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CULTIVATING 
THE GARDEN
MANKIND’S FALL FROM GRACE IS NOT ABOUT HOW EVE WAS WORSE THAN 
ADAM, OR THAT ADAM WAS INNOCENTLY DENSE AND EVE DIABOLICALLY 
CLEVER, OR THAT SNAKES ARE BAD ... IT DESCRIBES MY OWN INTERNAL 
FALSENESS, BY WHICH I CANNOT ON MY OWN OVERCOME A DESIRE TO 
BECOME LIKE GOD ON MY OWN TERMS. 

When I first 
arrived 
at St. 
Michael’s 

in the spring of 2004, I was particularly taken with 
the Manly Garden, which sits cloistered by cov-
ered walkways and the bell tower. The first things I 
changed about the physical campus of the church 
were the opaque yellow windows which used to be 
in the Parish Hall, and which blocked the view of the 
Manly Garden. We put clear glass windows in, and 
now it is in full view.

In honor of Peggy Manly, who died last year, and 
her husband Ike, who died some years before, and 
who saw Bible study as the cornerstone of Christian 
practice, I would like to think biblically for a moment 
about the Manly Garden. Notably, there are two 
trees in the garden which are plainly reminiscent of 
the two trees in the Garden of Eden: the Tree of Life 
and the Tree of Knowledge.

If you will recall your Genesis, you will remember 
that God made the beautiful garden, put two attrac-
tive people in it, and told them to enjoy the splendor 
of the world God had made, with Him and each 
other. He also said, “but eat not of the fruit of the 
Tree of Knowledge.” As you know, shortly thereafter, 
the wily serpent said to Eve that the fruit of the tree 
of knowledge was not only non-toxic, it was good. 
The serpent said, “When you eat of it your eyes will 
be opened, and you will be like God.”

Adam and Eve followed the poisonous advice of the 
Serpent, and thus entered in our mortality. Eating 
of the tree brought about not only an awareness of 
good and evil, as the serpent suggested it would, 
but also a new tendency to seek one’s own priorities 
first. It brought about a degree of knowledge to be 
sure, but also a marked lack of wisdom. It entered 
the mythic man and woman not into a degree of 
maturity in their being like God, but rather into a 
degree of seemingly permanent adolescence, of 
seemingly endless rebellion, of seemingly endless 
dissatisfaction with blessings and gifts, of seemingly 
endless contention and strife with what one’s Maker 
has bestowed.

As C.S. Lewis writes in Mere Christianity, “What Satan 
put into the heads of our remote ancestors was the 
idea that they could ‘be like gods’ — could set up 
on their own as if they had created themselves - be 
their own masters — invent some sort of happi-
ness for themselves outside God, apart from God. 
And out of that hopeless attempt has come nearly 
all that we call human history — money, poverty, 
ambition, war, prostitution, classes, empires, slavery 
— the long terrible story of man trying to find some-
thing other than God which will make him happy.”

My interpretation on the story of Mankind’s fall from 
grace is not about how Eve was worse than Adam, 
or that Adam was innocently dense and Eve diaboli-
cally clever, or that snakes are bad, or that the story 
is in any way supposed to be a “factual account of 
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Photo 1: Lay Weeders tend the garden.
Photo 2: Martha Mazur & Katharine Davies 
lead the Flower Guild.
Photo 3: Our garden, a spiritual respite

what happened once upon a time.” My interpre-
tation of the story of the fall in Genesis 3 is that 
it describes my own internal falseness, by which I 
cannot on my own overcome a desire to become 
like God on my own terms. 

The truth is that God has already made Human-
kind in his image, “in the image of God he created 
them; male and female he created them.” (Gen. 
1:27) Yet, by an impulse of infernal origins, call 
it Satan (that’s what I call it), we wish instead to 
abide not by the terms of our Maker, but by our 
own, seeking to know and define our own image, 
on par with God. And that we cannot do. We 
cannot rightly put ourselves in the place of God. 
The proof of this is that we simply cannot know 
peace, or joy, or happiness, or fulfillment, of our 
own making. We cannot know enough to be our 
own makers, or on par with God, or even close.  
No, we are creatures, blessed by God for joy, not 
by ourselves. As Lewis continues, “God cannot 
give us a happiness and peace apart from Himself, 
because it is not there. There is no such thing.” 
This is why we must always seek to renew our 
repentance and obedience to the One who made 
us for sacred joy.

I believe Ike and Peggy Manly knew the sacred 
value of beautiful spaces, and in particular how a 
garden might inspire and carry us onward in our 
journeys with God. Over the decades, we have 
sought to be good stewards of God’s creation 
because it is nothing less than the physical expres-
sion of God’s will. And in so doing we have been 
able to cultivate a spot where we encounter the 
God who made it all in the beginning. 

This, the second issue of Archangel, is filled with 
stories about those among us who are cultivating, 
not only our gardens, but richer, fuller relation-
ships with God and with each other. I hope you 
will be inspired by what they share to cultivate the 
garden where you grow.

