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 From Your Editor

I thought that “opportunity” would be an easy and pleasant topic to expound upon. Little did 
I know how a pandemic changes everything. But I guess when we explore the nature of value 
and importance, this is the point; some things just demand more attention than others. Saint 

Augustine’s Parish has been exploring the dynamics of change in light of a search for a new rector, 
a CEO-kind of person to lead our community. But we have been presented with a situation far 
greater than who is going to be our next priest. This big deal not only implies change in our church, 
but also in our national and global culture. How are we going to, or how do we need to, relate to 
each other? What kind of leadership and direction do we need (both locally and universally)? What 
direction are our lives going to take when this is all said and done? These are the kinds of questions 
that our country has already been asking itself, with different factions all vying for dominance with 
their own set of answers. COVID-19 requires answers.

As an artist, I am very aware that not everything is black or white. There is white—the presence of 
all light. There is black—the absence of all light. In between these two states there are an infinite 
number of gray values that contain various amounts of each of the extremes. These increments of 
gray are referred to as values. We, humanity, and all of creation are part of this pan-value view. At 
Jesus’ transfiguration he was clothed in “dazzling white,” a sign of his purity and perfection. There 
was nothing black (missing) in his holiness. The first chapter of Genesis tells what it was like before 
the creation, Now the earth was a formless void, there was darkness over the deep. (Genesis 1:2a, The 
Jerusalem Bible, 1966). When was the last time that you visited a paint store to buy a can of white? I 
would wager that you were confronted by an overwhelming selection of different whites. Do you want 
Alabaster or Pearly White? In order to make the distinctions there has to be a tiny amount of gray 
value included in the white. Often it is only noticeable with side to side comparisons, but it is there. 

What I am trying to say is that God makes all the difference. He is either here or not. He either 
exists or doesn’t. He either cares or doesn’t. He is the Alpha and the Omega. He is the Black and 
the White. All else falls in between in an infinite array of grays, even for those wearing white hats or 
black hats.

COVID-19 doesn’t care what color our hats are, but it does care how well we listen to the wisdom 
in our community. Do we care if our neighbor gets sick? Are we washing our hands and wearing 
face coverings to help prevent that from happening? What’s more important: Sunday church 
with potential and unwitting contact with the virus, or shelter at home for a time of solitude and 
protection for both our neighbors and ourselves? If and as we take care of our neighbors, we will 
have all the opportunity we could ever want.

Stay safe and healthy,

Albert
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In the Interim - Comments from Joan

As I sit to write this piece for the May issue of The Light, it is Holy Saturday, the day before 
Easter.  I have to smile when I realize that the theme for this issue concerns opportunities 
in change.  For the disciples of Jesus, in Jerusalem after the horrible day of crucifixion, it 

must have been a day of stunned disbelief.  The Messiah had died and all was lost, or so it seemed.  
Certainly everything seemed to have changed.  The very next day, stunned disbelief changed into 
joyous wonder.  Mary Magdalene tells the rest that she has seen the Lord.  The two travelers to 
Emmaus report that they too have encountered Jesus on the road.  For the disciples, there was a 
sudden change from despair to hope.  But they had no idea what the change might mean.  Jesus 
told them to go to Galilee, where the ministry had begun.  Jesus promised to meet them there.

By the time you read this issue of The Light, we may be coming to the end of the “stay at home” 
order.  We may be able to see a time coming when we are back to worship and ministry as it had 
been before the pandemic hit.  It is at that moment when we will find ourselves at a crossroads.  
Will we have waited out this time apart simply as a pause in what we have always done, or will we 
use this time apart to think about what is important to us at St. Augustine’s and what opportunities 
for change we might have discovered?

Some things will not have changed. You will still be in an interim period, a period of preparation 
for calling a new Rector.  There will be many decisions to be made in planning for this call.  What 
do you want the future of St. Augustine’s to be?  Where are you headed next?  The pause, this 
time when we cannot meet together physically, can be a time of reflection and honest questioning 
about the future.  We are forced by the circumstances to take a “time-out.”  As that time ends, we 
have the chance to be intentional in considering our future.  What have we learned by being apart?  
What is essential to the mission and ministry of St. Augustine’s and how do we pursue that mission 
and ministry? 

Joan
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Faith Step for May
Are you in an anxious, vulnerable place 
right now? Entrust your fears to Jesus 
today, knowing that He promises to fill 
you with His perfect peace.

You will keep in perfect peace those 
whose minds are steadfast, because 
they trust in You.  Isaiah 26:3 (NLT)

From Mornings with Jesus 2020: Daily 
Encouragement for Your Soul, used with 
permission of Guideposts 
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The town of Warsaw is nestled in one of the deep glacial valleys of central New York, which 
run north toward Lake Ontario, creating basins for the Finger Lakes.  Main Street is a state 
highway, running in the direction of the valley, and another highway crosses the town east 

to west, descending and ascending the steep hills.

Todd was born in Warsaw early in the twentieth century.  Being only peripherally acquainted with 
the family, I have no idea how she got her nickname, or what her real name was. Her father was a 
prosperous dairy farmer on the highlands east of the town.

On the hill west of Warsaw there was a prosperous horse farm.  The tall, handsome son of the 
family, Herman, caught Todd’s eye, and both somehow knew that when they met, she had found 
“her man.”  Though they never had children of their own, Todd taught kindergarten for many 
decades.  She “always loved the little ones.”

The mid-fifties found Herm and Todd in Santa Barbara, where Herm owned a gasoline station in a 
busy downtown location.  They had built a new home in the Hope Ranch neighborhood, on a bluff 
overlooking the Channel Islands and the endless, sunny Pacific.  Herm bought Todd a top of the 
line Hammond Concert model organ, the one with concave pedalboard and two 32’ stops, complete 
with Leslie speaker.  It was placed next to the large living-room window.  Todd played it every day.

During the nineties, I lived in and around Santa Barbara.  At the First United Methodist Church, 
we had a beautiful Aeolian-Skinner organ, and we decided to do a series of noon recitals each 
Wednesday during Lent.  These recitals continued until this year.

I was passing out fliers among the stores and offices in the vicinity of the church.  In one attorney’s 
office, as I was speaking to the receptionist, a voice rang out from an inner office “Did someone say 
ORGAN?”

Todd
Herm

a n d

David Locke
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The lawyer, named Jeremy, came out to the counter.  He had elderly clients in Hope Ranch who 
had an organ.  He was their guardian and executor.  He wondered if I would look at the organ and 
see if it was worth anything.

