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From your Editor

L

ove—an anchor in times of change. That’s about as fundamental as one can get. Love is basic
to life itself—God loved what is good and right, and He chose to express it in the creation of
the universe. “For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.” (John 3:16 KJV). How does love
relate to change? Please think about any of the many transitions that we often find ourselves in—
the first day of school, new home, new address, puberty, new school, new job, loss of close family
member, marriage, divorce, birth, natural disaster (fire, flood, storms, earthquake), aging, and on
and on. Which of these experiences included someone who cared? What kind of difference did their
caring make?
Love is one of those situations that is hard to define, but you know it when you see it. Having said
this, I have to stop and think about it. True love has a certain complexity about it. I believe that is
a state of being rather than special emotion. Love is what you do as much as what you think or say,
or even feel. Somewhere in my youth, I remember my grandmother grasping my chin in her rough
and farm-scarred hands and looking reverently into my face. Some 60 years later, I don’t remember
at all what she said (if anything), but I will never forget the down-to-my-toes feeling of acceptance
that she conveyed. Fast forward 10 to 12 years, as I was preparing for college. My father, in spite of
the differences we had, decided I needed a car; so the two of us went to the nearest used car dealer
and bought one for me. Then when I was actually leaving home, he gave me a $100 bill, shook my
hand, and wished me the best of luck—this from a simple laborer who only knew hard work and
no free lunch. All the touchy-feely silliness that we usually associate with love is a result of the core
condition, not the condition itself.
I would venture to say that the bulk of our music and literature is about love. This isn’t scientific
analysis; it’s just a guess. We like to talk and think about love. Doing it is much more difficult than
just talking about it. It takes a lot of work to uproot the hate and ignorance and to remove the bad
that lies deep in our souls; but when we do, there is room for a foundation that is love—a solid
foundation that will support anything that we choose to build on it.
During this “love month” I want you all to know that I love you most dearly,
Albert
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In the Interim - Comments from Joan

T

he Baby has been born, the Wise Men have come and gone and there are only a few fir
tree needles in hidden corners of the house. The Christmas season has ended and we are
now approaching Lent. The liturgical calendar is one of continual transition, keeping
before us what grounds our faith.
A continual state of transition does not work quite as well in helping us to live our lives in real
time. To be continually in transition means in the colloquial phrase that we are “spinning our
wheels.” Transformation, on the other hand, means completing the move from what was to
the truth of what can be and what will be. Transformation moves us from a sort of limbo of
existence to a place where we create the space where we want to live. Any of you who have
moved from one home to another know how this transition/transformation process works: You
decide to move, begin to pack boxes, perhaps list the house for sale—you are in transition. That
transition continues through the identifying of a new place to live, moving in the furniture,
unpacking the boxes, finding the grocery, dentist, doctor, etc.—you are moving through the
transition. One day, the pictures are all hung, you know where the best coffee shop is located,
you have met the neighbors (and their dog), found the church, and made friends. You have
moved from transition to transformation. The new house has become a home.
St. Augustine’s is at the place in this process where we are ready to leave behind transition and
begin to talk about the transformation that is taking place. It is time to have conversations
about St. Augustine’s in 2020 and beyond. What are the hopes, dreams, and vision of the people
gathered here? How do we make those hopes, dreams, and vision a reality? How do we claim
our ministry in this place and at this time? What is God up to and how do we participate in
what God is up to? What do you see in the future of St. Augustine’s and what part do you play
in that future? These considerations and conversations are a vital part in preparing to call a new
Rector. The outcome of the work will be an essential part in the profile prepared to tell the
narrative of St. Augustine’s in-the-Woods.
Joan
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Mom and Me