On the Cover: 
The St. Michael’s Créche

10

6

16

Archangel 3



FLOWER POWER

The Rev. Robert Fruehwirth brings a new 
understanding of how to keep the Sabbath.

The Rev. Holly Gloff shares how, drawn to 
icons, she began a new spiritual practice.

A Sabbath for the Lord

From Chaos to Order

TABLE OF CONTENTS

10

8

FEATURES

GROWING GOD’S GARDEN

6

12

14

A GARDENER’S PRAYER

Mary Snow Crawley reflects on how family 
connections shape who we are.

It’s in the Connections16

4 Archangel



George Givens keeps singing, despite his 
disability.

Photographer Jeff McLamb pokes around 
our campus on a typical Sunday morning. 

How do we keep the Sabbath holy?

The search for a doll who looked like her 
granddaughter brings Marty Munt to a new 
understanding of family.

Our small group ministry continues this 
winter as we explore how to find God in 
ordinary life. 

Still Singing

An Ordinary, Extraordinary Sunday

Sunday Forum

Lyla’s Doll

Finding God in the Ordinary

22

18

30

24

31

THE GOOD NEWS

FIFTEEN TWENTY

LIFELONG DISCIPLE

Who’s Who at St. Michael’s
Church Phone:  (919) 782-0731

All area codes are 919 unless noted

The Rev. Samuel GReGoRy JoneS, RecToR

ext. 117 • jones@holymichael.org 
(c) 559-2004

The Rev. holly Gloff, aSSociaTe RecToR 
ext. 127 • gloff@holymichael.org 

(c) 612-7228
The Rev. RobeRT fRuehwiRTh, aSSociaTe RecToR 

ext. 105 • fruehwirth@holymichael.org
(c) 475-0082

The Rev. meTa ellinGTon, Deacon

tometa@nc.rr.com
(c) 210-9123

The Rev. DaviD cRabTRee, Deacon

(c) 614-2164
maRion b. “chip” chaSe, veRGeR 

(h) 851-9576
 

VESTRY

Class of 2018
DaviD Bull •  785-9860 | John ConstanCe • ( 443--878-7573

anna MClaMB • 848- 9012 | allen Marshall • 720-4236 
Joe WarenDa • 602-0839

Class of 2019
  tiM Berry • 785-9573 | Dan Cahill • 785-1610

valerie JaCkson• 917-5164  |roBin kenneDy • 571-3633  
lee Walker • 896-8766

Class of 2020
Ashleigh BlaCk •789-8284 |John Connell • 336-407-891

roB griffin • 510-9982 |Marty Munt • 847-6780
karen Wagoner • 604-4701

STAFF
STella aTTaway, DiRecToR of chRiSTian eDucaTion

attaway@holymichael.org • ext. 106
ann GaRey, publicaTionS

garey@holymichael.org • ext. 103
chaRloTTe GRiffin, DiRecToR of DevelopmenT

griffin@holymichael.org • ext. 121
lee hayDen, DiRecToR of opeRaTionS 

& newcomeR miniSTRy
hayden@holymichael.org • ext.108

abby van noppen, DiRecToR of youTh miniSTRy
vannoppen@holymichael.org  • ext. 115 

Kevin KeRSTeTTeR, DiRecToR of muSic
kerstetter@holymichael.org • ext. 101

SuSan liTTle, financial aDminiSTRaToR
little@holymichael.org • ext. 113

caRolyn l’iTalien, aSSiSTanT To 
chilDRen’S miniSTRieS & opeRaTionS

litalien@holymichael.org
Jean olSon, paRiSh SecReTaRy

olson@holymichael.org • ext. 112
SuSan RounTRee, DiRecToR of communicaTionS

rountree@holymichael.org • ext.122

FACILITIES STAFF
Jesús epigMenio, grounDskeeper 

MarCela De la Cruz, housekeeper

PARISH DAY SCHOOL 
782-6430

manDy annunziaTa, DiRecToR

annunziata@holymichael.org • ext. 110
caSon maDDiSon, aSSiSTanT DiRecToR • ext.114

maddison@holymichael.orgJoin one of our fall book studies.

Bible & Book Studies

The Story of Miriam holds lessons for us all.

A Sister to a Nation20

30

Dale Roane reflects on her years on Vestry.
A Home, Given from God

26

Elaine Bayless discovers a new intimacy 
with friends when she opens a door.

Opening the Door to a Larger World29

Archangel 5



GROWING 
GOD’S GARDEN
“God made a beautous garden
With lovely flowers strown,
But one straight, narrow pathway
That was not overgrown.
And to this beauteous garden
He brought mankind to live,
And said: “To you, my children,
These lovely flowers I give.
Prune ye my vines and fig trees,
With care my flowerets tend,
But keep the pathway open
Your home is at the end.” — Robert Frost

It’s a crisp Tuesday morn-
ing, and a small band of 
green thumbs gathers 

in the St. Michael’s memorial garden 
beneath the giant wind chimes that 
have hung there for 15 years. A gentle 
breeze prods the clappers into a soft 
melody in tones both deep and light, 
adding a musical layer to what is al-
ready a beautiful outdoor space.

