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A Word from our Rector

As we prepare to resume in-person worship at St. Peter’s, I want to say a word about
our liturgy. When we gather on August 2, the morning services will introduce a pat-
tern to the Liturgy of the Word (all that first part of reading of Scripture, prayers, and

sermon) from the service of Morning Prayer. We will then continue with Holy Communion.
And I want to say a bit about why I felt this change was important.

First, I do not want to just “return to normal” – because it’s not normal now. I am very
excited at the prospect of returning to worshipping together, but I also know we are not the
same as we were before Covid-19. Many of us will not be able to resume gathering. And
even we who gather cannot do so in the old ways. So, I want our liturgy to reflect that we
are not “going back”.  I also want to draw on the riches of our liturgical heritage.

It is not unknown for Morning Prayer to be used as the Liturgy of the Word in Sunday Eucharists. It’s a kind of
ante-communion (before the communion) format that we used in seminary every day: MP, sermon, Eucharist. It has
always been an option in our prayer book, and there are Episcopal churches that have used this form for years.   

Morning Prayer has other advantages. There are no hymns which will tempt us to want to hum or sing along.
Instead, there are canticles, which a cantor can chant. So, there can be music – reverent, sacred, within our long 
tradition, but which are not apt to tempt us to hum along. So, the 10:30 folks, who have always loved music, can
have their music and have it presented in a way that is safe and speaks to the richness of Anglican music.

Finally, this format will introduce (or reintroduce) Morning Prayer to our congregation. I have long recognized
that the centrality of Eucharist to our Sunday worship, which I support, came at the price of Morning Prayer as a
service for corporate worship. Some of us say Morning Prayer every day as part of the Daily Office, but we only
enjoy it as corporate worship these days when visiting monasteries or cathedrals. And that is a loss for small, parish
churches like St. Peter’s. Now, though, we can reclaim it and make it our own.

When you arrive on Sunday, you will be given a bulletin with everything you need printed in it. But if you want
to take a look and begin to imagine what Morning Prayer is like, go to page 75 in your Book of Common Prayer or
go to an online version and take a look at The Daily Office: Morning Prayer.

I look forward to seeing you in church!
Lael

Pastoral Calling During the Covid-19 Pandemic
By Marty Rogers, Pastoral Care Committee Chair

St. Peter’s Pastoral Care Committee established an old-fashioned, low-tech tele-
phone tree on March 21, just after the last in-person service at St. Peter’s. The
callers were assigned five to six parishioners to call twice during a period of two

weeks. When the next round started, each caller received a different group to call. This
rotation ensures that parishioners get to hear different voices. Since the beginning, 22
people have made calls to about 75 households. The callers report to me at the end of
the round, or sooner if an important message needs to reach Lael. Lael makes calls,
too, but she is not confined to any group.
Callers may or may not know the person they
are assigned. If they do know the person, it has
usually been weeks or months since they have
chatted, due to the stay-at-home restrictions or
maybe the fact that they attend different ser-

vices. Some of the calls are brief check-ins and others are longer chats to
catch up on each other’s experiences. Although callers are not able to help
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out, because they, too, are quarantining, they can pass on suggestions for
assistance.

Overwhelmingly, the callers have reported that people have been very
appreciative and grateful for the calls. It has been their connection with St.
Peter’s and with our church community. We have come to know others better
and some who have “drifted away” from a regular connection have returned.
We have new emails for some and requests to be added to the Weekly News
mailing list. Callers report that their initial hesitancy to call a stranger
became an enriching and inspiring conversation. New friends!

Sometimes the calls provide clarification for various Covid-19 restrictions
and allow people to share their thoughts about resuming in-person worship.
Always, it’s good to chat and to share how life is going. For people with no
internet/computer/smartphone, the callers are their number one link to St.
Peter’s and the community around us. Most people in care facilities could
only have visits through phone conversations, though now they can have
scheduled, outdoor, face-to-face visits—with facemasks and six-foot distanc-
ing—for thirty minutes. Still no hugs, though.

Thank you to all the callers for their dedication to this ministry and
thank you all for accepting calls, especially ones you might not recognize 
on your caller-ID.

Pentecost and the 
Summer of a Pandemic

By Richard and Doree Fisher

Amy Wilton will be sharing a multimedia mandala as St.
Peter’s resumes corporate prayer and worship. The man-
dala is a geometric pattern with deep roots in spiritual

Asian art, religions, and psychological realms. Some of its uses
and meanings include healing and wholeness. Amy created this
some time ago, but it seems like a fitting symbol for what we
need and where we are in 2020.