I

am a caregiver. In the last 25 years, Mom and I have transitioned through several residences
and many health issues. My parents sold their final home and retired to senior living facilities in
Huntsville, Alabama: to two retirement centers and three independent apartments. When Dad
died, Mom went to assisted living and finally, a nursing home. Five downsizings—transitions in
themselves. During this time, I was also transitioning personally: I retired, sold my house, and tried
life in two different condos to be nearer to her.
For many years, it was as if I lived at Redstone Village, my mother’s home. When I wasn’t with
Mom playing bridge or presenting musical programs, I was visiting her many friends at all three
levels: independent, assisted living, and memory care. Her best friend, Angelica, was 110 when we
left Huntsville—she had outlived everyone and we were her only family.
After looking for a place to retire to—Edisto Island, Chicago, Sewanee, and Whidbey Island—I
chose Whidbey. Being a caregiver all those years had taken a toll on me and added to the stress of
my jobs. I had more and more responsibility with Mom’s care, but even more difficult than that, I
had to evaluate what her doctors and the retirement facility could not see and then I had to make
decisions on what was not understood by anyone. Mom was having constant TIAs (mini-strokes),
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and even though the signs were visible in her brain, how or why they occurred was unknown. Nor
could she stop falling because she didn’t have the ability to balance. I felt she had too many pills,
and to appease Mom and express my own concerns, I fought her doctor on some of his decisions.
I finally witnessed this mysterious TIA one day when we were playing bridge. When she wasn’t
bidding, I looked over at her and her head was down, cards still in her card holder—she was frozen.
She was awake but could not respond or move in any way. By the time the ambulance came, she
was back. I’ve since learned what causes the TIAs and how to handle them, and this would not have
been possible with so many different caregivers coming and going at the retirement home.
As her center had more cut-backs and she grew worse, I asked her one more time— would you come
and live with me? Realizing the life she would have trying to recover in Redstone Village, she finally
came to me. Her eyes looked like death, she was paralyzed on one side from her recent stroke, and
we began the struggle of recovery with home care visits.
Meanwhile, the perfect home for us came up online on Whidbey, and I was glad she would now
have some time with my brother Lee and his family, who had been across the country all these
years. My Tennessee family and her friends thought I was bonkers for moving her across country.
With constant care and monitoring, we heralded a new beginning and it has been the best thing
ever. She has Lee and his sons closer and my daughter Vikkie comes frequently. Mom has a fabulous
heart doctor who has listened to both of us and made amazing cuts in her medications, balancing
the stroke and heart meds with the finesse the opposite meds require. She loves her church, bridge,
and all the older friends she has met at Maple Ridge, Careage and Time Together, where I sing.
Mom has so far outlived Dad by 14 years. She has lived longer than anyone in her family, ever. It
is difficult to lose so many family and friends; just ask Angelica. Mom’s life has not been a fleeting
cameo. We hoped that her quality of life would improve through love and care, and it is fortunate
that the right decisions were made. I needed an opportunity to be revitalized from living in both my
home and hers, which had become very bleak and joyless. Mom has lived in constant pain for ten
years, but she has persevered. It’s as if her body is saying, “Just keep loving me and I’ll come back.”
When God sends enough pain and suffering, she will want to leave.
Transition … between the before and after. Stagnation is hideous.
It’s another mild day in paradise, signaling winter to wait. Birds chirp around our three bird feeders,
and Shanti the cat looks for the idiot one who will hit the glass and get stunned, an easy prey. The
vibrant colors are waiting to spill over, but a few flowers remain with the ones I brought inside. Fog
dominates the palate of the water and mountains in front of me. Nothing is lifeless on Whidbey
Island, and it is always changing.
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Bill Skubi

BUMPER STICKER THEOLOGY
This column gets its inspiration from fleeting moments of insight like reading the “What would Jesus Do?” bumper
sticker on the back of the car that just cut you off and nearly put you in the ditch.

Lessons From An Old Overcoat

“A

ren’t we looking cosmopolitan!” That’s the way Ann Fruechte greeted me at Christmas Eve
service at St. Augustine’s. This was already the third spontaneous compliment I had received, prompted by my decision to reach deep into my closet and wear the Harris tweed
overcoat I had inherited following my grandfather’s funeral in South Dakota.
That was 55 years ago. I was his namesake grandson, and what I had wanted was his 12-gauge
Browning pheasant gun; what I was given was an utterly amazing (though I didn’t know it at the
time), nearly new Harris tweed overcoat. For the next twelve years it served me well at Brown
University in Providence, and in England and Berlin; it shielded me from the bitter weather of
foreign climes, even keeping be warm on a Christmas week in Moscow in 1974.
Then I returned to Whidbey Island in 1976. The informal lifestyle of Levi’s jeans, flannel shirts, and
fleece didn’t leave much room for a formal overcoat, so it had lived in a dark corner of my closet for
many years. By the way, when I did put it on, I found it was sturdy and perfectly intact.
What did I learn this Christmas eve? That faith is like my grandfather’s overcoat. In contrast to most
of life’s baubles and high-tech glittering prizes, it is not diminished by age; the quality, authenticity,
and the purpose for which it is intended are instantly discernible and enduring.
Like faith, I did not earn my overcoat, but it was a gift, wisely and freely given to me from someone
I loved, who loved me before I knew and loved him. It is also something I don’t always wear, but
when I do, the value of it is self-evident and impressive to me and to others.
Life has many seasons; but when cold winds blow, don’t forget to get your Harris tweed (faith) out
of the closet—you will be glad you did.
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Elliot, now six feet tall and sporting the best
beard in Maple Valley, Washington

Carole Tyson

Growing Up

T

ransitions—everywhere we look there is one going on. Some are monumental, some go
almost unnoticed. And then one catches us by surprise—such as the rather incredible transition of a grandson from a boy to an adult . . . and a thoughtful, caring one at that.

When I was transitioning into my fourth quarter of a century (!!!!!), my 21-year-old grandson sent
me a text asking if he could come to the Island (from Maple Valley) to take me to lunch. Well, yes
please! He not only took me to lunch at Gordon’s on Blueberry Hill in Freeland, but also spent the
day with me. We went to Coupeville for ice cream, and drove around a bit. He didn’t rush to go
home either—he stayed with me and we actually had a real conversation!
That was apparently just the beginning. We had a late family Christmas celebration on New Year’s
Day at my brother’s house in West Seattle. Over the years the gift-giving has been mainly to the
kids in the family (with my daughter insisting on giving me something). I received a package from
this same thoughtful young man—again totally on his own initiative. He works almost full-time
and goes to school part-time. He had selected a door mat with interchangeable inserts: one with
flowers and one with purple in it. Does he know me? I think so! Was my heart touched? Beyond
description.
Though it’s shocking to see grandchildren grow up, it’s heartwarming to watch them turn into
delightful, caring adults. I am truly blessed.
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My Dog
and
My Faith
Jan Skubi

M

y husband and I have a dog whose name is Quincy; he is a rescued Rat Terrier. My
husband claims that Quincy and I are of the same breed. I suppose that if I were honest,
I would have to somewhat agree.