“Bob’s talking to us,” says Mo Courie, 
who in 2002 became de facto chair of 
the Grounds Committee. Bob would be 
Bob Slaughter, who worked with Mo in 
the gardens and bought and hung the 
chimes in Mo’s honor. 

“We went to buy plants at Logan’s one 
day, and [I remarked on] what a beauti-
ful sound they made.”

Bob bought the chimes and when he 
hung them said: “I’m giving them in 
honor of you, but if you keep bugging 
me about it, it will be in your memory,’” 
says Mo.

Mo, a retired obstetrician, was lured 
into the garden work by Bob, an 
attorney with a passion for volunteer-
ing at the church. “Bob said: ‘You’re 

Words & Photos: Susan Byrum Rountree

Members of our Lay Weeders team from left: Sue Edmonson and Bob the Dog, 
Jane Stikeleather, Sandy Page, Diana Sendall, Mo Courie, Marilyn Budrow and 
Chris Laco.

just a doctor, but I have to work. How 
about taking over the memorial garden 
expansion?’”

Back then, the church budget was 
tight, and there was little money to 
provide for a full-time groundskeeper 
to maintain the church’s large property, 
so it fell to volunteers like Mo and Bob 
to help out. They, along with a handful 
of other volunteers, mowed the grass, 
weeded and planted, helping expand 
our already beautiful grounds. They call 
themselves “lay weeders “— Mo, Sue 
Edmonson, Sandy Page, Chris Laco, 
Jane Stikeleather, Marylin Budrow, Mike 

Raley, Tom Monaco, Judy Spaziano 
and others — who spend countless 
hours in all kinds of weather, weeding 
and planting and planning, keeping 
our grounds in shape. They support 
the work of Jesus Epigmenio, our 
groundskeeper and custodian. 

The grounds surrounding St. Michael’s 
original memorial garden were de-
signed by Raleigh landscape designer 
and parishioner Becky Garren. She 
planted the foundation to block the 
memorial garden from the surrounding 
neighborhood. When the garden was 
built in the late 1980s, Mo says, a city 
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It’s a favorite spot for visitors to sit 
in the shade, for brides and grooms 
to capture that first picture, and for 
children, who love to dangle from the 
branches of the crape myrtles.

“When you’re sitting here,” Sandy says, 
“you hear the birds and the bells, the 
chimes, Kevin practicing, the children 
playing on the playground — it’s so 
peaceful.” 

As St. Michael’s has grown, so have the 
grounds, as we’ve acquired property 
adjoining our campus, which is now 
about eight acres. One expansion led 
to the discovery of the “secret garden,” 
a walled space on the north side of our 
property where the labyrinth now sits. 

The gardens provide four seasons of 
color, from azaleas, dogwoods and 
daffodils in early spring, to peonies — 
many of them from Mo’s home garden 
— and irises in May, calla lilies and 
zinnias in summer, and Lenten roses 
and camellias in winter.

“A lot of it ends up on the altar,” says 
Sue, who brings her dog, Bob, with her 
when she gardens. The “lay weeders” 
encourage our flower guild to cut the 
roses, greenery and wildflowers for 

arrangements, to bring the outside 
indoors to share. “We get better, not 
bigger,” she says.

“What we have, we use,” say Sandy. “We 
have lemonade in the garden in sum-
mer. The day school holds its Easter 
egg hunt here. We’ve had picnics, even 
a wedding. We’ve taken care of it for 
years.”

 “The people of St. Michael’s have much 
love for this property and its beauty,” 
says Marilyn Budrow, who was asked 
to join the lay weeders by Jane Stike-
leather. “It’s a way I can give back to the 
people of the church.”

“St. Michael’s is my village,” says Diana 
Sendall, a recent addition to the lay 
weeders. “People in the village take 
care of the churchyard.”

“It shows people how we love the 
village,” Sue adds. “We invite them to 
come and sit down and rest. It gives 
them a sense of peace.”

Special thanks to Campbell’s Nursery and 
Pender Nursery for donating many of the 
plants and trees to our garden. 

‘WHEN YOU’RE SITTING HERE, YOU HEAR THE BIRDS AND THE 
BELLS, THE CHIMES, KEVIN PRACTICING, THE CHILDREN PLAY-
ING ON THE PLAYGROUND — IT’S SO PEACEFUL.’ 
— SANDY PAGE, LAY WEEDER TEAM

ordinance prevented human remains 
from being buried within 20 feet of the 
property line. But that law was changed 
in the late 1990s, and the area was 
expanded to include more grave sites.

When Bob died in 2004, the parish set 
aside $10,000 as a tribute to him and 
installed the rose garden at the base of 
the parking lot.

Sue Edmonson, who lives near the 
Raleigh Rose Garden and had been 
volunteering there for years, stepped 
up to oversee our rose garden, but she 
does much more.  