Holy Week in Isolation
Lucia Elder

Ihave for many years maintained a discipline during Lent that might
include sacrifice of some sort and/or additional study or tasks. This 
year, in addition to giving up bacon, I read several books on prayer and

meditation. During Holy Week I usually add to this routine attendance at
the services of Tenebrae, Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, and the Great
Vigil of Easter. 

Holy Week this past spring was an entirely different experience.
Gathering for all public services was cancelled. I was planning to tune in 
for virtual services on Thursday, Friday and Saturday.  Circumstances inter-
vened to make that impossible. We experienced a ten-inch heavy, wet snow-
fall, which took out the electricity beginning early Thursday evening.
Managing with kerosene heat and battery-powered light was a struggle and
led to an early bedtime.

Friday dawned bleak and cold. There was still no power. I continued my

GALERY OF
THE SPIRIT



reading and devotions as best I could. A second night in bed in the
profound darkness caused me to feel as if I were in the stone tomb
with Jesus, cold, alone and unable to see anything. It was the most
moving experience I have ever had. I was a different person when I
woke on Saturday. 

The power came back on after sundown on Saturday. At least 
we had heat and lights again, even though I had missed all of the
virtual services. The great reward was the glorious sunshine on
Easter morning heralding the risen Christ and filling my heart and
soul with joy and gratitude. It was a Holy Week experience like no
other, and one I will never forget.

How Sparky and I were Blessed During Lockdown
By Catharine McCann

We decided that we must celebrate the resurrection of dear Jesus, despite church closures; not to mention
the snow and everlasting ice. We laughed at obstacles thrown down in our path.

On Good Friday, Jef Berg (A soul
sister, if ever there was one!) and I
took turns reciting the Stations of the
Cross, telephonically, which Lael
had, thoughtfully, sent to us. It was a
very moving experience and deep-
ened our friendship.

On Easter Sunday, departing
home in the deepest dark, we drove
to Mt. Battie for our very own
Sunrise Service. As we drove to our
destination, the sky was alight with
the Christmas star, which had been
relit when the pandemic began. It
guided and comforted us.

I, dressed in long johns, layer
upon layer, coat, hat, mittens and
trusty camera, and Sparky, in her red
fleece-lined sweat shirt and a grin. 
As we began our climb, civil twilight
began, and we picked up our pace. We reached the summit just as the sun began to peek over the horizon. And
what a glorious sunrise it was, ascending with cascades of color and Jesus. Was it my imagination or did He really
take my hand and walk with us on the starlit summit of Mt. Battie, before continuing his Ascension? And between
the ocean and the mountains, mist ferried the long song of landscape.
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What Made You That Way?
By Jane Chatfield

Afriend was walking back to his apartment wearing a new vest. He lived
in a section of town where people frequently asked for hand-outs, so
he had some bills in his pocket. The day was warm, his coat was

open, and the vest looked handsome. Sure enough, a man sitting on the 
sidewalk brought his palm up and asked for some money. My friend reached
into his pocket and brought out two bills, a ten and a one. He gave the man
the ten, whereupon the man stood up and shouted and cried and hugged 
my friend. Then he pointed a finger into my friend’s chest and asked, “What
made you this way?” Was the man pointing at his vest? Perhaps he was 
asking what had made my friend so generous.

The Pandemic and Racial Protest:
Fear, Deception, and Hatred

By Mary Alice Bird 

In the solitude of recent months, I have found myself reflecting on the
worldwide “fear of death” related to the pandemic and on the racial strife
within our society. I have reflected often on the alienation, anxiety, fear

and scapegoating I sense in myself and others. It has particularly distressed
me to encounter the many hate-filled comments on Facebook (from all differ-
ent perspectives) directed at specific individuals or groups. This has led me 
to seek out voices that direct me to reflect on our human complicity to engen-
der hatred within ourselves or society. It seems to me that both crises are
revealing a profound opportunity to recognize the destructive power within
contemporary culture that places ego over the holy wisdom that frees us from
destructive divisions.   

