment she received for
spilling her kibble on the floor as she dug through it to reach the pieces of hot dog at the
bottom of her bowl. The spilled kibble would lie there, for hours or days or as long as it took for
her to clean it up. Until then....NO MORE FOOD!
A caregiver to the mistress noticed the dilemma Echo was in and contacted a caring rescue group
who reached out to the mistress and eventually secured a transfer of guardianship to the rescue
group.
This first step to a new, brighter future seemed very scary to Echo, who only knew she was leaving
her home of five years, late in her canine life, and walking out the door she was so used to into a
waiting car to take her somewhere with people she didn’t know. She was scared and shaking.
Little did she know that behind what she could see, two other creatures in the persons of Bill and
Jan Skubi were looking for just the right dog. They were feeling the loss of their much-loved rat
terrier, Quincy, who had died a few months before.
Echo was fostered by two different caregivers during her first three weeks in transition. First, the
primary intake person; then, an experienced, kind woman, who thoughtfully placed Echo
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We met Echo on a Monday about 1-1/2 months
ago. We thought she looked like a good fit, but
it was only a guess and a leap of faith for her
as she jumped into the waiting kennel at the
back of a strange car, with people she had only
just met, and for us, taking an elderly dog of
uncertain background home.

Behind the Scene: Continued

with a family with sympathetic hearts and a
rescued dog of their own. Echo found herself
in a loving place, but there were so many
adjustments for an eleven-year-old hound dog.
She couldn’t understand that behind the scenes,
emails were being exchanged, histories taken,
references checked, etc., between the Skubis and
the rescue agency.
Little did Echo know that a welcome home,
complete with fields and woodlands to explore
was in her future.
Neither do we know what God is planning for
us as we go feeling our way forward through
stress and rough spots. But God knows: “For
I know the plans I have for you,” declares the
Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm
you, plans to give you hope and a future”
[Jeremiah 29:11].

Home--it has been a good thing for her and us.
Always there are things to work out, adjustments
to be made, but it is good! Rabbits, squirrels,
and deer for a hound to sniff out and a lovely,
gentle canine companion for us to spoil a bit.
What has this story to do with you? In Matthew
10: 29-31 Jesus says, “What is the price of two
sparrows—one copper coin? But not a single
sparrow can fall to the ground without your
Father knowing it. And the very hairs on your
head are all numbered. So don’t be afraid; you
are more valuable to God than a whole flock
of sparrows.” Another scripture [Matthew 6:8]
says that God knows what you need before you
even ask.
What a hopeful promise!

From the Front Lines:

COVID as We Experience It

B

efore COVID I spent a lot of time volunteering for the Island County Sheriff’s Office by working in the office to answer the phone, do fingerprints and organize the
vacation home check when residents are on vacation or away for the winter. I also was
a driver for the home checks. For the last year, people wanting fingerprints done have
had to go to Coupeville and vacation checks have stopped. I am looking forward to all
of that resuming as I felt that I was filling a very important role for the community.
Bill Carruthers, Clinton
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From the Front Lines:

COVID as We Experience It
No less than a week after the first notice about a virus, when I heard of positive cases
here on the Island, the possibility that I had already been infected by this virus and
had already infected people in my community felt like a grave probability. Washington closed businesses and a stay home order saved an incalculable number of lives,
while setting the stage for the strange work of non-fiction that became 2020.
Although my household remained unscathed, I kept an ear to the ground for new regulations within my industry for safe reopening of my business and procured the chemicals and supplies I would need to safely serve customers. I practiced wearing a mask
for a few hours a day to get used to the feeling. Customers only balked about masks for
the first few months, but now folks have seemingly adjusted to the discomfort, attesting that they wear it to protect me, something that seems to resonate with them more
than wearing a mask to protect themselves.
One of the new regulations requires barbers to clean stations thoroughly between customers. The time required does not allow me to serve as many customers in a day. The
closure bottled up the demand and now with supply limited, my schedule has booked
out further than ever before. “A good problem to have,” people say, and surely it is better for me than the alternative, but it is still frustrating, and I know I’ve lost customers
to the inconvenience of a long wait.
Business owners have made sacrifices and incurred many new costs to make sure they
protect customers. As we wade deeper into this pandemic, it is natural to become
desensitized, particularly when our efforts have been effective in keeping our numbers
low. For me, the close contact required to perform barber services and the dread of
infecting people in my community has never gone away.
Walk-ins, once a mainstay of my business, are turned away. Visitors here on a vacation
are not making memories getting a haircut on a whim of a hot summer day. No one
likes these rules less than I do, but they are common sense and I embrace the restrictions which protect the people in my community.
Diana Settlemyer, Chops Barbership, Langley
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Hope is a Shot in the Arm
Bill Skubi