Quincy is a dog of strong opinions and emotions and freely lets us in on his views throughout the
day. He punctuates his opinions with a definite sneeze—the stronger the sneeze the more emphasis
he places on the ‘situation.’
Coming to us with a difficult background—found as a stray in Oak Harbor and clearly having been
mistreated in the past—we have little idea of his age. We have had him for over seven years. In that
time, my husband Bill has demonstrated the patience of a saint, doing everything possible to win
Quincy’s trust. Although progress has been made, Quincy remains firmly attached to me and only
me . . . despite his breaking every rule I have ever made. We both love him dearly.
Learning to work with the intelligence and emotions of this terrier breed, which has caused us to
give much thought to the approach we take with him, prompts me to consider how God interacts
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with us, His creations, His children, His loved ones. The ones “He would wish to gather as chicks
under His wings.” (Luke 13:34).
Quincy watches me for signs and listens to my voice, but while he understands a few individual
words, most of my sentences are lost to him as gibberish. He has become very anxious in his old
age and shakes with uncertainty, requiring a kind hand and reassurance. How like us he is. My
relationship with God is in many ways similar. I read His word, I pray, I try to listen, I catch a bit
of direction, but my understanding is necessarily limited because I am human and my thoughts are
not His thoughts (Isaiah 55: 8-9). Because humans are His creation, but humbly, we are not meant
to be equal with God. Yet Jesus, who was sent to us, the very Word of God brought close and in
our own form, assures us “God is good.” (Psalm 100:5, Mark 10:18). He “means only good for us.”
(Jeremiah 29:11).
In this turbulent time, with uncertainty and injustice swirling about us, we can look up to God and
ask why, as we do a little shivering from anxiety ourselves. Just as Quincy looks up into my face
when we are embarking on some unknown (to him) endeavor—not understanding where we are
going, but trusting that it will be OK—so also am I told in scripture to trust God, who only wants
the best for me.
But how then can I trust that those in high places of authority in our country and abroad will
do the right thing? I can’t trust they will. But then I read (in John 3:8) that the Wind blows on
us all, and at this point in my faith journey I see that as the Geist, the Spirit, the presence of God
as He encounters every human with the opportunity to meet and invite Him into their lives; it is
up to each of us. Each of our legislators, powerful leaders,
are moment by moment choosing. They are choosing ways
to go and who will benefit; will they choose their own
interests over the good of the people? Will they choose
justice? It is a personal moment of decision, all day, each
day for them and us.
So, if I can’t trust that they, the powerful, will necessarily
do the right thing, how can I, should I even, rest? Well,
I believe I shouldn’t ‘rest’ and stay silent in my resting. I
believe I should be making my voice for justice and love
known in ways that might have some impact. But at the
end of the day, I believe that as I raise my eyes to the God
who loves me, and though I don’t know exactly where we
are going, I can trust He knows, just as Quincy has to trust
me, even when he doesn’t really understand. Because I love
him, because God loves us.
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IN

TRANSITION
Rev. Rick Mylander

G

race and peace, St. Augustine’s in-the-Woods friends, my brothers and sisters in Christ. I
greet you in the name of Jesus, and am glad to share a bit from my perspective about congregations in transition and renewal. I’m from a small denomination called the Evangelical
Covenant Church, having served two decades as a parish pastor and another two as a regional superintendent working with nearly 100 urban and rural churches in a five-state Midwest region. I’ve
recently ‘semi-retired’ to Coupeville up the road, which has brought me into connection with several of your church’s members. I also continue in ministry doing specialized interim work in churches
that are in crisis of some sort. Though much of our work in the last five years has concentrated in
churches where there has been pastoral moral failure, we’re ministering in a church right now in
Minneapolis that is racked by division. Let me tell you—a church in division is the hardest ministry
a pastor can have. And it’s no piece of cake for the laypeople either.

My ministry as a superintendent had me working extensively with planting churches, but also
consulting with existing churches in transition or trouble, and with pastors in transition or trouble.
Thankfully, trouble was far outweighed by transition, since transition is something every modern
entity or human is faced with at all times. A quote that drove me was from a book by Bill Easum
written in the late ‘90s—“Most churches that will be effective in reaching 21st century persons for
Christ have not yet been planted, or have not yet been renewed.” That’s all that really matters in
church, isn’t it, reaching others for Christ and touching others in the name of Christ?
There’s actually no better time for a church to take a good, square look at itself in this regard
than when it’s without a permanently called pastor. Some say that a church oughtn’t try to think
strategically without a lead pastor fully engaged, but I don’t agree. And for this reason: a church
sans pastor is in a unique position to ask itself, “Are we a following, or are we a church? Are we
here because we’re gathering around this inspiring pastor who feeds us so well? Or are we here
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because we desire to be a serving, missional force in our community?” It’s only when a pastor leaves,
whether beloved or not, that a church can ruthlessly and best ask this of themselves. Are we a
following, or are we a church? Helpful also are questions like: Who have we been? But who are we
now? And what are we in process of becoming? And what do we need to become to more effectively be
the church God wants us to be here in our area? Or perhaps you’d prefer the questions be asked in this
simpler way: “What business are we in?” And, “So, how’s business?”
A church can ask all these questions in different ways. They can ask them all directly, of course,
though there’s always an element of risk to this. They can ask them more indirectly by doing a
SWOT analysis. Many of you likely are familiar with that: what are our Strengths? How about
our Weaknesses? What Opportunities are before us? And what are the things that Threaten those
opportunities?
In our Covenant denominational family, through what we call Veritas seminars, we’ve tried to help
our churches locate themselves along a congregational matrix. Veritas, of course, is Latin for truth.
And the road to better health of any kind is the ability to speak the truth about our situation and
ourselves. Renewal is impossible without it. Overweight physically? Out of shape? Not eating well?
It’s important we admit it, tell the truth and not be in denial. The same goes for church health.
We give our churches the metrics for self-determination and to identify themselves in one of four
ways:
Is our church Healthy and Missional?
Or is our church Stable?
Or is our church at a Critical Moment?
Or is our church At risk?
We all want to be healthy and missional. But are we? And what is that? Well, think of it simply.
To be healthy as a church is to be pursuing Jesus Christ—things like heartfelt worship and personal
devotion. But that’s only the half of it, because Jesus said, “He who follows me will do the work I
do.” If healthy is pursuing Christ, then missional is pursuing Christ’s priorities—mission, service,
outreach. Along the way, as a church considers the matrix, there are always surprises, things like
‘stability is no friend’ or ‘critical moment is not a bad place to be.’
So what are St. Augustine’s own healthy missional markers? Perhaps that’s a subject for another
time! But for now: Go in peace. Serve the Lord. Be the church. Whidbey Island needs it.
Rick is a spiritual director, blog writer (rickmylander.com), and veteran pastor and administrator in the Evangelical
Covenant Church. Though currently serving in Minneapolis, he and wife Gail make their home in Coupeville and
enjoy their new western Washington digs. But ask him about the best Chicago-style pizza.
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Walking with the Celtic Saints