St. Michael’s parishioners have always 
had a passion for the green space 
surrounding the church. A few years 
after the nave was completed in 1956, 
Ike and Peggy Manly endowed the 
Manly Garden next to the chapel. The 
lay weeders tend to the space most 
Tuesdays during the year, weeding, 
planting pots and poet’s laurel, while 
Jesus keeps the shrubs trimmed.

Our memorial gar-
den offers respite 
for loved ones to 
find a quiet mo-
ment for prayer. 
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MORE THAN THREE DECADES AGO, MIKE RALEY BECAME AN ACCIDENTAL HOST OF 
A WEEKLY RADIO GARDENING SHOW. SINCE THAT TIME, HIS HOURS IN THE GAR-
DEN HAVE BECOME A SACRED PRACTICE. 

I have always read that God is in everything.  
There can be nothing on earth that 
this concept applies to more than a 
garden. Don’t forget, one of God’s first 

creations was the Garden of Eden. George Bernard Shaw once wrote, “The 
best place to find God is in a garden.” 

Gardening has become a spiritual quest for me. I would like to say that I 
have been a gardener all of my life, but I hated pulling weeds at my boy-
hood home and never pursued working in God’s earth until I was thrown 
into being the host of a radio gardening show over three decades ago. But 
now, my life revolves around my family, a patch of ground where my house 
sits, and one of the most exquisite and sacred settings in Raleigh . . .  the 
grounds of St. Michael’s. 

When I need to relax from the daily grind, or pray about the difficulties of 
life, I come to St. Michael’s and walk the labyrinth path, sit on a bench and 
try and not think . . . just breathe in the many fragrances and soak up the 
pleasing sights. Yes, I pull weeds and plant shrubs and trees and flowers. A 
small contribution to the approximately six acres donated to our congre-

Words: Mike Raley

Photos: Susan Rountree

Our gardens offer bounteous beauty, even in winter. 
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70 years ago. It’s a mission, a spiritual mission. 
There are few things more spiritual than working 
the ground of a church campus.

In 2009 I decided to contribute more to my church 
than Sunday duties, to lend a hand and become 
a part of our church family. I attended my first 
Grounds Committee meeting and came away on 
that chilly March evening as chairman. At first, my 
head was spinning, but I took it as a sign that God 
wanted me to move ahead in my spiritual and 
gardening education. 

Eight years later, I am still chairman of the 
Grounds Committee. Taking a deep interest in an 
important part of God’s work has led me to get to 
know some of the finest people I have ever known. 
We call them the “lay weeders.” They are dedicat-
ed members of our parish, who along with Jesus, 
our groundskeeper, have nurtured these grounds 
with the love that only a gardener can feel. 

One of my favorite garden prayers is The Garden-
er’s Prayer by Julie Howard Motherall. 

It reads: 
 
“Help us Oh God, to be ever mindful of the beauties 
around us. May we grow with our flowers in gentle-
ness, patience, courage, laughter and religion.” 

As we turn the brown soil and plant our seed, may 
we learn faith . . . in the goodness of the earth, the 
clemency of the sun, the fullness of the clouds. 
May we be grateful for the privilege of being cowork-
ers with God in the creation of even one tiny flower.
And grant that we may know the great joy that comes 
from sharing with others.”

Yes, God is in the people, the 
buildings and the gardens of St. 
Michael’s. From the succulents 
and mondo grass in the Memorial 
Garden, to the fragrant winter 
daphne in the Manly Garden, to the 
roses that greet parishioners and 
visitors season after season, the 
gardens of St. Michael’s are a part 
of God’s creation and our spiritual 
education.

‘HELP US, OH GOD, TO BE 
EVER MINDFUL OF THE 
BEAUTIES AROUND US. 
MAY WE GROW WITH OUR 
FLOWERS IN GENTLENESS, 
PATIENCE, COURAGE, 
LAUGHTER AND RELIGION.’

— JULIE HOWARD MOTHERALL

Mike Raley hosts the award-winng 
The Weekend Gardener on Satur-
day mornings on WPTF radio.
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THE ST. MICHAEL’S FLOWER GUILD BRINGS NATURE TO CHURCH 

When I first began attending St. 
Michael’s and kneeled at the 
altar rail, the cross hanging 
high above the altar drew my 

eyes. To this day, that’s still true, as I gaze at the cross I think about 
the hands that refurbished the silver leaf when the nave was remod-
eled some years ago.

Though after almost 30 years in this parish that remains true, now 
as I wait my turn for the bread and wine, I take in the altar flowers, 
studying them, too.

Such beauty resides there, week after week. From simple yellow pine 
and magnolia during Advent, or white hydrangeas bursting from the 
tall silver vases after a wedding, to the brilliant reds and oranges of 
summer sunflowers, the altar flowers celebrate the beauty of God’s 
earth.

What many parishioners might not know is that the flowers that 
stand on the altar each Sunday are seldom the work of florists hired 
for special occasions. They are more often the creation of a quiet 
team of volunteers — some of whom are, in fact, professionals — 
who give of their time and talent to the Flower Guild — a special 
ministry celebrating the brilliance found in nature.