I

t really was a dark and stormy night at the end of February as Jan and I sat in our car waiting to
be called in to get our second doses of Covid vaccine. Rain pelted the windshield in the drug
store parking lot, and we comforted each other with assurances that with a whole month to
work out the bugs, tonight’s experience couldn’t be half as chaotic as our first shot.
Thinking back to that earlier day in January, we remembered that there had been no direction,
no organization or plan, just dozens of senior citizens milling aimlessly inside, waiting in vain for
someone to lead the way. In our case, that somebody was Charlene Wagner, who had appeared like
an angel out of nowhere and led us up to the lunch counter where someone checked our paperwork
and handed it back without the slightest indication of what we should do next. Casting a worried
glance around the store, my eyes again found Charlene, poised to leave. She pointed us toward a
spot in the back of the store, saying, “Stand there and roll up your sleeve.”
Our memories of that first time were interrupted by a text message from the drug store saying
they were ready for us inside. We trundled out into the wind and rain to see a mass migration of
older people lining up outside the door. Immediately I realized that with only two outer layers
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I was woefully underdressed. I stood, teeth
chattering, as the line finally inched us inside
the building. There was single young man with
the body of a linebacker and the bark of a drill
sergeant helplessly trying to separate a multitude
of geezers into separate lines of first shot and
second shot appointments.

This is in the truest sense a vain exercise since I
retired from plumbing years ago. Men are by no
means the only persons who derive a good part
of their identity from the work they have done
and the credentials the have earned. I just know
we males are likely to feel hopelessly adrift when
we lose our professional moorings.

There were also line jumpers and frantic people
who had gotten first shots elsewhere, hopelessly
downcast at being turned away. Finally, when
we had a place in a slow moving second shot line
I turned to Jan and said, “It could be a lot worse,
we could be getting off a train at Dachau.” Jan
did a doubletake and said, “Wow, that’s exactly
what I was thinking.”

In years past, this continuing education
requirement was a low-key in-person session
over three Saturdays at the union hall. This year
the hall is closed because of the pandemic, so
the union has substituted an online fourth-year
apprentice course.

It was truly one of those crazy moments, a
flash of shared illumination that the worst of
this pandemic, as we two had experienced it,
was indeed the faintest blip of inconvenience
compared with the oceans of pain and suffering
that have washed over so many others at other
places and times.
Even so, our vaccination saga was a reminder of
mortality and the experience of loss of agency.
Loss of agency, of course, is the real motivation
behind the anti-vaxxer movement in this
country. “Don’t tread on me!” or “You can’t
tell me what to do!” are the primal screams of
our American civilization (and I use the term
broadly, indeed.)

I had a real moment of epiphany halfway
through the course, when I realized I was doing
for probably the last time the same thing I had
done for the first time so many years ago. It
cemented in my mind and spirit the fact that
over the next 15 years I would be doing a lot
more things for the last time than for the first
time. How does that make me feel, hopeless or
hopeful? That depends on just what I choose
to dwell on. I consider myself fortunate to
have practiced in a field that still trains future
practitioners in a hands-on apprentice to
journeyman continuum. In the time I have
spent overseeing and training apprentices I have
earned the right to retire.