St. Corentin
of Quimper
Ted Brookes

A

s we continue our virtual walk in the footsteps of the Celtic saints who founded the church
in Brittany, we are introduced to one of the most beloved and fascinating of the seven
monks—Saint Corentin of Quimper. He was a 5th century Breton and the patron saint of
Cornouaille in Brittany. Corentin was also the first bishop of Quimper. His selflessness and humanitarianism was well known and celebrated in France and throughout Europe.
Corentin’s life is told in a book titled “Vita de Saint Corentin,” written by Dom Plaine around
1220-1235. This publication was revised and comments were added to it, particularly after the
discovery of a book called “The Ancient Life of Saint Corentin.” “The Song of Aiquin” also invokes
his life.
Corentin was born in a region called Cornouaille armoricaine in 375. Later, he became a hermit in
the city of Plomodiern, where he was already changing lives through his devotion to people. His
selflessness was renowned across France. Through the medium of scriptures and word of mouth, his
humanitarianism was recognized throughout Europe.
When King Gradlon decided to create the Diocese of Quimper, he asked Corentin to become
its first bishop. He sent Corentin to the city of Tours so that he could be consecrated by St.
Martin. He was accompanied by his disciples, St. Guenole and St. Tudy, who were contemporaries
of Corentin.
Gradlon subsequently gave Corentin a palace on the location where Quimper Cathedral now stands.
After his death in 460, Corentin was buried in front of the altar of Quimper Cathedral. An abbey
was later dedicated to him in 1201 by King Philippe Auguste, near Mantes. Corentin is also known
in Cornwall, England where St Corentine’s Church in Cury is dedicated to him.
St. Corentin is venerated by the Roman Catholic and Easter Orthodox Churches. His feast day is
December 12th.
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Ted Brookes

Moving Toward God’s Disappearing Creatures
Extinction North Pacific RightWhale

N

orth Pacific right whales are the rarest of all large whale species and among the rarest of all
marine mammals. Right whales are baleen whales, which feed by straining huge volumes
of ocean water through their comb-like baleen plates that trap krill and small fish. They
feed from spring to fall and even in winter in certain areas. Their primary food sources are zooplankton, and unlike some other baleen whales, right whales are skimmers, i.e., they feed while
moving with their mouth open through patches of zooplankton. North Pacific right whales can
weigh up to 100 tons and grow from 45 to 64 feet long. Their normal lifespan is at least 70 years.
Contemporary sightings of right whales have mostly occurred in the central North Pacific and Bering
Sea. Sightings have been reported as far southeast as central Baja California, as far west as Hawaii, and
as far north as the Bering Sea and the Sea of Okhotsk.
Since 1991, right whales have been observed repeatedly in their critical habitat in the southeastern
Bering Sea during summer months. Migration patterns of the North Pacific right whales are
unknown. However, it is thought that the whales spend the summer in far northern feeding grounds
and migrate south to warmer waters during the winter.
From 1965 to 1999, years during which Russia harvested North Pacific right whales illegally, there
were only 82 sightings of right whales in the entire North Pacific, with the majority of those occurring
in the Bering Sea and nearby areas of the Aleutian Islands. Calving grounds have not been found in
the eastern North Pacific, but worldwide, most right whale nursery areas are in shallow coastal waters.
North Pacific right whales have been listed as endangered under the Endangered Species Act since
1970. There are no reliable estimates of current populations or trends for right whales in the North
Pacific. The North Pacific right whale population is very small, probably in the hundreds. Most
sightings have been of single whales, though some small groups have also been sighted.
Commercial whaling greatly reduced right whale populations in the Pacific Ocean. Whaling is no
longer a threat, but human-caused occurences such as entanglement in fishing gear and marine debris,
vessel strikes (the primary cause of death in right whales), impacts from climate change (reduced
zooplankton due to warmer waters), ocean noise, and biotoxins from harmful algal blooms, continue
to endanger this species.
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During the summer
of 2019, Kevin Sandri,
at the invitation of his
neighbors, hiked with
them across Spain
via The Camino de
Santiago. The following,
the third of a three part
series, is his story.