Though it’s been around for years, Terri Haywood reorganized 

the Guild about 10 years ago. The team is now led 
by Martha Mazur and Katharine Davies, who work 
together professionally creating arrangements for 
weddings and special occasions. Others, like Sue Ed-
mondson and Martha Crampton, are artists who also 
use flowers as their pallet. Sometimes, members of 
the Flower Guild use the liturgy as their guide for what 
flowers to choose. Many draw from their own cutting 
gardens to create seasonal masterpieces .
 
“It’s a God-given talent,” says Sue, who has been a 
member of the Flower Guild for many years. She and 
Judy Spazanio are teamed together, and on a recent 
Friday, they arranged identical vases in the newly 
renovated flower room.

“I knew nothing about flowers,” Judy says, “I wanted to 
do something entirely different. but I went to work-
shops to learn.”

“Back then,” Sue says, “grocery stores weren’t sell-
ing flowers, so much of what I used came from my 
garden.” Her mother and grandmother taught her 
to arrange flowers. “I knew they’d look beautiful, no 
matter what.”

Judy Spaziano, Martha Mazur, Katharine Davies and Sue Edmonson of the Flower Guild. 
About two dozen parishioners work with the Guild, but more hands are needed. 
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Words & Photos: Susan Byrum Rountree

Early in our parish, volunteers arranged flowers in 
small brass vases typically found in every church, 
but in recent years, the Guild purchased large 
silver tulip vases to use for weddings and other 
special events. Smaller silver vases allow Guild 
members to vary the height depending on their 
preference. 

“I love BIG,” Sue says. “But the hardest thing about 
getting older is I can’t lift the vases.”

The flowers aren’t thrown away after a service. 
Flower Delivery Guild members break them apart 
and rearrange them in smaller vases to be deliv-
ered to shut-ins, those who are in the hospital or 
who have had a birth or death in their families. 

“On Sunday morning,” says Judy, “everything is 
ready, almost by magic. There are so many behind 
the scenes to make a service happen. It’s a Godly 
thing.”

Martha Mazur agrees. “It’s very sacred to be here 
by yourself in the quiet of the flower room,” she 
says. “And to go out and pick the roses to use on 
the altar. We get to use the beauty of the garden. 
Truly God gives us the ability to put them together. 
I get to share my gift with everybody.”

Judy arranges fall flowers 
in one of the larger silver 

vases. Below right, the 
finished product.
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Before you tell your life what you intend to do with it, listen for what 
it intends to do with you. Before you tell your life what truths and 
values you have decided to live up to, let your life tell you what truths 
you embody, what values you represent.” 
— Parker Palmer. “Let your Life Speak”

The basic problem of the spiritual life is not the absence of God; it is 
the absence of us. — Margaret Hebbelthwaite

God is at the center of every human expe-
rience. In our living and in our dying, 
in our joy and our grief, our panic as 
well as our calm, God is already at the 

center. The divine encounter is always present as a possibility for 
us. God is waiting for us. 

It has been a hard lesson for me to learn, but it is a lesson I find 
in the writings of the Christian saints: when we live removed 
from ourselves, we live removed from God. When we are dis-
tracted and absent from our basic reality, we are distracted and 
absent from God. Disconnected from ourselves, we can’t hope 
to be connected to one another. There may be sound and fury, 
but there is no real “I” present to be in relationship with anything 
else. 

Julian of Norwich, having discovered God enthroned at the cen-
ter of her physical and spiritual being, says this: “When the soul is 
at peace with itself, suddenly it is one-ed to God, because in God 
is no wrath.” [Revelations of Divine Love. Ch. 49] 

Because God puts no distance between Godself and us, because 
God is always relating to us with love, when we are peacefully 
open to the whole reality of ourselves, we are also directly open 
to God.

If this is true, if the problem really is with us and not with divine 
anger or apathy, if the problem in our spiritual lives is indeed our 
wrath, our distraction, our absence from ourselves, the remedy 
might seem almost too simple: all we have to do to be in touch 

with God and each other is just decide to be at peace 
with ourselves! 

Yes! Just do that! Come back in 20 years and tell me 
how you are getting on! 

In my experience, finding our way back to being at 
home in ourselves is the journey of a lifetime, and I 
expect, a journey that continues beyond death. Some 
days, we get a little bit closer to being at home in our-
selves, then we spiral away again into our obsessions, 
or life breaks us up into anger and panic, or hurt 
comes out of nowhere and fills the soul. 

And then, for no apparent reason, we have those 
moments when eternity intersects with time, when 
“we are the music while the music lasts:

The distraction fit, lost in a shaft of sunlight,
The wild thyme unseen, or the winter lightning

Or the waterfall, or music heard so deeply
That it is not heard at all, but you are the music

While the music lasts.  
These are only hints and guesses,

Hints followed by guesses; and the rest
Is prayer, observance, discipline, thought and action.

The hint half guessed, the gift half understood,  
is Incarnation.” 