Prior to the self-quarantining, somewhat by chance, I had begun to read
daily meditations from Howard Thurman (1899-1981), a black “practical
mystic” (my words). Born in Florida, he was deeply inspired by the Christian
faith and wisdom of his grandmother, who had been born into slavery.
Growing up, he knew and experienced severe poverty and racial discrimina-
tion. In 1919, he found his way to Morehead College, where he came to
know fellow student, Martin Luther King, Sr. He went on to study at
Rochester Theological Seminary and to become chaplain at Howard
University. A writer, theologian, mystic, and civil rights advocate, he founded
the nation’s first intentional, interracial, and inter-denomination church—the
Church of the Fellowship of All People in San Francisco.

Thurman was a close mentor to Martin Luther King, Jr., and to other
major civil rights leaders. In the 1930s, he had met with Gandhi and

WAYPOINTS
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embraced non-violence, which is reflected in his book, Jesus and the Disinherited, published in 1949. In this work, he
reflects that Jesus was a dispossessed, marginalized person living under the oppression of the Romans and that this
is reflected in his gospel message to “abandon your fear of each other and fear only God”, and not “indulge in any
deception and dishonesty, even to save your lives. Your words must be Yea [yes to God] and Nay [to ego preserva-
tion].” All his writings clearly reveal his deep faith that the oppressor and the oppressed alike must overcome the
power of the ego in order to negate the cycle of fear, then deception, then hatred that leads to further alienation, con-
flict, and ultimately the death of the soul of individuals and society.

This short (102 pages), very readable, engaging, and inspiring book is still widely read. I see it as a must-read for
everyone seeking a holy path through the racial conflict and fear of death we are facing. As Christians, Thurman
helps us to examine the hidden delusions and damage that fear, deception, and hatred inflict not only on our own
souls, but on those viewed as inferior, and on the church itself. I have been profoundly moved by his direct and
clear chapter on hatred and his clear discussion of sin. It has led me to more clearly see my own attempts to deny
that “we all sin.” Thurman’s book avoids the temptation to reduce sin (in this case, our willingness not to confront
complicity with injustice) to a set of moral legalities; instead he firmly roots sin in a failure to first love God and to
recognize that only from this touchstone will flow the true love that opens our hearts to see everyone as an equal
child of God.

I found his chapter on hatred particularly meaningful. He traces how, without an open heart, hatred grows from
the seeds of fear (ultimately fear of death). From these seeds come deception (the illusion of ego power to control
others and nature), and finally the corrosive and destructive power of hatred. This hatred ultimately destroys others,
either figuratively or literally: in Christian terms, our capacity to participate either destructively or creatively in the
crucifixion of Christ. 

Increasingly, as I have reflected on reactions (my own and others) to the worldwide pandemic and renewed
racial conflict and social violence, I sense the destructive “fear of death” in many reactions to the Covid-19 virus or
the deception that returning to normal will do away with the racial injustice within ourselves. I have come to see
both crises as holy opportunities to deepen our relationship with God and in so doing to heal ourselves and our soci-
ety. For me, Howard Thurman has become a holy witness to the power of the gospel of Jesus. In writing this, my
hope is that readers will take time to learn more about him, his work, and his writings. Google “Howard Thurman”
and a world will open up.

P.S. I have recently joined St. Peter’s study circle for the ten sessions of the Episcopal Church Sacred Ground
program addressing issues of racial injustice. I was pleased to learn that Howard Thurman’s Jesus and the
Disinherited is one of the required readings. 

A Hymn to Justice
By Lucia Elder

Black lives matter.
Hispanic lives matter.
Asian lives matter.
Indigenous peoples lives matter.
LGBTQ lives matter.
Children’s lives matter.
Women’s lives matter.
Poor lives matter.
Obese lives matter.
Caucasian lives matter.
Mixed race lives matter.
ALL LIVES MATTER.
Whether you are named George, Breonna, Rayshon, Little Bear, Charlie, or any other name.
Their lives mattered. Our lives matter.
ALL LIVES MATTER!
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Some Pandemic Poems
By Chris McLarty

(On April 27th I decided to write something first thing in the morning based on whatever tracks my dreams left in
my brain. I send them to my art group for our Tuesday check ins but they are really how I check in with myself to see
how I’m doing in these fraught times. I haven’t missed a day. Some are contemporary haiku, others are “poems” that
break wherever they run out of skinny notebook space. I’m always curious to see what comes out before I really wake up
and I gave up on being judgemental.)

April 27
When it’s all over
Will we recognize ourselves
And what we’ve become?