Pilgrimage
Part III
Kevin Sandri

I think of the Camino in three segments. The first part is for the body. Those first ten days for us
were physical conditioning. We got in shape rapidly by climbing every day. The next part of the
Camino is for your mind. After the Pyrenees, we had mostly mile after mile of farmland and rolling
hills in front of us. In this section we were hiking. We were
now stronger and feeling a bit confident, but we all struggled
with the massive distance we still had to tackle. During these
days, we had to endure and convince ourselves that we were
going to complete the 500 miles. It was difficult to hike about
18 miles every day and feel like you are getting somewhere.
However, during these middle days, we started to see more
pilgrims, maybe ten or so per day on the trail, and then 15 to
20 in the city where we were staying. We would hear stories
of pilgrims falling and breaking bones, of blisters, of sprained
ankles, even of heart attack resulting in death. Those stories
made us double our resolve to complete the hike. Our minds
were made up.
Once we got to our evening destination, we would eat dinner, check into our hotel, and then
find the local laundromat. To keep our packs light, we only carried three sets of clothes. We had
to find a laundromat at least every other day, but there were many. The laundromats in Spain are
wonderful. They are inexpensive and they supply soap and fabric softener.
Many times we would be eating dinner at the same restaurant with other pilgrims. ‘The Camino
will provide.’ Because we were pilgrims, restaurants would offer us meals at reduced prices. For
about $13 we would get a salad or soup and an entrée of either fish, beef, or pork. Included was a

16

bottle of wine, water, bread, dessert, and coffee.
The food was fantastic! My favorite was a local
delicacy of potatoes and octopus which just
melted in your mouth.
We usually walked with about 50 to 75 yards
between us due to our individual natural strides.
One very hot day, I failed to see a yellow arrow
sign while lost in thought and hiked by myself
in the wrong direction for about two hours.
When I came upon a locked gate, I realized
something was wrong; I was really lost. I turned
around to search for the yellow arrow. I walked
for two more hours and found my mistake.
It was now later in the day and there were no
pilgrims in the vicinity. I tightened my pack
and got going. I figured my neighbors were
somewhere up ahead. Exhausted, I met up with
them at the end of the day, after covering about
26 miles and about 2500
feet of elevation up and
down. We discussed how
I needed to keep my head
up to watch for the yellow
arrows in the future.

As pilgrims, we were granted a huge discount
to visit the Cathedral and its museums. On
the outside, the Cathedral was like so many
churches we had seen along our trek, but inside
was a very different story. The reredos behind
the altar was magnificent, but that wasn’t what
was most amazing. Upstairs in the museum was
the shroud of Oviedo. This shroud is purported
to be the one that covered Christ’s head after
his death while still on the cross. The shroud is
mentioned in John’s gospel. I was overwhelmed
that it was on display. Many people haven’t
heard of this shroud, but research on it is very
convincing. Seeing the shroud of Oviedo was
my Camino moment.

The Primitivo Camino was the original Way. It
was traversed by Alfonso II of Asturias in about
the year 800. He was the first pilgrim to travel
to Compostela, where the
purported remains of St.
James had been discovered.
Alfonso verified that it was
the apostle, and ordered
that a cathedral be built.
So originated the final
Climb ... hike ... walk!
destination of what became
Once we got our heads in
the Camino de Santiago,
the game, we were ready
the Road of St. James. Even
to sprint to the finish. At
though the Primitivo has
this point we were in shape
the most difficult terrain
and we knew Santiago de
of the Camino routes, we
Compostela was close.
were now walking with
We were still about 180
Oviedo Cathedral Reredos
confidence.
miles away, but that was
The third segment of the
nothing, because we had
Camino is for the heart. I spent hours thinking
already covered 320 miles. We departed the
of my parents, beautiful wife, and children. It
coast and headed inland to the city of Oviedo.
was easy to get lost in wonderful memories as we
This was where we were going to change routes
walked toward our final goal. During these last
and start on the Primitivo Camino to Santiago
de Compostela. While in Oviedo we wanted to days it was emotional just thinking of our great
journey. Even now as I write I’m bubbling with
visit the Cathedral. ‘The Camino will provide.’
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Pilgrimage continued

thoughts of family and friends that helped me along the Way.
Every day I complained, “Up, up, up!” Finally, I was silenced. On one of our longest, steepest
climbs of nearly 11 miles, I came upon a sweet Spanish family: Mom, dad, and three kids maybe
14, 12, and 10 years old, and a black Labrador retriever. ‘The Camino will provide.’ The father told
his youngest daughter, who spoke a little English, to offer me water and fruit. I told them that I
was fine and I offered fruit and nuts to them. At this point in my exhausted state, I realized that the
father was blind and that the Lab was his seeing eye dog. From then on, I was determined never
again to complain about anything on the Camino.
On our final day after 36 days, we got up early and we flew—at least it felt like it—as we walked
into Santiago de Compostela. It had been 508 miles of the most difficult climbing, hiking, and
walking in my life. We visited the Cathedral and saw the ossuary of St. James. There were hundreds
of pilgrims in the square. We felt that we had conquered the world. We sat for hours watching the
faces of the pilgrims as they came through the tunnel into the square. We applauded each one and
shouted ‘Buen Camino!” Their smiles were as big as ours. We were members of a private club who,
at that moment, genuinely loved everything in the world.
Here I am tearing up again with the memories. I vow today
I will do it again. I will make the pilgrimage to Santiago just
to share that feeling of accomplishment and camaraderie with
my fellow pilgrims. I will again join that happy tribe that
spans the globe and unites me with pilgrims through 1,200
years of time. I will start at a different location and walk a
different trail, but I know I will experience the same feelings I
found on the climb/hike/walk. Buen Camino!