— T.S. Eliot, “The Four Quartets”

Addressing us in our confusion, our hurt and frag-
mentation, God comes on mission to us in two ways. 
The first mission is Jesus, who is still given to us in the 
life of the church. Jesus helps us return to ourselves 
because Jesus reveals God as already being more at 
home with us than we ourselves are. As a revelation 
of a divine mercy that suffers for and with us, Jesus is 
a healing balm for our hurt, our anger. 

Jesus is the passport back to ourselves. And work-

RESTING & STOPPING:  
A SABBATH FOR  
THE LORD
Words & Photo: The Rev. Robert Fruehwirth, Associate Rector
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Photo 1: name One cuses sam sinumque

ing in tandem with God’s mission in Jesus, there is also the 
secret, elusive, and healing inflow of the Holy Spirit. 

When we stop and rest, when we take real sabbath, we are 
no longer anxious agents propelling ourselves through the 
agenda of the day. We pause. We yield. We let go to a deeper 
and wider reality, and we are capable of being open to some-
thing more than just Getting Stuff Done. In such letting go, we 
become pliant to the Spirit who, in the words of the Advent 
antiphon, “orderest all things mightily.” God’s spirit gets into 
ourselves and in wisdom mightily re-orders our lives, giving 
us the instinctive sense for what is of true value, and coaxing 
the rest of life into order around that. 

This January, we are going to enjoy three Sunday Forums on 
the theme of Sabbath. I am eager to roll up my sleeves and 
work with you to find ways we can make our lives more open 
to the God who is coming to us in two-fold mission, in Jesus 
and Spirit. 

On the Jan. 14, we are going to explore the Biblical origins of 
Sabbath, how resting and stopping are “working definitions 
of the holy,” opening us to God. On the 21st, we will engage 
in spirited discussion about what blocks us from making 
time for God and seek practical help from one another and 
centuries of Christian practical wisdom. On the 28th, we will 
explore what technology (screen time!) is doing to our spiri-
tual and social lives, once again looking for right ordering and 
true Sabbath in our lives. 

O Come, thou Wisdom from on high, 
who orderest all things mightily; 
to us the path of knowledge show,
and teach us in her ways to go. 
[1982 Hymnal,Hymn 56]

THE SEVENTH DAY IS BLESSED AS HOLY BECAUSE THE LORD 
STOPPED AND RESTED. STOPPING AND RESTING ARE THE 
WORKING DEFINITIONS OF HOLY. [MATTHEW SLEETH. 24/6]

Doorway into to the Julian of Norwich Shrine in 
Norwich, England.
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A few weeks ago, 
I moved to 
a wonderful 
new home in 

North Raleigh. In moving, I wanted to reduce my 
real estate taxes by 50 percent (check); I wanted to 
move to a new place that did not have the ghost 
of my late husband’s death in the family room 
(check); and I wanted to downsize to a home with-
out the possibility of so many falling trees (check!).  

Moving into a new house always comes with chal-
lenges. One of my biggest challenges was what to 
do with all of the paintings I’ve accumulated. Some 
are from my artist father; others I’ve bought on 
trips and others are assorted paintings/needle-
work given to me by friends. 

Where to hang my treasured icons was, however, 

not a problem.  Icons are sacred to me, and so 
finding a corner in my office where I can sit quietly 
with them is as important to me as is finding a 
place for my teakettle. My love and understanding 
of icons has grown over time into one of my most 
important spiritual practices.

The word “icon” comes from the Greek, eikōn, 
and is described as a religious image painted on 
a small wooden panel and used in the devotions 
of Eastern Christians. For many years, if I ran 
across an icon, it didn’t appeal to me. Like so many 
people, I thought icons were an almost weird kind 
of scary ugly. And to think people actually prayed 
using icons, which I mistakenly thought meant 
they worshipped them as they prayed.

In time, I began to study icons as important Chris-
tian symbols.  

FROM CHAOS TO ORDER
Words & Photos: The Rev. Holly Gloff, Associate Rector

ICONS BEGIN 
AS SKETCHES 
THAT TAKE 
ON MANY 
LAYERS, NOT 
UNLIKE OUR 
OWN LIVES. 
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These weird, wonderful paintings are filled with 
them. There was a reason for the long noses 
and large, out-of-proportion eyes.  The people 
depicted in icons were in heaven, and they’re in 
their resurrected bodies, which are not like ours. 
The eyes are the most important part of the face, 
and that’s why they are rendered larger.  I soon I 
began to warm to these images and in how they 
are created. 

An icon’s proportions are strange to us because 
they use inverse prospective. The back is brought 
forward and flattened out. In fact, in this kind of 
perspective, WE are the focal point, the subject 
in the painting. The person depicted in the icon 
is looking at us. And the most important thing: 
painting them is a spiritual discipline.

The process of making an icon is literally bathed 
in prayer. We pray and fast before beginning the 
project. We pray during the process. We celebrate 
Eucharist every morning before beginning our 
work, and a priest anoints our hands before we 
begin our work. Learning to paint icons is not an 
art class.