I had been somewhat involved with the theater organ folks in Santa Barbara who gathered around 
the Wonder Morton organ in the Arlington Theatre on Saturday mornings, and I had been playing 
some pop tunes out of piano books.  I played a few times for Elderhostel tour groups.  I had also 
helped with the installation of a new rank of pipes, a Concert Flute Celeste 8’, to add to an already 
luxurious four-manual stoplist.

So, piano books in hand, I went with Jeremy for a visit with Herm and Todd, and Herm’s sister 
Helen, who also lived there.  I started up the Hammond, still as good as the day it arrived—those 
things are indestructible—and got into a few tunes.  Immediately it was like a party. People were 
talking and laughing.  Helen brought out cookies and lemonade.  Todd invited us to stay for dinner.  
I asked her to play something, but she politely declined.

As we left, Jeremy stared at me wide-eyed and exclaimed, “Did you see that?”

“What, Jeremy?”

He explained that he had been trying to find a way to improve Todd’s life.  In her nineties, she 
normally sat in a world of her own, gazing out over the ocean, never speaking.  When the music 
started, she came out of her trance, started talking, and became sociable again.  Would I be willing 
to go every week and play for her?  For, say, fifty dollars?

Would I!  Even then, that was money.  I was an impecunious mid-life graduate student working on 
some elusive degree at UCSB.  Every gig I could find helped me get through the month.

For a little over two years I kept my weekly tryst with Todd.  When she saw me, her face would 
light up and she would say, “oh, here’s my music man!”  Just like my grandma used to say, “Here’s 
my Davy-boy!”  I would play the great old songs of the ‘30s and ‘40s, usually ending with “Sleepy 
Time Gal.”

Once or twice, when Helen and Herm were out, and the housekeeper and gardener were away on a 
Sunday, I would spend the whole afternoon with Todd.  That is when I learned about her early years 
and her middle years.  I asked her if she had children of her own.  She thought carefully and finally 
answered, she didn’t think so.  “But I always loved the little ones.”

When she passed away, Jeremy invited me to play for the ceremony held in their home.  About a 
year later, I was called once more for Herm’s memorial.  Since then I’ve heard no more.

Fr. Michael Ryan, rector of St. James Cathedral in Seattle, speaking to a convention of organists 
once said, “While we make music, music makes us.”  Truly, I believe, it connects the mind to the 
soul. It connects time to eternity. 
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In the Gospel of Matthew, Jesus tells his disciples that where “two or three are gathered in my 
name, I am there among them.” (Matt. 18:20).  Gathered in community to worship and to 
support one another—this is central to our understanding of church and of Christianity.  It has 

been said that it is not possible to be a Christian alone.  And so when the “stay at home” order from 
Governor Inslee was issued, and church gatherings were not permitted in the usual way, being to-
gether became a challenge.  How would we maintain our connections in this time apart?  I am not 
referring to the time when we cannot gather as a “shut-down”.  The church, the Body of Christ at 
St. Augustine’s, continues and is not shut down.  The building is closed, which is inconvenient, but 
the church continues to be present in witness and ministry.

My original intention some weeks ago—“before”—was to write an article for The Light proposing that the 
time of “transition” was coming to a close and that we were moving into the time of transformation.  My 
thesis was that we should not move “on” until we had been transformed.  My view was that transformation 
was not a one-time event but a continual process.  Transformation is in many ways another word for 
growth.  Well, as they say, the best laid plans …. With the COVID-19 virus, we have found our way of 
being together transformed, literally overnight.

There is an expression that originated during the development of air travel—“flying by the seat of one’s 
pants.”  That is descriptive of how I have been attempting to be priest among you in this time.  It is in many 
ways instinctual, bringing forth ideas and methods that I had never thought of before.  The core of what we 
are doing to stay connected is communication.  I am learning to do things I had hoped to get out of ever 
having to learn.  That was my plan, and God laughed.

One of the first things I realized is that we have two nearly universal means of communicating and (in a 

Cocooning Our 
Way through 
Difficult Times

The Rev. Canon Joan Anthony
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sense) being together.  Nearly everyone in the parish has an Internet connection and is able to receive emails 
and access the parish website.  And so I began to send out emails.  Most mornings this is a “Thought for 
the Day,” something I am thinking about that I hope you will find interesting as well.  When the television, 
newspapers, and news sources are filled with stories of what we are all facing, my hope is to provide a respite 
from that and another avenue of thought.  

Early in the time when social distancing became the watchword, I received volumes of information, some 
valuable, some bogus, most repetitive.  I quickly realized that to send out each piece to you would be a flood 
of information and not helpful.  For that reason, I determined to send out a summary of information at 
the end of the day.  Susan Sandri, our Senior Warden, thought to ask MK Sandford to be the information 
gatherer for the pandemic news.  She monitors several sources and does fact-checks on whatever I receive 
from other sources.  She is going to provide summaries for the “This is What I Know” brief on a periodic 
basis as well.

Soon after it became apparent that we could not be in the church for a period of time, Lucy Brown, our 
child-care provider, came to me with the idea of videos for the parish.  Many of the larger congregations, 
the National Cathedral, and St. Mark’s in Seattle were providing worship services through live streaming.  
Good as these were, they were not “us.”  And so we developed a way through YouTube to provide videos 
of services, which we continue to do.  Wednesday is the healing service and Sunday a worship service with 
lessons and sermon.  We’ve added music and sometimes a “virtual” choir.

The other universal tool that we have in our parish is the telephone.  Two members of the Caring 
Committee, Cathy Haworth and Kathryn Beaumont, further developed a neighborhood directory and 
arranged for telephone calls to parishioners near and far.  You can participate in this ministry, picking up the 
telephone and calling someone or several someones just to connect.  Pour a cup of coffee or tea and chat.

As people are adjusting to this new way in which we must for a time be church, more ideas are being 
suggested.  Creativity is coming forth and people are getting involved.  In addition to YouTube videos, we 
now have a closed Facebook page that many are finding useful, and conduct online meetings via Zoom.  
People are working hard to help us stay community even when we cannot be physically present to one 
another.

I cannot say enough about the commitment and willingness of the staff of St. Augustine’s.  We are all 
working from home where possible and only going to the church when absolutely necessary.   They have all 
been supportive of me and, most important, supportive of you.  I also want to recognize the members of the 
Vestry and other leaders who are putting in long hours from home, doing the business of the congregation.