So, here I am, here we are, my tools mostly
languishing on my shop bench, like my
father-in-law’s have for the last forty years. As
Agency is the ability to initiate, accomplish,
important as having a good plumber is, it will
establish, associate with whom you please and do
have to be somebody much younger than I from
so without restraint. As I write this, I am three
now on.
days away from my birthday. Every three years
my plumbing license expires on my birthday
Think it’s time to apprentice myself to Charlene
so for 20 straight hours this past week I have
and some of the other angels in our parish
been online, doggedly completing my required
family.
continuing education to qualify for renewal.
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Walking With
the Celtic Saints

St. Buriana
of Cornwall
Ted Brookes

W

e have been walking with the Celtic saints, both men and women, who came to Cornwall from Ireland and Wales in the 5th and 6th centuries to bring the Good News of
Jesus Christ to the pagan inhabitants of the region. These saints, many of whom are
virtually unknown outside of Cornwall, made a lasting imprint on the spiritual, geographical, and
historical fabric of rural, southern England. Nowhere else in Great Britain are the local saints more
celebrated and honored than in Cornwall.
Before we leave Cornwall and travel back to Ireland to walk with some lesser known, but still important Celtic saints, we thought it appropriate to make a farewell visit to a beloved Irish saint who
came with scores of missionaries to southern Cornwall in the 6th century. She established a religious center near Lands End, where her presence is still felt by the locals. That saint is Buriana, and
this is her story.
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honor of St. Buriana with a charter, establishing
the St. Buryan monastery as one of the earliest
in Cornwall. Worship continues to this day in a
15th-century church built on the original chapel
site.

St. Buriana of Cornwall
St. Buriana was a 6th century Irish saint who
served as a missionary, healer, and anchoress
in St. Buryan near Penzance, Cornwall. The
“Exeter Calendar of Martyrology” states that
Buriana was the daughter of a Munster chieftain. She traveled to Cornwall with a large
group of missionaries led by St. Piran to help
convert the local people to Christianity.
St. Buriana ministered to the people of southern Cornwall from a chapel on the site of the
current church at St. Buryan. She may have
also established a monastery based on the round
Celtic-stye enclosure that has been discovered
there. A church has stood on the current site
since about 930 A.D. There is nothing left of
St. Buriana’s chapel, but a 10th century Celtic
cross marks where her chapel stood inside of the
Celtic enclosure.
Legend tells how St. Buriana cured the paralyzed son of King Geraint of Devon. Legend
also recounts how King Geraint, seeing that
Buriana was so beautiful, decided to kidnap
and imprison her in his fortress. He reluctantly
released her only after St. Piran and his disciples
pleaded for Buriana’s life.
In 930 A.D., the famous Saxon king Athelstan came to St. Buryan on his way to fight
the Vikings on the Isles of Scilly, not far from
Cornwall. Surprisingly, he found a Christian
community there, living a monastic life. He
stopped to take Communion and pray at St.
Buriana’s chapel. Athelstan consequently vowed
that if he won his forthcoming battle he would
endow a church at the site of the chapel. The
king was victorious and endowed a church in

St. Buriana died sometime in the 6th century. Her feast Day is May 1. She is venerated
by the Anglican Communion, the Roman
Catholic Church, and the Eastern Orthodox Church. Her major shrine is St. Buryan’s
Church, Cornwall.
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Ted Brookes

God’s
Disappearing
Creatures

Vancouver Island Marmot:

A Conservation Success Story

T

he Vancouver Island marmot is one of the rarest land mammals in the world. It is only one
of five mammals endemic to Canada. Thanks to recent recovery efforts, the population
increased from a low count in 2003 of less than 30 wild marmots living in a handful of
colonies to just over 200 marmots in over 20 alpine areas in central Vancouver Island in 2019.
The Vancouver Island marmot is still listed as endangered by the Canadian Species At Risk Act
(SARA) and by the Committee on the Status of Endangered Species (COSEWIC). It is also listed
as Critically Endangered by the International Union for Conservation of Nature (IUCN).
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The Vancouver Island marmot is one of the largest of the squirrel family. It is about the size of large
house cat. They typically measure 25 to 27 inches from nose to busy tail. A female weighs approximately 10 to 12 pounds while males can weigh as much as 16.5 pounds. Both males and females
shed up to one third of their body mass during hibernation. Other members of the marmot species
family include chipmunks, squirrels, and woodchucks.
Vancouver Island marmots have a rich chocolate brown fur with white patches on their nose, chin,
forehead, and chest. Newborns have a brownish black coat that fades in summer to a rustic brown
at hibernation time. These different color stages of coat development make it easy to identify pups
from yearlings and older adults in the field.
These marmots have large beaver-like teeth, sharp claws, and powerful shoulders and leg muscles for
digging. They live in burrows and are obligate herbivores. They have been documented to eat over
30 species of food plants, generally shifting from grasses in the early spring to plants such as lupine
in the late summer. They hibernate for about 210 days of the year, from mid-September until late
April or early May. Hibernation allows the marmot to survive the long alpine winters when food is
not available. Their natural predators on Vancouver Island are eagles, cougars, and wolves.
Vancouver Island marmots live in colonies in small patches of south and west facing subalpine
meadows in central Vancouver Island, usually above 3,000 feet. These colonies are relatively small
and family-based. The marmots leave their natal colony, usually at two years old, to find a mate
at a nearby colony. The movement between colonies is called dispersal, and both male and female
marmots engage in this activity. As of the spring 2020, there were over twenty colonies projected
on the island. These colonies are spread over two large clusters in central Vancouver Island where
marmots can easily disperse, and one isolated colony at Steamboat Mountain in west-central Vancouver Island.
Recovery efforts have made a substantial difference to the marmot population. A captive breeding
program has shown steady growth in the marmot population with 130 individuals placed in 2010
and 442 weaned pups born in captivity since 2000. From 2003 to 2010, the Marmot Recovery
Foundation and the British Columbia Ministry of the Environment have released 308 marmots into
the wild. However, there have been significant fluctuations in the overall marmot population over
the past 18 years. There were large mortality events in 2014 and 2016, possibly due to combination
of climate change and predatory activity. Short term weather patterns and systematic changes in
landscaping, e.g., forest clear cutting at low elevations, have likely altered marmot dispersal patterns
and also contributed to a population decline.
The future for the Vancouver Island marmot still looks brighter, though not assured. The Marmot
Recovery Foundation monitors the marmot population closely and will continue to take a yearly
census. However, for the time being, this rare animal will remain on the Endangered list.
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God’s Creation: Our Legacy
Female Barrow’s Goldeneye: Photo by Albert Rose

18

19

A Racial Reckoning
Dick Hall

T

he Episcopal Church, at the national, diocesan and parish levels, has begun the process of
coming to a racial reckoning on injustice. St. Augustine’s has begun this dialog with the
Martin Luther King “Blessed Are the Peacemakers” community event and a weekly sharing through
the Sacred Ground program.
A racial reckoning means coming to grips with America’s original sin of slavery and the systemic
racism that followed. The time has come to recognize and undo systemic racism. This is not
a problem or responsibility for people of color. The responsibility lies with people of European
descent who have enjoyed privileges and advantages due primarily to having a lighter skin color hue.
Beginning a racial reckoning starts with a personal recognition of systemic racism.
Debby Irving in Waking Up White asks, “How can racism possibly be dismantled until white
people, lots and lots of white people, understand [systemic racism] as an unfair system, get in touch
with the subtle stories and stereotypes that play in their heads, and see themselves not as good or
bad but as players in the system?”
Responding to Irving’s rhetorical question, St. Augustine’s Episcopal Peace Fellowship sponsors “A
Racial Reckoning” which features a personal witness speaking to their acquisition of white racism,
recognition of its influence and possibly, actions to undo the impact.

This month’s witness is from the Rev. Dorian McGlannan.

W
“

hen I first read that by my very nature I was a white supremacist, I was more than a bit
jarred. I didn’t even think of myself as a racist much less a white supremacist but then I
read more and more and more.