When I work on an icon, I am more open to 
hearing God’s voice than at any other time. I find 
that issues I’ve been concerned about often find a 
resolution. It’s a wonderfully blessed time.

When beginning an icon, I use a pre-gessoed 
board, saving a week or so of preparation. The 
boards are slathered with layers of alternat-
ing gesso (paint mixed with chalk, gypsum and 
pigment) with layers of very fine linen. Rabbit skin 
glue holds the linen in place.

With the blank board, we begin with chaos. No de-
cisions have been made. Choosing a subject is the 
first choice, one of many. By drawing on the board, 
chaos begins to turn into order. Next, incise or use 
India ink to mark out a “cartoon” outline. These 
cartoons have been used since the 4th century. 
We don’t make up our own version of these peo-
ple, but use the traditional images. 

Incising is a permanent way to mark our icon, 
showing us where the paint will go. India ink is also 
permanent, thus reminding us that in our baptism, 
we were “marked as God’s own forever.”  

Next, we apply the gold for the halo, using real 
gold leaf, which never tarnishes or fades. It is eter-
nal. It is uncreated light.  Icons are an incarnation-
al language; we can paint icons of Jesus because 
he is God made man. We do not paint images of 
God, as that would be heresy.

Then we begin applying color, using the darkest 

tones first, working toward lighter highlights as the 
undercoats dry. The skin tone — either sankir or 
rosh krish — is applied. Just as humans are made 
from the earth, we use earth colors such as rosh 
krish.   

At first, you wonder if you’ll ever get it right. But 
this chaos also will become order in time. We 
apply the Sankir in puddles, carefully pushing 
the paint around to fill in the skin. Other clothing 
colors are then applied with the same “puddle and 
push” technique, with each subsequent layer be-
coming lighter and lighter, so that the earlier coats 
become translucent. Icons have up to 15 layers of 
pigment, so this process is quite time-consuming. 
But I’m in no hurry.

Painting an icon is a a good metaphor for life. 
Stuck in the past, we can’t move forward, so we 
learn not to focus on a detail. It will be covered up 
in subsequent layers, as Jesus covers our sins and 
redeems us from them.

As the finish nears, we re-draw all the lines, again 
creating order from the chaos.  

As I painted, I found myself in awe of how Jesus’ 
face emerged each day from all those layers 
of paint, becoming clearer each day.  I felt our 
relationship evolve into a deeper, closer tie.  At 
the end of the day, we’re anointed once again, 
committing our work to God. We would then have 
a brief service committing our work to God.

A study of icons will sometimes reveal a hand or 
part of a halo veer outside the icon painting and 
intrude itself into the border. “Outside the border” 
is symbolic of the world. “Inside the border” is 
the heavenly kingdom. This shows that the world 
cannot contain God or heavenly beings.

If you can’t see the face of Jesus in other people, 
you will never be able to see him on a piece of 
wood!  Seeing Jesus in the ordinary is a large part 
of being Christian for me, so this makes perfect 
sense.

Sitting in companionable silence with my icons 
gives me great comfort. Just as one can sit in a 
room with a close friend or relative and not have 
to speak incessantly, you can sit with Jesus in qui-
etude. Sometimes I pray using words. Sometimes, 
I’m just quiet. 
 
Sometimes I even listen. Jesus is always ready to 
be with us in whatever way we would like to spend 
time with him. 

Perhaps trying to spend time with Jesus in this way 
might be a new and fulfilling spiritual discipline for 
you.
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IT’S IN THE  
CONNECTIONS

MARY SNOW CRAWLEY HAS SPENT HER CAREER WORKING WITH CHILDREN. 
HERE, SHE REFLECTS ON HER OWN CHILDHOOD, EXAMINING THE CRITICAL 
CONNECTIONS SHE HAD WITH HER EXTENDED FAMILY AND HOW THEY SHAPED 
HER  LIFE. 

Words & Photo: Mary Snow Crawley

Mary Snow Crawley’s father, Cary McNab Euwer was a great horseman 
who taught her to ride. She foxhunted for years. 
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We all know the importance of relationships. What I 
have discovered, through reading and research, 
is how strongly relationships affect a child’s 
development. Connection builds love, respect, 

and trust. Children who experience strong attachments from a very 
young age do better as they grow. Connection results in greater emo-
tional flexibility, social functioning, and stronger cognitive abilities and is 
paramount to success in life.

A young child who is positively engaged with a human partner (a caregiv-
er, parent, sibling, or friend) participates in experiences that are unique 
to his/her personality and interests. These experiences shape the child’s 
self-awareness and encourage growth in intellectual, social, physical, 
behavioral, and moral areas of development. They also build self-confi-
dence, positive mental health, a motivation to engage in learning, school 
achievement, and, as the child grows, impulse control and conflict 
resolution.

As you read about my childhood, I hope that you will think about your 
own childhood and how different it may have been from the childhood 
experiences of your own children.