And I want to acknowledge all of the work that is going on out of sight.  People are willing and have pitched 
in to meet needs in our community, both St. Augustine’s and beyond.  The list is too long to mention here. 
Keep up the good work.

I am thinking of this time as one of cocooning, a time when we are becoming something different, 
something stronger and more vibrant.  At the end of the time of cocooning the butterfly emerges.  I can’t 
wait to see what we look like when this period is over.
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Resurrection, Redemption, Atonement, and Salvation are the big ideas of the Christian faith; 
but what do they really mean? Two quarters studying the medieval scholastic philosophers 
under Professor Carolyn Bynum taught me that greater minds of greater faith than mine ar-

gued over the meaning of these words for the first two hundred years of the university system that still 
reigns supreme today.

Fascinating arguments, sometimes with consequences as serious as excommunication, burning at 
the stake and castration, and 30-years wars; but arguments that were never really settled over the 
intervening 800 years.

In 1867 the first modern American poet, Walt Whitman, struggled to make sense of these ideas in 
the light of his recent experience. During the Civil War, Whitman worked as a nurse caring for the 
wounded; he penned many a last letter home for soldiers who died under his care. The two years 
immediately following the war he witnessed and helped with the monumental work of a huge army 
of freed slaves and ex-Confederate soldiers who exhumed and cataloged the hastily buried war dead, 
often finding scattered remains unburied in woods and fields. The overwhelming nature of the carnage 
and decay sent home to waiting families across the country inspired Whitman to write this poem.

This Compost!
Something startles me where I thought I was safest;

I withdraw from the still woods I loved;

I will not go now on the pastures to walk;

I will not strip the clothes from my body to meet my 
lover the sea;

I will not touch my flesh to the earth, as to other 
flesh, to renew me.

This Compost
Bill Skubi
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O how can it be that the ground itself does not sicken?

How can you be alive, you growths of spring?

How can you furnish health, you blood of herbs, roots, orchards, grain?

Are they not continually putting distemper’d corpses within you?

Is not every continent work’d over and over with sour dead?

Where have you disposed of their carcasses?

Those drunkards and gluttons of so many generations;

Where have you drawn off all the foul liquid and meat?

I do not see any of it upon you to-day, or perhaps I am deceiv’d;

I will run a furrow with my plough, I will press my spade through the  
sod, and turn it up underneath;

I am sure I shall expose some of the foul meat.

Behold this compost! behold it well!

Perhaps every mite has once form’d part of a sick 
person—Yet behold!

The grass of spring covers the prairies,

The bean bursts noiselessly through the mould in the 
garden,

The delicate spear of the onion pierces upward,

The apple-buds cluster together on the apple-branches,

The resurrection of the wheat appears with pale visage 
out of its graves,

The tinge awakes over the willow-tree and the mulberry-tree,

The he-birds carol mornings and evenings, while the she-birds sit on their nests,

The young of poultry break through the hatch’d eggs,
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The new-born of animals appear, the calf is 
dropt from the cow, the colt from the mare,

Out of its little hill faithfully rise the potato’s 
dark green leaves,

Out of its hill rises the yellow maize-stalk; the 
lilacs bloom in the dooryards

The summer growth is innocent and disdainful 
above all those strata of sour dead.

What chemistry!

That the winds are really not infectious,

That this is no cheat, this transparent green-wash 
of the sea, which is so amorous after me,

That it is safe to allow it to lick my naked body 
all over with its tongues,

That it will not endanger me with the fevers that 
have deposited themselves in it,

That all is clean forever and forever,

That the cool drink from the well tastes so good,

That blackberries are so flavorous and juicy,

That the fruits of the apple-orchard, and of the 
orange-orchard, that melons, grapes, peaches, 
plums, will none of them poison me,

That when I recline on the grass I do not catch 
any disease,

Though probably every spear of grass rises out of 
what was once a catching disease.

Now I am terrified at the earth! it is that calm 
and patient,

It grows such sweet things out of such 
corruptions,

It turns harmless and stainless on its axis, with 
such endless successions of diseas’d corpses,

It distils such exquisite winds out of such infused 
fetor,

It renews with such unwitting looks, its prodigal, 
annual, sumptuous crops,

It gives such divine materials to men, and 
accepts such leavings from them at last. 

This Compost continued
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It’s May. Whatever else this glorious month conjures, for the past 25 years the first Saturday in 
May on Whidbey Island has always been the annual Hearts and Hammers volunteer workday.

Not so this year. The novel coronavirus has forced a closure of this outpouring of neighborly 
good will and sore muscles, where more than 500 volunteers swarm 50 or more home-repair and 
safety projects under the motto “Neighbors Helping Neighbors.”

I first volunteered in 1996, and for several years put my plumbing skills to work on various projects. 
When the effort was made ten years later to launch a Central Whidbey Hearts and Hammers, 
I worked with Coupeville friends and neighbors, eventually ending up on the board of that 
organization.

What an inspired model for community participation! Throughout the year organizers review and 
vet applicants seeking no-cost home repairs. Construction professionals and community leaders are 
tapped both as board members and house captains to pre-plan the scope of work and the number 
of workers needed. Then on a single Saturday, volunteers gather, are fed breakfast, meet the other 
members of their work party, then head out for a long day of home repairs and yard clean-up. 
Secondary volunteer teams haul yard waste and construction debris and remove hazardous waste to 
the County landfill fee-free. 

At the end of the day work crews and recipient homeowners are invited back to the South Whidbey 
High School or Foursquare Church in Coupeville for a hearty meal together.

I spoke with both Baz Stevens, president of South Whidbey Hearts and Hammers, and Kelly 
Keilwitz, who heads the Central Whidbey group, to find out what’s ahead now that the May 
workday has been called off.

Baz told me the board had already made the hard decision to cancel the 2020 workday altogether. 
The 30-plus projects that they had approved for South Whidbey were carefully catalogued:

1. The least pressing that could be deferred until next year

2. Pressing needs that could be tackled by HEART (the volunteer year-round response team 
that works outside the annual workday) as soon as it was safe to do so

3. Professional jobs that would be referred to licensed professionals

An Island Favorite Volunteer Organization Hits the PAUSE Button
Bill Skubi
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4. Ad hoc jobs to be done as necessitated by circumstance

Keilwitz said his Central Whidbey Island group would decide in their next meeting by conference 
call whether to reschedule the workday later in the year or take a similar action to the South 
Whidbey counterpart. Depending on circumstances, a September or October workday might 
include outdoor work only, addressing indoor repairs individually.