Coming to terms with my own part in white supremacy has been a painful process. At the same
time, it has been incredibly enlightening as I have deepened my understanding of how deep the
river of racism flows. Of course, I am not like those public racists who physically and verbally
attack Black people, disrupt their lives and generally create havoc. Or am I? It is easy to condemn
the other but much harder to look inside.
I grew up in Baltimore, MD, in a city that was deeply divided and segregated. It was the 1950’s
and 60’s and a great deal was going on in the country, but I benefited from living in a protected
environment and from a life of racial privilege. The worst part is that I never thought twice about
it. I never considered that the Black people I encountered might not want to be domestic help,
grounds keepers or garbage collectors. My parents never said negative things about Black people,
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nor did they say anything positive. The Black people in our community were simply invisible,
disappearing at night to take the bus to -- where? Their homes? But where did they live? I simply
didn’t know.
I learned and changed a lot when I went to college. From that time until this past May, I thought
I was aware of the racial disparity. Many years ago, I was an interim priest at a church in southern
Maryland where the racism was off the charts. It ate at my heart. I had even worked with a
Black group in my early days of ministry in the late 80’s. They were a mixture of professionals
and working class. I went to demonstrations, read books and considered myself very progressive.
I knew about the police shootings of Black men and was bothered by it but not enough to do
anything. Then my world changed.

When George Floyd was murdered, I realized that I had lost track of the national conversation
about racism, that racial justice hadn’t evolved much at all, that in fact, our country hadn’t
addressed the core issues in any significant way. When I was in active ministry, I preached a great
deal about social justice concerns: poverty, sexism, homophobia, global inequalities, the American
obsession with profit over people, the way people were treated at the workplace, income inequality,
war and peace, anti-Semitism, hatred against Muslims and, of course, racism. But somehow, the
deeply rooted systemic racism had walked right past me. I had not really come to terms with the
essence of my privilege, MY privilege, that when I got stopped by the police when driving, for not
paying attention to the speed limit, for a headlight that was out or whatever, that I never thought
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A Racial Reckoning: Continued

my life was in danger. I didn’t have to put my hands on the steering wheel nor did I think twice
about rummaging around in my purse for my driver’s license. I began to realize that white privilege
impacted every aspect of my life. On the rare
occasion I didn’t have a good doctor, I just
found another one. When my husband and
I went to get home loans there was never a
problem.
I have spent the last seven months
educating myself, reading, watching
documentaries, participating in anti-racism
groups. When I realized that I had not
touched the dozens and dozens of books on
racial justice that have been written in the
past 8-10 years, I jumped in along with so many others and started reading. I couldn’t get enough
and still can’t. I have been deeply disturbed at what I did not know, in terms of history, the current
jargon, or why Black people are insisting that we do our own work. I have come to terms with
the fact that there is a lot of racism on our beloved and quiet island home, that this island is not
peaceful for most of the people of color, especially Black people, that our little church had its Black
Lives Matter banner stolen within a week of its being erected.
This day of remembrance of Martin Luther King, Jr. is yet another opportunity for us to put on the
mantle of grace that King so powerfully passed on during his lifetime. This is an opportunity for
us to catch on and catch up with the current dialogue. It is a time for us to listen to what Black,
Indigenous, and People of Color say, especially to what those descended from the darkness of slavery
are telling us to do to help heal the chasm. It is time. It is time for you and for me.

Readers are invited to share a witness to a personal experience with white racism, how an awareness of white racism
developed and possible actions to overcome racist influences. Contemplating and writing of personal experience is good
for the soul, but if you are willing to have your thoughts shared please send them to The Light or to Dick Hall abrjhall@
cablespeed.com
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In-House @ St.Augie’s
REFLECTIONS
Rev. Dr. Chris Breuninger

Surprised by Life in a Cemetery

W

ith over 550,000 people in the United States dead from Covid most everyone knows
someone who has died of Covid. In the grip of grief, we may wonder, “God, where are
you in this kingdom of death? Could you not have prevented this?” That’s what Mary
is thinking as Jesus approached the tomb of Lazarus and she accosts Jesus, accusing him of allowing
Lazarus to die. Jesus challenges her with these words:
“I am the resurrection and the life; whoever believes in me, though they die, yet they shall live. Do
you believe this?” [John 11:25]
This scene is one of many in the Gospel of John in which the light of Jesus expels the darkness of
death. John tells us that “the word of God shines in the darkness.” Jesus teaches that he brings
light into the world, saying “I am the light of the world; anyone who follows me shall not walk in
darkness, but will have the light of life.” And when Jesus shared his last supper on earth, John tells
us that Jesus was “troubled in spirit,” saying, “One of you will betray me.” He dips a morsel of
bread into wine and gives it to Judas, and we are told that “Satan entered Judas… he immediately
when out; and it was night.”
It was night. This was the night when sin and death seemed to reign. Maundy Thursday worship
dramatizes this for us in the extinguishing of candles. The stark liturgy is designed to show that as
Jesus dies, every human hope is obliterated. The realm of death appears to be victorious as the tomb
is sealed shut with the corpse of Jesus lying inside.
If you’ve ever buried someone, you know the cold clasp of death in the painful loss of a loved one.
And we know it in many other ways: the death of a friendship, the loss of youth, the loss of health,
and the death of dreams. This, in part, is what John means by night.
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Surprised by Life in a Cemetery: Continued