April 30
Goodbye you cruelest month
You April you, you month
With death and sneaky snows.
Who can count on you to do anything 
But suck and be stingy with
Your blooms too slow to show their
Hungered for faces? At least the
Peepers are singing out your
Sorry self. You killer you.

May 11
In my dream last night 
My momma was still alive.
Right there being sure
I was getting a mess cleaned 
up. It wasn’t like she’d 
come back from the dead 
or anything. It was like 
she’d never left, so neither 
one of us even made a 
little fuss about this 
surprise reunion.

June 1
Were things not bad enough 
with a pandemic and quarantine 
for weeks and weeks with no end
in sight? Top that with callous 
murder and protests and riots and
looting and calling in various troops. 
Then sprinkle liberally with browntail 
moths just to spice hell up.

June 7
There is a chasm between 
“We the people” and the 
accusative “you people” that 
breaks my heart and is 
growing wider every day. 
You people, you inferior others, 
had better wise up or we 
the people will . . . 

June 8
It’s obvious now
the milk of human kindness
is in short supply

July 1
You know how dreams will 
make perfect sense awhile
and then you fly off.
In dreams doors open
that have been there since childhood. 
Windows have new views.
You see everyone 
mothers, brothers, and husbands
reanimated. 
You figure things out
Not all at once. It takes years.
In dreams you learn love

July 16
In these Trumpy times
There are too many fuses 
waiting to be lit.
It doesn't take much
to start a conflagration 
when each heart’s aflame.
We’re all smoldering 
with our red and blue desires
and white-hot outbreaks.
What we could use is
a soaking rain of reason
not four-alarm strife.



Ten Word Walks, and Other Poems
By Andrea Rogers, with introduction by Marty Rogers

Paul’s sister Andrea began writing poetry in 2017, taking several seminars and joining several poetry
writing groups — one at her Congregational Church in Burlington, Vermont. Since March 29, she
has written 43 poems that I have enjoyed and passed on to others. She began using a theme she

called “Ten Word Walks” — finding 10 words describing things she saw on her walks in her Burlington
neighborhood and environs. Some are humorous, some have a political edge, all are very thoughtful and
poignant. I’m sharing a few and hope you enjoy them.
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Ten-word reflections

Lost glove on a twig
waves and points me on.

A multicolored pinwheel
smiles as I pass.

An opportunity to reach across the abyss,
a shared trauma.

Shrouded bushes like
Peasant women praying.

Young adults, home again,
imagining creative job options. 

Fingers crossed.
Amazing family resilience amid crisis.

Will it peak too?  
Glorious open space.

Imagine social distancing
in a refugee camp.

We won’t all die,
but we shall all be changed
(Corinthians 50:51, condensed)

Goodbye Old Faithful

Oh Avery, I sold the 1928 Sedan today,
your first Packard that, in the 50’s
moved you and family to Maryland,
Massachusetts and then back to Vermont.
A basic car in its time. Painted sky blue with 

yellow trim
made it eye catching.
You were the master restorer.
Letting go of things so dear to you is painful,
like losing you all over. 
Step by step, the cars and car parts go,
your library, artwork, and memorabilia
remain intact and in demand. 
One beautiful Packard roadster
still needs a new home.
I’m sorry I’m not up to carrying on the hobby,
Yours, nurtured in childhood by Spear’s 

Garage,
combined your love of speed and your 

appreciation of fine things.
Nothing quite compares to the beauty of a 

Packard engine.
A good buy. “Ask the man who owns one”
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An Artist’s Inspiration
By Paul Rogers

As I was leaving St. Peter’s on the afternoon of July 7, I captured a local artist,
Stephan Giannini, at work. He told me he had found a nice quite place to
paint the lovely flowers in our garden. I took the following picture of the artist

at work and found the final product on his Instagam site
(instagram.com/stephan_giannini_art).  



Bored?
Print out and color. Fun for all ages.

By Chris McLarty even before sheltering in place.
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AIO
Your Help is Always Needed!

Please keep the needs of our AIO Food Pantry in your mind this month.  I thank everyone who has donated 
all these years. The need goes on just the same for families in need of healthy foods this summer. 

How can you help AIO? 
Here’s what would be especially 

helpful for you to bring in: 
pasta sauce 

tuna 
baking mixes 
toilet paper 

soup
beans

shampoo & soap 
toothpaste
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Return Service Requested

St. Peter’s Episcopal Church seeks to serve God’s mission of restoring all people to
unity with him. We open wide our doors and say, in the name of Jesus Christ,

“Welcome.”