Kelly was especially concerned that a fledgling North Whidbey Hearts and Hammers that started 
up last year with the support of Central Whidbey would lose momentum with the postponement of 
its first on-their-own volunteer workday.

Gary Wray, a North Whidbey contractor and Central Whidbey volunteer heading up the new 
North Whidbey Hearts, is counting on a shared date in the Fall to get the new organization 
standing on its own two feet. It is a testimony to the important community need it serves that this 
volunteer organization that began in South Whidbey has now replicated itself all over the Island.

Kelly Keilwitz noted when he spoke with me that since the website for the original South Whidbey-
based Hearts and Hammers group bills its website and volunteer campaign simply as Hearts and 
Hammers, persons wanting to make sure their donations and volunteer applications are used for the 
Coupeville-based organization should always search Central Whidbey Hearts and Hammers.

Saint Augustine’s in-the-Woods has long included Hearts and Hammers on its Mission Sunday 
Offering roster, and since 2015 has split its donation with one-third going to Central Whidbey 
Hearts and Hammers. 

http://www.heartsandhammers.com/   https://cwheartsandhammers.org/

St. Augustine’s own Diana 
Klein gardening on a 
Hearts and Hammers 
project.

Hearts and Hammers continued

http://www.heartsandhammers.com/
https://cwheartsandhammers.org/
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Due to the COVID-19 pandemic, the scheduled Celtic Christian Pilgrimage to Brittany this 
June that some in our community had signed up for has been postponed until the summer of 
2021.  However, this unfortunate situation will not deter us from further examining the lives 
of the Seven Founder Saints of Brittany as well as other prominent saints that had a profound 
influence on the establishment of the Church in Brittany and Western Europe.  It will also 
fail to deter us from going online and taking a virtual tour of Brittany by visiting the various 
monasteries, churches, and cathedrals established by or dedicated to the saints we have covered 
in this series.

The last of the Seven Founder Saints in our series is St. Paterne de Vannes (St. 
Padarn).  Unfortunately, the early versions of his recorded Life did not survive, and 
his later Life, Vita Sancti Paterni, which was composed in about 1120, contains facts 

from the lives of several saints with his name.  The following is our best assessment of who St. 
Padarn was and what impact he had on the Christian world of Wales and Brittany.

It is thought that Padarn was born in Brittany in the late 5th century.  His mother raised him 
in great piety while his father left the family and moved to Ireland to lead a solitary life.  In 
about 516 Padarn set out for Wales with a group of young ascetics seeking a life of prayer and 
worship.  While in Wales he acquainted himself with his relative St. Samson, with whom he 
became spiritual friends.  Padarn was possibly trained for some time at the famous Llanilltud 
Fawr monastic school founded by St. Illtyd.  After leading the life of a hermit for a short time, 
Padarn founded the great monastery of Llanbadarn Fawr near Aberystwyth in the county of 

Walking with the Celtic Saints

St. Padarn
of Wales
Ted Brookes
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Ceredigion in Wales.  Some 120 monks lived in the monastery under St. Padarn.  Aberystwyth 
later became the seat of a new diocese with Padarn as its first bishop.  Padarn then left 
the monastery in the charge of a trusted steward and proceeded to Ireland in search of his 
father.  During his visit to Ireland it is said Padarn settled a dispute between two warring 
chieftains.

 According to the Vita Sancti Paterni, Padarn traveled on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem with St. 
David and St. Teilo where they were ordained bishops by the Patriarch of Jerusalem.  On their 
return, they amicably divided Wales into three bishoprics.  Significantly, these important Welsh 
saints are called the “Three Holy Visitors.”  Undoubtedly, this is a reference to their famous 
pilgrimage.

Padarn spent over twenty years in Wales attending to the monastery and churches he 
established.  He subsequently returned to Brittany, where his fame filled the region.  He 
reportedly was reacquainted with St. Samson in Vannes, where he later built a 
monastery.  Padarn also established relationships with the other six bishops of Brittany, of 
which he now made a seventh.

Padarn died in Vannes in 565.  His feast day is April 16.  He is venerated by the Anglican 
Communion, Eastern Orthodox Church, and the Roman Catholic Church.

The church at Llanbadarn Fawr as well as the church in Gwynedd in Wales are dedicated to 
St. Padarn.  St. Padarn’s Institute, located at St. Michael’s Conference Center, Llandaff, Wales 
handles training for the ministry in the Church of Wales. 

Saint Padarn continued
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After a century of decline, overall wild tiger numbers are starting to tick upward.  Based on 
the best available information, tiger populations are stable or increasing in India, Nepal, 
Bhutan, Russia, and China. An estimated 3,900 tigers remain in the wild.  While this is 

good news, it must be noted that double the number of wild tigers are being held in captivity in 
tiger “farms” throughout Asia.  Much more work is needed to protect the species if we are to secure 
its future in the wild.  In some areas, including much of Southeast Asia, tigers are still in crisis and 
declining in numbers.

Since 2017, the International Union for the Conservation of Nature (IUCN) has recognized only 
two tiger subspecies, commonly referred to as the continental tiger and the Sunda Island tiger.  All 
remaining island tigers are found only in Sumatra, with tigers in Java and Bali now extinct.  The 
continental tigers include the Bengal, Malayan, Indochinese, and Amur (Siberian) populations.  The 
Caspian tiger is extinct in the wild while the South China tiger is believed to be functionally 
extinct.

Tigers are important because they are a critical part of the ecosystem and culture in which they 
live.  If the forests are emptied of every last tiger, all that will remain are distant legends, zoo sight-
ings, and ecosystems out of balance.

Here are the biggest threats to wild tiger populations:

A. Poaching and Illegal Wildlife Trade

1. Poaching is the most immediate threat to wild tigers.  Every part of the tiger’s body has been 
found in wildlife markets.

2. There are often limited resources for guarding protected areas in the countries where tigers live.

3. The impact from the death of a single tiger at the hands of poachers reaches well beyond a single 
loss.  For example, if a female tiger with cubs is killed, her cubs will most likely die without their 

Where Have 
All the Tigers 
Gone?
Ted Brookes

God’s Disappearing Creatures
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mother, and her potential for future breeding is lost.

B. Habitat Loss

1. Tigers have lost an estimated 95% of their historical range.  Tiger habitat has been destroyed, 
degraded, and fragmented by human activities.  The clearing of forests for agriculture and 
timber, as well as the building of roads and other developments, pose serious threats to tiger 
habitats.

2. Tigers need wide swaths of habitat for survival since they have large home ranges and are territo-
rial.  Fewer tigers can survive in small, scattered islands of habitat.