It is significant that when Mary Magdalene comes to visit the tomb of Jesus, she comes to the tomb
when it was still dark. Why does she come? Why does anyone visit a cemetery? To pay respects.
To lay flowers. To seek some connection, some comfort. But absolutely no one goes to visit a grave
because they expect someone to rise out of it. Mary certainly did not. That’s why when she came
to the tomb in the dark and saw that the stone had been removed, she ran to the disciples with news
that Jesus’ body had been stolen. What other explanation could there be for an empty tomb?
The resurrection happened at night. No one was there when it happened. And after Mary tells the
disciples that Jesus body has been stolen, they run to the tomb and, sure enough, his body is gone.
They did not yet know that Jesus had risen from the kingdom of death and carried away its spoils,
the rising sun revealing a victory already accomplished.
And this Easter, the risen, reigning Christ comes to us in the midst of a pandemic—our long
night—and says to us what he said to Mary. “I am the resurrection and the life; whoever believes
in me, though they die, yet shall they live and whoever lives and believes in me shall never die. Do
you believe this?”
Let our answer be hers: “Yes, Lord; I believe that you are the Christ, the Son of God.” And in
believing, let us receive anew the gift of eternal light and life in the name of Jesus.
Alleluia! Christ is risen!

The Lord is risen indeed! Alleluia! Alleluia!
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Personnel
STAFF

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

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

Susan Sandri Senior Warden

ARTS & AESTHETICS

Mic Kisinger Junior Warden
Nancy Ruff Treasurer

GARDENS

Susan Sandri Chair

VESTRY

Diana Klein Contact

Mic Kisinger, Bill Skubi, Susan Sandri, Joan Johnson,
Bernie Barker, Stephen Schwarzmann,
M. K. Sanford Clerk

COLUMBARIUM
Beverly Babson Coordinator

CONVENTION

Stephen Schwarzmann Chair

Devon Irmer, Kathryn Beaumont, Bert Speir,
Mary Ann Speir Delegates
Dick Hall, Melisa Doss 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

ENDOWMENT FUND
EPISCOPAL PEACE FELLOWSHIP
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

WORSHIP LEADERS

Brian Reid Chair

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

STEWARDSHIP
Dann Jergenson Chair

ALTAR GUILD

QUIET TIME

Frank Shirbroun Contact

Chris Lubinski Convener

CHOIR

SCHOLARSHIP

David Locke Parish Musician

Joan Johnson Chair

SOPHIA SINGERS

ADULT FORUMS

Melisa Doss, Carole Hansen Coordinators

Ted Brookes Director

EDUCATION FOR MINISTRY

CARING MINISTRY

Melisa Doss Mentor

Eileen Jackson Chair
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Gotta Do It: Continued

April Calendar
BIRTHDAYS

EVENTS

NOTE: All in-person activities have been suspended until further notice. If an activity is not
followed by “live-streamed”, the activity listed
is done by Zoom. Email the office for an invitation: staugs@whidbey.com. Links for livestreamed services are added to our website each
week: staugustinesepiscopalchurch.org.