Kevin Sandri is a retired Army officer who was raised Catholic
and grew up in Bangkok, Thailand. He has lived on Whidbey
Island for 20 years and his passions are cooking, travel, and
antiques.

Cathedral at Santiago de Compostela
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something like a prayer
Suzanne Beaumont

something like a prayer,
Tift Merritt said.
Did she mean her melody,
her poem, or her love?
something like a prayer
is a way to express
the inexpressible perfection
of, well, anything, anything at all.
something like a prayer
is how I feel in family moments
without strife or expectation
that stand on their own, and are so good.
something like a prayer
is even more than that…
they are those moments that proceed
one by one, invisible until it is their turn.
something like a prayer
lives in the mundane…
the first sip of coffee,
the feel of Buddy’s fur, warm and steady.
something like a prayer
is how I see the struggles
of my children for what they are…
growing and revealing.

a vision just out of focus,
a song just out of earshot
that disappears altogether
in the pursuit
but lingers, as clues will.
something like a prayer
is in everything beautiful,
the way it stops time
then starts it again
in a different dimension.
something like a prayer
is understanding, knowing,
syncing, connecting, which is,
of course, the work of beauty.
something like a prayer
is the glint of water
on the fibers of the cast net:
all promise, but with
the reminder that God
and the fishes we seek
have a say in how that
net comes down, to rewet
the strings that once
grew in white bolls,
soft with becoming, in fields
dusty and quiet, full of history,
full of story, full of mystery,
each boll becoming something else,
just like us.

something like a prayer
is what I find
in the rhythms of my body:
my breath, my steps, my swinging arms
just before I disappear.
something like a prayer
is in the memories
of feelings that have always
felt old…a portal,
a connection, a seam,
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In-House @ St.Augie’s
REFLECTIONS
Rev. Dr. Chris Breuninger

What Matters Most

W

hen Jesus envisioned what his followers should be known for, he did not say “you shall
know them by their knowledge,” nor did he say “by this shall people know you are my
disciples: by your generosity, service, and prayer.” Instead, he said “you will be known
by your love.” (John 13:35). Love is not just one virtue among many in Christian theology, it is the
core of all knowing and being for those who follow Jesus. Love is to be the primary distinction of
our witness and our life together. With God, love matters most.
Made in the image of a loving God, we are created out of love to love. The apostle John, in his first
letter, writes “God is love, and those who abide in love abide in God, and God abides in them.” (1
Jn 4:16). To bear the character of God is to have love hardwired into our essential nature. The more
we are formed by the character of God, the more loving we will become. We are created to love.
The great twelfth century Dominican Thomas Aquinas made the startling assertion that love is
the fundamental power behind the created order. Just as physicists probe sub-atomic structure to
identify the basic forces and particles that make up this physical universe, so Aquinas probed to the
depths of Christian theology to identify the driving energy behind creation itself. In the end, Aquinas argued, everything is grounded in love, since all creation reflects the character of the one who
made it. He suggested that we are not only made to love, we are made of love.
Receiving God’s love and learning to love like God is our great life-long task. Do you want to become more loving? Begin by accepting your core identity as being deeply loved by God (“Live a life
of love, just as Christ loved us.” [Ephesians 5:2]). Do you need to forgive someone who hurt you?
Consider how you’ve been forgiven. (“Forgive one another just as in Christ God has forgiven you.”
[Ephesians 4:32]). Or perhaps you just need to show some patience with someone who irritates you.

20

Then drink deep from the patience, kindness, and love that God has toward you.
The love we are most familiar with is a love that draws us to a person because we find them to be attractive. The Greeks called this érōs, to describe our attraction to that which will satisfy our desires
or fulfill our appetites. Eros is not all bad, but eros alone is too unstable to satisfy. When our life is
driven by eros, we become trapped in a contest to prove that we are smart enough, strong enough,
clever enough, or spiritual enough to desire being loved.
Created out of love, we crave more, and God’s love is much more. God’s love creates value in what
God loves. God’s love turns us into priceless treasures, empowering us to live in the light of God’s
love revealed in Jesus by forgiving those who have hurt us and welcoming those who have betrayed
us. Impossible? Yes. We cannot produce that extraordinary love, but we can embrace God’s love
given freely in Jesus and we can seek, with God’s help, to love like God.
Maybe you’re hungry for love. Maybe you’ve been deeply hurt and now you’re alone, wondering,
“does anyone love me?” The answer is yes—God loves you: Personally, powerfully, passionately.
Others have promised and failed, but God has promised and succeeded. And God’s love can meet
you and fill you with a love worth giving.
I hope this issue of The Light roots you more deeply in the love God demonstrated in Jesus. May the
amazing love of God bring you joy, and may it bear fruit for the glory of God.