C. Human-Wildlife Conflict

1. People and tigers increasingly compete for space.  As forests shrink and prey becomes scarce, 
tigers are forced to leave protected areas in search of food and to establish new territories.  This 
takes them into human-dominated areas where they can hunt domestic livestock.  In retaliation, 
tigers are sometimes killed or captured.  Also, community dependence on forests for fuel wood, 
food, and timber heightens the risk of tiger attacks on people.

D. Climate Change

1. One of the world’s largest uniquely adapted tiger populations is found in the large mangrove 
forest area shared by India and Bangladesh on the Indian Ocean.  Rising sea level caused by cli-
mate change threatens to wipe out these forests and the last remaining habitat of this particular 
tiger population.

Current estimates indicate there are between 7,000 and 8,000 tigers being held in more than 200 
centers in East and Southeast Asia, with roughly three-quarters of the tigers located in China.  The 
current scale of captive breeding efforts within these farms is a significant obstacle to the recovery 
and protection of wild tiger populations.

Here is some of the work being done by the World Wildlife Fund (WWF) to protect and pre-
serve wild tiger populations:

1. Working to enforce zero tolerance for tiger poaching across Asia.

2. Working to protect and connect tiger habitats.

3. Working to double wild tiger populations by closely monitoring tigers and their prey.

4. Building political will among 13 tiger-range countries with wild tiger populations to foster in-
creased conservation of tigers.

5. Working to eliminate the global wildlife trade and building strategies to reduce the demand for 
tiger parts and products while shutting down tiger “farms.” 

Where have all the tigers gone? Continued



19

10:10 a.m:  As I roll over in bed, the sun is peeping through the blackout shades.  
Another beautiful day that I’ll be spending on the computer.  It’s a strange day—I have 
three Zoom meetings scheduled, the first one at 10:15 with Canon Joan and the Wardens.   
Wait!  What?  It’s 10:12!  Ack!

Knowing I had a pretty rough and sleepless night on top of my regular night owl-dom, 
Bill let me sleep in, forgetting about my Zoomathon. No time for a shower.  Wet down 
my hair and throw on a t-shirt. Hopefully no one will notice I’m not “completely” put 
together.

I have a friend who sees disaster around every corner and I’ve been inundated with 
FBI advisories, articles, and videos of newscasts from all over the country reporting on 
Zoom-bombers breaking into meetings, drawing pornographic sketches, or screaming 
obscenities.  She was worried that even after reading all that she sent I would continue 
meeting with Zoom.  I was worried that if I stood up someone would notice …

...puffy eyes, check;  creases across my face, check; wild and crazy hair, check. Nope, no 
way to hide that I’m a night owl and haven’t been up admiring the morning. The camera 
has never been my friend and the computer self-portrait staring at me is gag-worthy.  I sit 
far back in my chair and hope no one looks too closely.

12:35 p.m: Potty break!  I haven’t showered or eaten or even had my pick-me-up Diet Dr. 
Pepper.  I grab a DDP, a handful of almonds, and the almost empty bag of Cheetos Puffs 
and again face the old woman staring back at me on the computer—when did Mama get 
here?

1:00 p.m:  Here we go again.  Hopefully I can furtively snatch a Puff and sip of the DDP 
and not be too rude … oh, that’s right, it’s a staff meeting for The Light—it’s okay since 
we usually bring snacks to share.  I wonder if anyone will notice if I “accidentally” shut 
down the video?  Can they hear me if I just hang out in the waiting room during the 
meeting?

The Light, Lite

ZOOMING 
From One Meeting to the Next

Nancy Ruff
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2:40 p.m:  Meeting over a little early.  I grab a piece of ham, a slice of cheese, and another 
DDP.  My hair is not only wild and shaggy (I’ve missed two haircuts) but beginning to 
separate into oily strands.  Maybe no one will notice.  Yeah, like no one notices in Bill’s 
Zoom meetings that it’s been at least four weeks since he’s done a manual shave.  The 
electric shaver can’t touch his hairy Adam’s apple!

I don’t think I realized how much I’d miss seeing my comrades, especially since we have 
kept in constant contact by email and phone calls. But I find I look forward to seeing the 
faces of my friends and confirming that they really are okay.  And I love the enthusiastic 
waves and heartfelt greetings that begin each encounter.  I’m such a homebody and didn’t 
realize how much I’d miss the bonus of in-person interaction.

3 p.m:  Third Zoom of the day.  I’m hungry.  Hard to concentrate.  Dog and Bill have 
been good—no barky outbursts, no phone calls.  Should I use the beach background or 
keep my bookcase?  Perhaps sit amongst the rushes?

I’m pretty impressed with my fellow Zoomers: the Vestry, The Light staff, the convention 
committee, even the family have really been good about muting and unmuting, especial-
ly when eating (I wasn’t the only one!), not talking over each other, or wandering around 
during the meeting (and it appears everyone is wearing pants of some sort …).  And each 
meeting seems to be getting a little bit more efficient to fit into the 40-minute blocks—
although for some reason The Light meeting went over 90 minutes without being ended.  
Maybe some of this brevity will carry over when we return to in-person conclaves.

4:45 p.m:  Finally!  I get to take a glorious shower!  Will do it all again tomorrow … but 
my first call is to my sister and she won’t care how I look.  I think I’ll use the outer space 
background because I’m feeling really spacey.

I’m kind of getting used to the new technology—all us gray hairs are entering the 21st 
century.  I still prefer meeting in person ….

The Light, Lite
Continued
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Editor›s note: Craig Johnson and his wife Joy are members of St. Augustine’s in-the-Woods. They haven›t been able to attend 
church services for some time due to health issues. Craig is an artist and consummate birder.

An open letter to the community of St. Augustine›s from Craig Johnson

How are you?” This question, like the more modern “What’s up?”, is usually asked with the expectation 
of a brief, perfunctory response. Today, sadly, “how are you?” has reclaimed its original centuries-old 
intent—an expression of concern for another’s health in a time of contagion.

For those who suffer from long-term illness, a potentially fatal virus infecting healthy individuals may seem far less 
threatening. It’s a matter of perspective. Social distancing during this current crisis could be a time for introspection, 
dispelling assumptions about others, inquiring, listening, and sharing openly with those we care about.