ANNIVERSARIES

14. Larry & Mary Laissue, Healing Eucharist
10A Live-streamed
15. Lectionary Study Group 3P Live-streamed
16. Kathryn Beaumont
17. Dr. Jack & Pandora Halstead
18. Holy Eucharist 10:30A Live-streamed
19. Evening Prayer 5:30P Live-streamed

1. Maundy Thursday 7P (register to attend
through office; live-streamed), Cindy Reuland,
Marshall Corson, Lectionary Study Group 3P

20. Linda McManis, The Rev. Deacon Dennis
McManis

2. Good Friday Liturgy 7P (register to attend
through office; live-streamed) - Stations of the
Cross video will be posted online during the day
3. Holy Saturday, Great Vigil of Easter (no
service)

6. Sara Ann & Dr. Merrick Lockwood
7. Dawn Meyer, Healing Eucharist 10A
Live-streamed

22. Cindy & Tom Reuland, Lectionary Study
Group 3P Live-streamed
23. Ana Kinkaid, Evangivaldo Santana

4. Easter Day, Holy Eucharist 9:30A (no congregation, live-streamed), outdoor in-person 11A
5. Mary Walker, Evening Prayer 5:30P
Live-streamed

21. Healing Eucharist 10A Live-streamed, Vestry
Meeting 4:30P

25. Holy Eucharist 10:30A Live-streamed
26. Trisha Mathenia, Evening Prayer 5:30P
Live-streamed
28. Healing Eucharist 10A Live-streamed
29. Carole Hansen, Lectionary Study Group 3P
Live-streamed

8. Lectionary Study Group 3P Live-streamed
10. Nancy Paris
11. Holy Eucharist 10:30A Live-streamed
12. Melahn Murphy & Rev. David Nakagawa,
Evening Prayer 5:30P Live-streamed
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Ted Brookes Presents

Adult Forums: April

I

n view of COVID-19 and the state-mandated closure of public facilities including churches, there are no Sunday adult forums scheduled at St. Augustine’s for April. Instead, once we are advised that
the stay-at-home order has been rescinded or modified—allowing parishioners to gather for church
activities—forums will be announced on a weekly basis via the E-pistle email and in the pertinent
Sunday bulletins. Each announcement will comprise a specific forum date, subject matter, and
presenter.

Vestry Recap

February 17, 2021

Approved at Vestry Meeting, March 17, 2021
The meetings summarized below were conducted remotely using the Zoom application. All participants
were able to see and hear one another and to speak to each other in real time.
Interim Priest Report: Canon Joan reported on three recent events: Zoom Mardi Gras party, Ash
Wednesday streaming service and drive-by imposition of ashes. She said that planning for Holy
Week and Easter is underway with exploration of possibilities of outdoor gathering, streaming and
in-person. According to regulations by the Governor we may have in-person services at 25% of
capacity.
Clerk of the Vestry: Lauren Corson had to resign as clerk and the Vestry elected MK Sandford as
Clerk pro tem.
Senior Warden’s Report: Susan reported that the new flooring in the hallway has been installed.
She also said that Vestry notebooks are available for new Vestry members in the office and thumb
drives with updated By-Laws and Policies are being prepared.
Junior Warden’s Report: Mic is meeting with the previous Junior Warden to get up-to-date on
building and grounds and reported that repairs to the sanitizer in the kitchen will cost approximately $900 for parts and labor. She said a church volunteer work day could be used for pressure wash-
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Vestry Recap: Continued

ing sidewalks. Bill Skubi asked if the exterior of the church needs to be stained or painted and will
coordinate with Mic. Mic also said she is looking at options for replacement of the bumper block in
the parking lot which was destroyed when an unknown car hit it (along with scraping a tree…).
Social Media Assistant: The Vestry approved the Letter of Mutual Ministry Agreement for the
Social Media Assistant position.
Vestry Policies and Procedures: The Vestry reviewed the Vestry expectations and norms including
information gained from the recent Leadership Conference led by the Diocese.
Vestry Retreat Activities: In the absence of a formal Vestry Retreat due to self-isolation, subcommittees were formed to focus on essential business facing the Vestry this year.
Diocesan Leadership Conference: Vestry members discussed the sessions they attended (virtually)
at the conference led by Bishop Rickel. Discussion included best practices for financial planning,
budgeting and management, membership eligibility for the Vestry, support of clergy, etc.
Treasurer’s Report: Nancy presented the financial report for January and said that we had received
a bill for music licensing online streaming for $105. The Diocese paid the fee for all congregations
in 2020. The Vestry approved the committee for the Fiscal Year 2020 Financial Audit.
Detailed minutes are posted in the hallway off the Narthex after Vestry approval.
The next meeting of the Vestry is Wednesday, April 21, 2021 at 3P.
If the corona virus self-isolation is still in effect the meeting will be held remotely.
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Mission Sunday Offering April 2021

The HUB After School Program

DRAFT

What is The HUB After-School Program?