How often have I desired to
gather your children together
as a hen gathers her brood
under her wings, and you
were not willing!
Luke 13:34
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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
M.K. Sandford Junior Warden
Nancy Ruff Treasurer

GARDENS

VESTRY

Beverly Babson Coordinator

Dick Hall, M.K Sandford, , Marilyn Hill,
Chris Breuninger, Susan Sandri, Joan Johnson,
Meade Brown, Barry Haworth, Celia Metz Clerk

Stephen Schwarzmann Chair

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

TABULATORS
Br. Richard Tussey Lead Tabulator

Diana Klein Contact

COLUMBARIUM
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

LECTORS

INTEGRITY

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

Mic Kissinger Convener

MISSION SUNDAY OFFERING

EUCHARISTIC VISITORS

Brian Reid Chair

Albert Rose, Margaret Schultz, Diane Lantz

STEWARDSHIP

WORSHIP LEADERS

Dann Jergenson Chair

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

QUIET TIME

ALTAR GUILD

Chris Lubinski Convener

SCHOLARSHIP

Frank Shirbroun Contact

CHOIR
David Locke Parish Musician

SOPHIA SINGERS
Melisa Doss, Carole Hansen Coordinators

EDUCATION FOR MINISTRY

Joan Johnson Chair

ADULT FORUMS
Ted Brookes Director

CARING MINISTRY
Eileen Jackson Chair

Melisa Doss Mentor
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February Calendar
EVENTS

BIRTHDAYS

1. Karen Davenport, Salish Sea Concert 7:30P

ANNIVERSARIES

15. Muriel Locke, Underground Concert 7:30P

3. Jillian Hershberger & Frederic Hostetler,
Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P, Classical Guitar Concert 7P

17. Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P
18. Mary Lidral, Marv & Sue Idso, Quiet Time
for Meditation 7P

4. Quiet Time for Meditation 7P

19. Vestry Meeting 4:30P, Narcotics Anonymous
7P

5. Narcotics Anonymous 7P
7. Lucy Brown, Rev. Dorian McGlannan, Olof
Sander
8. Rob Anderson

20. Caring Ministry Meeting 1:30P
21. Teresa Di Biase
22. Lance Lidral, Dr. Carol & Jay Ryan

9. Amy Breuninger

24. Brian Reid, Rev. David & Wendy Close,
Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P

10. Diane Schwarzmann, Fireside Spirituality
10A, Evensong 5:30P

25. Quiet Time for Meditation 7P

11. Larry Laissue, Quiet Time for Meditation 7P
12. Narcotics Anonymous 7P

26. Homer Davenport, Linda Lim-Du, Ash
Wednesday, Narcotics Anonymous 7P

13. Kyra Levit

27. Cathy Haworth

14. Laura Colton

28. Mary McMurtry

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: February

J

anuary has seemingly passed by in a flash. Here we are suddenly
in February and Easter is right around the corner. Usually, I tend
to focus on February as the “love” month, with St. Valentine’s Day
and the accompanying cards, candy, and flowers on full display. It’s always appropriate to reinforce
our love for family, friends, and neighbors, not just on that particular day, but all year round. This
February, however, I would like to take a page out of Church doctrine and custom as well as from
our Interim Rector Rev. Canon Joan Anthony’s playbook, focusing on examining our spiritual life
and how we might strengthen it.
I hope our Sunday adult forum slate for February might provide some tools and ideas to assist us
in that examination. For the first two Sundays, we will be treated to special lectures by our friend
Tom Johnson, who will talk about the many scoundrels we find throughout the Bible. The third
Sunday will be a continuation of our Bible series “Jesus and the Gospels.” This particular episode
will highlight the mysteries surrounding the paradoxical Jesus as reflected in Mark’s Gospel. The
last Sunday will also be a special treat as Canon Joan will lead us on the beginning of a spiritual
trek into Lent with the holy destination of Easter at trail’s end.
Specific forum dates, subject matter, and presenters are provided below:
2 February - Scoundrels of the Old Testament. How many scoundrels in the Old Testament can
you name? Do we have enough time to identify them all? Is God sometimes a scoundrel? Come
and find out the answers to these mind-numbing questions. Be prepared to be professionally led
into the labyrinth of the Old Testament. Tom Johnson presents.
9 February - Scoundrels of the New Testament. Surely there are no scoundrels in the New
Testament. But wait, there’s more! What do we learn from all these villainous knaves? Our
resident Biblical authority knows and he may tell. Tom Johnson presents.
16 February - Gospel of Mark—Good News in Mystery. This lecture examines the powerful
and paradoxical Jesus created by Mark. For humans, it is a mystery that both attracts and
repels. Teresa Di Biase presents.
23 February - Introduction to Lent. Lent is a time in the Church year when we pause to examine
our spiritual life. Ash Wednesday begins the season and there are 40 days of Lent until the
celebration of Easter. It’s a time for special penance and other observances. Come to the Sunday
adult forum to talk about what some of the traditional Lenten practices are, and also to perhaps
share a few that have special meaning for you. Rev. Canon Joan Anthony presents.
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Vestry Recap