Watercolor painting is unforgiving—one must be confident before the brush touches the paper. Other mediums allow 
an artist to cover up mistakes. Being transparent (watercolor) in an opaque (oil paint) society is challenging. One is 
open, the other shut, and they don’t mix well. Opening your heart and sharing your story shows vulnerability. What 
would our world look like if everyone trusted each other enough to be open and non-judgmental instead of posturing 
and pretending?

 Suffering is part of the human condition, even though our natural response is to avoid it like the plague. I understand 
suffering on many levels and wish I could be there for anyone who needs someone to talk to. When a person’s pains and 
struggle are dismissed by others, it only adds more “stones” to the load they carry. A community can raise up a person 
or bury them in rubble; it’s a choice. Joy and I have greatly appreciated the kindness of you, our community. It has 
lightened our load immensely.

Our thoughts are with people who are depressed, overwhelmed with loss, frightened for loved ones, physically ill, not 
knowing how to navigate each day, or worried about what comes next.

Joy’s health is stable right now, but she has autoimmune issues that require a special diet (again, you’ve helped with that) 
and she continues to be mindful regarding sleep, exercise, etc. She creates wonderful nutrient-dense meals and much 
more.

My situation is more complex and rare—like one in 100,000,000. The type of tumor I had growing in my head for 15 
years imploded for a third time in 2016. As many of you know, my second tumor was cancerous. Since the onset of the 
pandemic, like others who need medical procedures, I have not been able to have a follow-up MRI. I have had some 
severe headaches.

I no longer have a pituitary gland, an important part of the anatomy located in the center of the head. Much of our 
immune system is activated by the pituitary’s demand for cortisol to fight infection, etc. Without internal control, I 
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must manage this hormone on my own. Too much cortisol and the body is weakened, too little and things start to shut 
down. It’s a delicate balance and involves guesswork.

After more damage was done during the last surgery (no one’s fault), my sodium level must also be managed and has 
not yet stabilized. The current risk in going to a lab for regular blood tests further complicates this. Appropriate levels of 
both cortisol and sodium are imperative for life.

My genetic test result clearly shows that I have a neurological disorder that is pathogenic, with a mutation unknown to 
science. This translates into a one-of-a-kind degenerative neurological disease.

Recently, my sister was diagnosed with an uncommon autoimmune disorder that causes slack in her ligaments. This is 
unfortunate, but does not surprise me, as it’s one of the problems I’ve dealt with for more than twenty years. I’ve been 
able to maintain my body because of prior years of weightlifting and my current physical fitness regimen. Again, I know 
some of you can relate to this.

I still exercise daily, walk with Joy, maintain the yard a bit at a time and do work in the house. However, my spine has 
been increasingly problematic. Neurosurgeons acknowledge the issues but say they have no solutions at this time. On an 
MRI, there are two areas that appear black: the base of the neck and the lumbar. The black means bone-on-bone … my 
thoughts are with those of you dealing with spinal problems.

Despite all these issues, the only time I’ve really been flat on my back was in the hospital. Some people have been con-
fused because nothing has stopped me for long. But there has been no miraculous healing. None of my health challeng-
es have gone away; instead, more have been added. Determination and the love of my wife motivate me to carry on, 
even though each day is painful. I’m not speaking of a nursemaid, but of a person—long before any illness—I wanted 
to spend my life with. We’ve been blessed with a full marriage in every respect. Throughout my life, art has also helped 
see me through rough times and, though I’m limited now, it still does, especially when my artwork connects people to 
nature or uplifts someone. Everyone has skills that allow them to do this for another.

I think about the people in the medical field who have gone the extra mile for me, a person with rare and unknown 
conditions. I would imagine they have similar qualities as the providers who are helping COVID-19 patients. They truly 
are remarkable. As Mister Rogers said, “always look for the helpers.” But I would add, not at the expense of the victims 
of the virus. Too often, people who are ill are diminished or considered “less than,” and those who are contagious are 
villainized. Anyone could be a victim.

Our church is an extended caring family, people who have helped us for so long. Though there are people in this care 
circle whom we know better than others, we respect and admire all of you. Whether you are bringing firewood, aiding 
with financial burdens, or assisting in many other ways, you are like the people helping patients battle COVID-19.

Many in this circle have been or are dealing with serious or debilitating medical issues. We wish you and your families 
the best wherever life’s journey takes you—you are special to us.

For the meaning of life differs from person to person, from day to day and from hour to hour. What matters, therefore, is not 
the meaning of life in general but rather the specific meaning of a person’s life at a given moment. Viktor Frankl, Auschwitz 
survivor

Craig Johnson continued
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In-House @ St.Augie’s
REFLECTIONSREFLECTIONS

Rev. Dr. Chris Breuninger

COVID-19 is the largest global and national crisis in our lifetime. Nothing else comes close. 
We respond to the pandemic in a variety of ways, but behind the variety of responses are 
some primary emotions that shape our responses. Three of those emotions are fear, sadness, 

and anger. I’m wondering—how might our faith, hope, and love inform our responses in this time 
of pandemic?

To gauge the level of fear, just watch heads spin when someone coughs in a grocery store. Fear is an 
entirely understandable response to a pandemic that is highly contagious, lethal, massive in scope, 
and invisible. What’s not to fear? Even so, we can inform our fear with a faith that is pinned on 
God’s faithfulness revealed in the passion and resurrection of Jesus, historical events that reveal 
God’s willingness to suffer for us and to be with us in our suffering. Fear may not fade entirely, but 
it does diminish in the light of God’s suffering love, which shines brightest in the dark valleys.

Sadness is another primary emotion many feel. We grieve for the loss of our routines in public and 
the loss of connections with family and friends. We grieve over the death of lives and the enormity 
of that loss feels overwhelmingly sad. Isn’t that how love works? Behind every sadness is a loss and 
the flip side of loss is love. The greater the love, the greater the loss. Feel the sadness of your loss and 
you will tap a vein of love. Tap that vein and you draw from the animating force of the universe—
God’s passionate, suffering love.

Anger is yet another emotion many feel. I feel anger over the initial delay and denial of our 
president that lost precious time that will cost lives. I feel that anger with every news piece I 
read about the lack of available tests, the lack of ventilators, the shortage of personal protective 
equipment for healthcare workers, and the mismanagement of a coordinated national response 
plan. I feel sadness for the poor who will be left out of the supply chain and will suffer from lack of 

Faith, Hope, and Love in a Time of Pandemic



treatment and supplies, and I’m angry about that also.