W

e are a safe, supervised, and supportive place for middle and high school aged youth
to socialize, play games, and be involved in healthy activities after school. Thanks
to many individual donors like you, students receive a hot meal each day. We’re also
developing programs to assist in the personal growth and maturity of our youth, so they may
be better prepared for the challenges facing them following public school. Our emphasis is on
supporting homeless, displaced, disadvantaged, and questioning teens. The HUB continues to
operate in its home of 23 years at Third & Anthes, in Langley. That space is graciously donated rent
free with all utility costs paid by Langley United Methodist Church. We would love to have you
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The HUB After School Program: Continued

visit our facility once it reopens and experience
Please know that we’re ready to welcome kids
this wonderful community resource. Thank you back the minute we have the go ahead.
in advance for your generous support!
HUB Coronavirus Support
At The HUB we prohibit discrimination in
Please help The HUB continue serving food
providing member services or hiring on the basis
to our vulnerable youth. With your monetary
of sexual orientation, gender identity, marital
donations we will ensure that teens on Whidbey
status and political ideology, as well as on the
Island are fed during the Covid outbreak . As
basis of race, gender, national origin, religion,
some social supports have diminished while our
and disabling condition. We adhere to the
families are living in quarantine, we recognize
Washington Law Against Discrimination which
the importance of providing outreach services
prohibits discrimination on the basis of marital
to our youth. We are distributing food, hygiene
status and sexual orientation.
supplies, clothing and socks!
We invite youth to engage in challenging,
enriching, and creative activities in partnership
with peers, adults and the wider community.
We empower youth to develop self-advocacy,
leadership, and life skills which create pathways
to healthy decision making and meaningful
community engagement.
We assist the work of schools and other
community agencies/organizations who provide
resources for the prevention of youth substance
abuse and violence.
We promote peace, unity and tolerance through
the use of intercultural dialogue in learning
programs and other educational efforts,
including providing information and resources,
for teachers, students and the general public.
The HUB Reopening Plan
The HUB facility had planned to reopen to
students along with the South Whidbey School
District reopening. Unfortunately, out of an
abundance of caution, the building we occupy
has not been given the go ahead for occupancy.
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Coming Back
Victory Schouten

I

Here, amazed by the life around me;
n the morning, instead of carefully reading
multiple newspapers online, I now scan the headlines I am as ecstatic as a curious child in a colorful
wild garden.
of one or two, as quickly as I can.
So much to exclaim over - so much to love.
Breathing deeply, I try not to invite
Spirit renewed, I offer up ardent prayers
fear and anger to join me for breakfast.
for the world’s healing. For my healing.
And I hold vibrant hope, like a sparrow in my hand.
Coming back to this moment has never felt
as crucial for my wellbeing.
© 2021 Victory Schouten
Back here, to my husband frying eggs,
Originally from Central Washington’s Yakima Valley, Victory Lee
and the cats playing in a sunspot.
Schouten has made her home on Whidbey Island for the past thirty

years. Long engaged in serving poetry and community, Victory has
served two terms as President of the Washington Poets Association,
and was one of the founders of the WPA’s annual Burning Word
poetry festival.

I hear the bees hidden among
the cherry blossoms, and the simple song
of the Gold Finch fills the morning air.
I care about the world’s tragedies.
My heart hurts for the suffering.
I do what I can.
Mostly what I can affect feels small –
hours volunteered, friends loved, good food
shared, kindness freely given.
When I become lost in the world’s grief,
and my fears for what might be
overtake me, I have no help to offer anyone.
When I drag my attention back to the now,
my mind’s embroidery of all that is frightening
begins to unravel – silky threads dissolve midair.
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Thanks, I Needed That.