December 18, 2019

Approved at Vestry Meeting, January 16, 2020
Interim Report: Rev. Canon Joan Anthony indicated that she is visiting both shut-in parishioners and
others at their request. She has ordered multiple copies of A Spirituality of Fundraising, by Henri Nouwen,
to be discussed at the Vestry retreat in February. She also stated that she wishes to have some of our parishioners attend the Bishop’s Leadership Conference in April at Fort Worden Conference Center and the
Congress for Congregational Development in the summer. Regarding Adult Faith Formation, Canon Joan
has spoken with Ted Brookes and Teresa Di Biase about additional opportunities, including a canvas labyrinth set up in Campbell Hall, as well as a “Silent Day.”
Senior Warden’s Report: Susan Sandri indicated that Letter of Mutual Ministry Agreement (LOMMA)
reviews have been completed and are under review by the Parish Chancellor. Susan will petition the Bishop by formal correspondence to approve Canon Joan’s request to defer a cost of living allowance in 2020,
because no other employees will be given a pay raise in 2020. Finally, Susan reviewed the plan for the Annual Parish Meeting on December 29. Following the election of new Vestry members, there will be a short
questionnaire regarding the Coffee Hour Ministry.
Buildings and Grounds: The Vestry approved allocation of the remaining funds in the 2019 5% withdrawal to: retractable awning for the patio, not to exceed $20,000; removal and disposal of playground
equipment, NTE $2K; upgrade to energy efficient windows, NTE $4K; shed/office (“Shoffice”) project,
NTE $5K. The Vestry also approved the deposit in the Evangelism & Outreach Fund of any unspent
funds following project completions. Finally, Junior Warden MK Sandford asked the Vestry to consider
additional capital improvements in 2020 to provide greater accessibility and accommodation.
Prayer Shawl Ministry: Because of questions regarding donations to the Ministry, the Vestry approved a
Prayer Shawl Ministry Fund to receive donations. The establishment of the Fund is contingent upon approval of Policies and Procedures (P&P) that delineate how the fund will be managed.
Endowment Fund Withdrawal: The Vestry approved the Endowment Committee recommendation for
the 2020 total withdrawal of $42,444, with the first withdrawal of $16,000. The Vestry allocated $12,000
to Mission Sunday Offering and $4,000 to the Scholarship Fund. An allocation of $12,000 was approved
for MSO matching funds. Usage of the remainder will be determined by the Vestry per the Plan of
Operation.
Monthly Financial Review: Treasurer Nancy Ruff reviewed the 11/30/19 budget report and noted that
several areas continue to be either over budget or may be overspent before the end of the year. There was
discussion about the pros and cons of using unrestricted bequests to cover expenses that exceed the Buildings & Grounds budget. It was agreed that the approach does not provide the congregation accurate insight into the true cost of maintaining our facility.
Upcoming Events: Combined Service 9:30A and Parish Annual Meeting Part II following, January 19;
Vestry Retreat, February 7-8.
More detailed minutes are posted in the hallway off the Narthex after Vestry approval.
The next meeting of the Vestry is Thursday, January 16, 2020 at 1:30P in the Parish Hall.
Meetings of the Vestry are open to all parishioners.
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Mission Sunday Offering February 2020

Rebuilding a home in Galveston, TX

February, a Month to Remember Those in Need

C

ongregations are invited to commemorate Episcopal Relief & Development Sunday on
the first Sunday in February. At the 2009 General Convention, Lent was officially designated as a time to encourage dioceses, congregations, and individuals to remember and support the life-saving work of Episcopal Relief & Development. All Episcopalians are encouraged to
join together with Episcopal Relief & Development throughout the Lenten season to pray for those
living in need.
For us at St. Augustine’s, the entire month of February will focus on ER&D as our Mission Sunday
Offering recipient. Remember that your gifts will be increased by money from endowment fund
earnings. At ER&D, 86% of your dollars support programs that improve the lives of others.
Please consider an offering in support of ER&D’s mission to assist people impacted by poverty
worldwide. All gifts will be designated to Episcopal Relief & Development’s Global Needs Fund.
This fund enables the agency to reach those most in need around the world.
To learn more about Episcopal Relief & Development, go to www.er-d.org. There you will find a
wealth of information and success stories.
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Editor’s note: Elaine Ludtke submitted this prayer, which was written in the 1960s by Therzey
Jensen, one of the founding members of St. Augustine’s. For years it was prayed at Vestry
meetings, annual parish meetings, and always at the start of Trash and Treasure Sales. Until
2004 it was printed on the last page of our annual church directory.

O

Lord of Life, give us a true sense of values. Help us to know
when to be active in serving and when to rest quietly before
you. Give us, O Lord, the grace of knowing when to stop, lest
frayed nerves and criticizing tempers be the price we pay for anxious
industry. Save us from judging one another; help us to remember that
few of us ever are wholly wrong or wholly right. Preserve us, we pray,
from insisting that others be righteous only in our own way. Let us, in
the rhythm of work and worship, choose by your grace that good portion which neither time nor eternity can take away. In Christ’s Name
we pray. Amen.
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4 AM
This is the hour when

monks rise to pray

When the heart-shattered

everywhere cry out

Plaintive cries of help me I am cold
Who is dying

help my sister

help this world awake

with People sleeping

in the pain of birth this night

With few attending

hope descending

Prayers ascending

in feeble chorus

In this hour

wrested from the snoring.

Soul awake

meeting at the altar

Of this moment

aware that somewhere

Upon this sentient sphere
Heat of day somewhere

it is always
summer as it is

Winter somewhere

always turning

Towards night into

day light into dark.

Only in this illusion

of the quiet hour

Before sunrise
Suspended
Of each

is the supplicant
exposed to the terror

passing breath

Whether inspired
One with both

or expired
the living and the dead.

Bill Skubi, February 2019
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