There is much to be frustrated, saddened, and angry about. But when I step back from the barrage 
of news that feeds my anger and crest Calvary’s hill to an open grave, I see a larger vista. Looking 
back to the cross and resurrection and seeing ahead, we are assured of God’s promise to renew 
creation by setting it free on that day when God will be “all in all” (1 Corinthians 15:28). Our 
Easter hope is that Jesus has been raised, is already reigning, and will reign completely only when all 
enemies, death included, are conquered. This hope does not eradicate my anger; but it does regulate 
it: by offering an assurance that all creation will be rescued from decay and death and will be 
transformed in a new creation-heaven/earth mode that our Creator always intended out of love. It’s 
what we long for and sometimes catch glimpses of, even now. 

The Apostle Paul wrote: “Now we see but a poor reflection as in a dim mirror; then we shall see face 
to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known. And now these three 
remain: faith, hope, and love. But the greatest of these is love.”  (1 Corinthians 13:12-13)

We are not in control of as much as we tend to assume, as COVID-19 makes abundantly clear. 
But we can control our response through faith, hope, and love. My prayer for us is that God’s love 
would call out our response of love for God. And in your response, that you will know and be 
known by faith, hope, and love, even as you are known by our faithful and loving God of all hope. 

Faith, Hope, and Love in a Time of Pandemic continued

Faith, Hope, and Love in a Time of Pandemic continued
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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
Susan Sandri Senior Warden 

Barry Haworth Junior Warden

Nancy Ruff Treasurer

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

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

TABULATORS
Br. Richard Tussey Lead Tabulator
LECTORS
Nancy Ruff Coordinator, Margaret Schultz 8:00,  
Eileen Jackson 10:30 Scheduling
EUCHARISTIC VISITORS
Albert Rose, Margaret Schultz, Diane Lantz
WORSHIP LEADERS
Margaret Schultz 8:00, Eileen Jackson 10:30 
Scheduling
ALTAR GUILD
Frank Shirbroun Contact
CHOIR
David Locke Parish Musician
SOPHIA SINGERS
Melisa Doss, Carole Hansen Coordinators

EDUCATION FOR MINISTRY
Melisa Doss Mentor

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

GARDENS
Diana Klein Contact

COLUMBARIUM
Beverly Babson Coordinator

ENDOWMENT FUND
Stephen Schwarzmann Chair

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
Brian Reid Chair

STEWARDSHIP
Dann Jergenson Chair

QUIET TIME
Chris Lubinski Convener

SCHOLARSHIP
Joan Johnson Chair

ADULT FORUMS
Ted Brookes Director

CARING MINISTRY
Eileen Jackson Chair
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May Calendar
B I R T H D A Y S EVENTS

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)

SERVICE SCHEDULE

All St. Augustine’s services and activities are can-
celed until further notice.  They are listed here in 
hopes that our lives will be back to normal some-
time in May!

  1. Bob & Lynda Dial, Revs. Nigel & Rachel 
Taber-Hamilton

  2. Art Taylor, Dann Jergenson, Kristin Schicker

  4. Marianne Tuttle, Fireside Spirituality 10A, 
Evensong 5:30P

  5. Seth & Laura Luginbill, Adult Formation 2:30P, 
Quiet Time for Meditation 7P

  6. Jessica Johnson, Narcotics Anonymous 7P

  9. Underground Concert 7P

10. Julie Carpenter

11. Marlene Angeles, Ann Fruechte & Mic Kisinger, 
Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 5:30P

12. Adult Formation 2:30P, Quiet Time for Medita-
tion 7P

13. Andrea & Kenneth Downs, Narcotics Anony-
mous 7P

16. Dawn & John Meyer, Salish Sea Concert 7:30P

18. Anita Roe, Fireside Spirituality 10A, Evensong 
5:30P

19. Dick Werttemberger, Maureen Masterson, Adult 
Formation 2:30P, Quiet Time for Meditation 7P

20. Mary Vaughan, Vestry Meeting 4:30P, Narcot-
ics Anonymous 7P

21. Dr. Carol Ryan, Michele Anderson, Dr. Frank 
Shirbroun & Teresa Di Biase, Ascension Day, Car-
ing Ministry Meeting 1:30P

24. Carly Shaw

25. Br. Richard Tussey EFSJ, Fireside Spirituality 
10A, Evensong 5:30P

26. Katie Reid, Adult Formation 2:30P, Quiet Time 
for Meditation 7P

27. Narcotics Anonymous 7P

29. Jincey & Dann Jergenson

30. Lisbeth Harrje

31. Pentecost

A N N I V E R S A R I E S
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Vestry Recap

Adult Forums: May
Ted Brookes Presents

In 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 May.  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.

We hope and pray that our parish’s facilities will be fully open in June.  If so, you can anticipate a 
full slate of Sunday adult forums to be publicized in the June issue of The Light. 

Vestry Minutes Summary,  Approved at Vestry Meeting, April 15, 2020

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 Rector Report:  Rev. Canon Joan Anthony reviewed actions which have been taken 
in response to the COVID-19 outbreak: cancellation of all services, programs, concerts, group 
meetings, Adult Formation activities, etc.  In addition, Canon Joan will perform drive-by blessings 
on Sundays until further notice, neighborhood phone trees have been activated, and a time has been 
established for parishioners to drop off pledge/plate offerings, Mission Sunday Offering (MSO) 
contributions, and Food Bank items.

Senior Warden’s Report:  Susan Sandri thanked MK Sandford for providing information on the 
COVID-19 crisis in addition to the regular updates from the Diocese, Island County, the State, etc.  

March 18, 2020
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She also distributed the Welcome Table schedule for the second quarter.

Donation to Healing Circles:  The Vestry approved a $100 donation to Healing Circles in thanks 
for use of their conference room for the Vestry Retreat.

Office Computer:  The Vestry approved purchase of a Windows 10-based PC for use by the Parish 
Administrator.

Additional Endowment Fund Withdrawal:  The Vestry approved withdrawal of $16,000 from 
the approved 2020 Endowment Fund withdrawal to cover the addition of four Central Whidbey 
non-profits to the MSO program, provide seed money for four new outreach programs, and to 
reimburse the Buildings & Grounds budget line for major electrical repairs.

Staff Salaries:  Understanding that most employees will continue to perform their duties from 
home during the stay at home order, the Vestry authorized continuation of payment of all staff 
salaries through June 30, 2020.

Executive Committee:  The Vestry approved the establishment of an Executive Committee during 
the stay at home period to make emergent/urgent decisions through June 30, 2020.  The EC 
consists of the Interim Priest, Senior and Junior Wardens.

Monthly Financial Review:  Treasurer Nancy Ruff reviewed the 2/29/20 budget report and 
discussed a workshop to be held remotely on April 1 to explore potential cuts to eliminate the 
deficit in the 2020 budget.

Upcoming Events:  All Parish activities and services have been cancelled for the time being due 
to the coronavirus outbreak.  We will attempt to update information to parishioners as soon as 
possible through the website and phone tree.

Vestry Special Meeting Minutes Summary, April 1, 2020

 Approved at Vestry Meeting, April 15, 2020

Payroll Protection Program Loan/Grant:  The Vestry approved a resolution to submit an 
application for $28,000 through the Small Business Administration Payroll Protection Loan/Grant 
as a part of the Coronavirus Stimulus Package.  The purpose of the funds is to continue staff salaries 
during the stay at home period.  If the loan is approved, after eight weeks the Treasurer will certify 
that at least 75% of the funds were used for payroll and payroll costs and utilities and the loan will 
become a grant.

Detailed minutes are posted in the hallway off the Narthex after Vestry approval.

The next meeting of the Vestry is Wednesday, May 20, 2020 at 4:30P.  

If the coronavirus stay at home order is still in effect,

the meeting will be held remotely. 

Vestry Recap continued
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M S O
Mission Sunday Offering May 2020

Groundwork for the Whidbey Homeless Coalition began in 2014, when a group of 
concerned individuals and organizations—including government, social services, church, 
business, and fraternal organizations, and individuals from all walks of life—came together 

to recognize and solve the growing problem of homelessness on Whidbey Island. After many 
community conversations and much work, the Whidbey Homeless Coalition received its non-profit 
(501c3) designation in July 2015.

Whidbey Homeless Coalition comprises concerned neighbors, those who are homeless or have 
experienced homelessness, local activists and advocates, community-based and faith-based 
organizations, and others committed to preventing and abating homelessness on Whidbey Island. 
They seek to fill each individual’s immediate needs, while protecting their civil rights.

Their mission—to make homelessness a brief and rare experience in our community.

They believe that “Every man, woman, and child coming through our programs is a valued 
community member with a story to tell. No matter their past, or the road that lead them to our 
door, Whidbey Homeless Coalition is dedicated to making their experience with homelessness brief 
and rare.”

A 90-day transitional shelter, House of Hope, was opened to families and vulnerable adults in 
Langley on Memorial Day, 2016. In April 2017, WHC opened the doors of a year-round nightly 
emergency shelter at the Christian Reformed Church in Oak Harbor, adding a shelter manager and 
a shelter assistant to the staff.

Whidbey Homeless Coalition
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Their promise to the community:

To treat all people with dignity and respect.

To hold ending homelessness as our highest priority.

To be inclusive, nonjudgmental and open to the ideas and beliefs of others.

To operate transparently among ourselves and to the community.

They accomplish this through goals such as:

•	 Providing 365 day a year and emergency cold weather overnight shelter for those 
suffering in the out of doors.

•	 Providing emergency/transitional shelter to the homeless so as to stabilize and secure 
their lives in preparation for moving toward permanent housing.

•	 Continuing in efforts to help create affordable and permanent housing units to people 
on Whidbey island, and to expand programs.

•	 Providing education and outreach to raise awareness, inform the public, engage 
community action, and generate financial and volunteer support.

Now is a particularly difficult time for Whidbey Homeless Coalition, as the COVID-19 pandemic 
impacts the economy, affecting both donations and modifications to the program and facilities. It 
is especially important this month to give as much as you can so that Whidbey Homeless Coalition 
can continue to combat homelessness on the Island. 

Tenants at the House of Hope 
in Langley

Whidbey Homeless Coalition continued
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Harbinger of Spring

Male American Goldfinch. Photo by Albert Rose



re there any who are devout lovers 
of God? 
Let them enjoy this beautiful 
bright festival! 
 
Are there any who are grateful 
servants? 

Let them rejoice and enter into the joy of their Lord! 
 
Are there any weary with fasting? 
Let them now receive their wages! 
 
If any have toiled from the first hour, 
let them receive their due reward; 
If any have come after the third hour, 
let him with gratitude join in the Feast! 
And he that arrived after the sixth hour, 
let him not doubt; for he too shall sustain no loss. 
And if any delayed until the ninth hour, 
let him not hesitate; but let him come too. 
And he who arrived only at the eleventh hour, 
let him not be afraid by reason of his delay. 
For the Lord is gracious and receives the last even as 
the first. 
He gives rest to him that comes at the eleventh hour, 
as well as to him that toiled from the first. 
 
To this one He gives, and upon another He bestows. 
He accepts the works as He greets the endeavor. 
The deed He honors and the intention He 
commends. 
Let us all enter into the joy of the Lord! 
 
First and last alike receive your reward; 
rich and poor, rejoice together! 
Sober and slothful, celebrate the day! 
You that have kept the fast, and you that have not, 
rejoice today for the Table is richly laden! 
 
Feast royally on it, the calf is a fatted one. 
Let no one go away hungry. Partake, all, of the cup 
of faith. 
Enjoy all the riches of His goodness! 
 
Let no one grieve at his poverty, 
for the universal kingdom has been revealed. 

 
Let no one mourn that he has fallen again and 
again; 
for forgiveness has risen from the grave. 
 
Let no one fear death, for the Death of our Savior 
has set us free. 
He has destroyed it by enduring it. 
He destroyed Hell when He descended into it. 
He put it into an uproar even as it tasted of His 
flesh. 
 
Isaiah foretold this when he said, 
“You, O Hell, have been troubled by encountering 
Him below.” 
Hell was in an uproar because it was done away 
with. 
It was in an uproar because it is mocked. 
It was in an uproar, for it is destroyed. 
It is in an uproar, for it is annihilated. 
It is in an uproar, for it is now made captive. 
 
Hell took a body, and discovered God. 
It took earth, and encountered Heaven. 
It took what it saw, and was overcome by what it did 
not see. 
 
O death, where is thy sting? 
O Hell, where is thy victory? 
 
Christ is Risen, and you, o death, are annihilated! 
Christ is Risen, and the evil ones are cast down! 
Christ is Risen, and the angels rejoice! 
Christ is Risen, and life is liberated! 
 
Christ is Risen, and the tomb is emptied of its dead; 
for Christ having risen from the dead, 
is become the first-fruits of those who have fallen 
asleep. 
 
To Him be Glory and Power forever and ever. 
Amen! 
 
 
The Easter sermon of John Chrysostom (circa 400 AD)
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