I grew up on a small farm in southern Maryland. My father was a small 
town lawyer, an athlete, a jokester, a history buff, and someone who 
loved his friends and loved to party. My mother was a stay-at-home 
mom, a quintessential volunteer in our schools, her Garden Club, our 
church altar guild, Sunday school, and car pools. She taught cotillion 
in the parish hall and was a much-loved party hostess. She was also a 
math whiz and a great cook, and she encouraged us to play and to enjoy 
nature. Mom and Dad both loved to read and read the classics to my 
older sister, my younger brother, and me.

Living on a small farm meant that there were not a lot of children 
around so we learned to be independent and to entertain ourselves. 
I loved playing with dolls (whose clothes were made by my Mom) and 
spent the summers outside, climbing hills, swinging from vines in the 
trees near our stable, riding my horse and my bicycle, and reading in our 
tree house.

During my fourth summer I supposedly asked my father, who played 
squash and tennis in college, to teach me how to play tennis. I obvious-
ly wanted to have one-on-one time with him and he willingly obliged! 
I grew to adore the game and played on my high school and college 
teams. On summer evenings Dad would gather the neighborhood 
children in one of our fields and teach all of us to play softball. I earned 
one of my high school letters as a softball pitcher. My father, a great 
horseman, taught us to ride and my brother and I were foxhunters well 
into our college years. 

Mom had a large flower garden and shared her 
abundant gardening knowledge with us. She also 
took me with her every Saturday morning to our 
little pre-Revolutionary War Episcopal church. She 
taught me to arrange flowers. (I won my one and 
only blue ribbon in flower arranging at the age 
of eight). I straightened the prayer books and hym-
nals in the pews while she polished the brass altar 
rails and arranged the linens and the altar flowers. 
She modeled the importance of volunteering and 
of growing my faith.

Our two grandmothers who lived nearby were 
often our caregivers. They both taught my sister 
and me many skills I still enjoy today: gardening, 
sewing, crewel embroidery, crocheting, knitting, 
and needlepoint.

Preparing for the parenting class on connections 
made me aware of all the experiences I had grow-
ing up and it has occurred to me that the things 
I love to do today were all born in my childhood: 
church involvement, tennis, volunteering, knit-
ting, sewing, crafts, and reading. When a child 
has a strong connection to another person who 
is important to them, they will carry all they have 
learned and experienced into their adulthood and 
may also pass these traits on to their own chil-
dren.

Join Mary Snow and Bob Munt beginning 
Sunday, January 21 as they explore with young 
parents the importance of forming strong 
connections with children. Parents of young 
children and grandparents are welcome.

ON SUMMER EVENINGS, DAD WOULD GATHER THE NEIGHBOR-
HOOD CHILDREN IN ONE OF OUR FIELDS AND TEACH ALL OF 
US TO PLAY SOFTBALL. I EARNED ONE OF MY HIGH SCHOOL 
LETTERS AS A SOFTBALL PITCHER. MY FATHER, A GREAT HORSE-
MAN, TAUGHT US TO RIDE AND MY BROTHER AND I WERE FOX-
HUNTERS WELL INTO OUR COLLEGE YEARS. 

Mary Snow Crawley is a retired early 
childhood educator who worked in 
the Wake Co. Schools for 26 years. 
Her husband, Frank, is a charter 
member of St. Michael’s.
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COME CHILDREN 
UNTO ME

Something big is happening at St. Mi-
chael’s on Sunday mornings, and we 
want your children to be a part of it. Our 
unique chapel programs draw children 

ages 2 to third grade into age-appropriate 
worship, where they learn about living a 
God-centered life. 

Our youngest join children their own age for 
Sunday School at 9:30 a.m., then attend chapel 
with their class. Chapel time even for children 
in kindergarten and younger  is filled with song 
and story and birthday celebrations. Children 
serve as acolytes and take up a collection.

Children in grades 1-3 join parents for worship 
at 9:30 a.m., then follow “Miss Kim” behind the 
cross to Beckwith Chapel during the Sequence 
Hymn. In chapel, they’ll hear the Gospel or Old 
Testament reading for the day, followed by 
songs and class time, where the stories will be 
explored in arts and crafts projects.

Parents are welcome at any time during our 
chapel services. You’ll want to see for yourself 
how truly special the worship experience is for 
children at St. Michael’s.

Go forth with God!

THE ST. MICHAEL’S CHILDREN’S SUNDAY SCHOOL PROGRAM BEGINS 
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 10. If you do the same thing enough times, you can get 

a little tunnel vision: you see the same people, 
you notice the same things. And if the “thing” that 

you’re doing routinely is church, then with that tunnel 
vision, it might be hard to tell one Sunday from the next.

But if you open your perspective on any Sunday at St. 
Michael’s, you will notice wonderful things. From the 
careful hands of the altar guild, arranging all the elements 
of the altar table just so, to the choir members who come 
early to rehearse and vest and process with the clergy, 
to the members of our Vestry who get up early to unlock 
doors, flip switches, and brew coffee, any given Sunday, 
there is a symphony of people of many talents, joyfully 
working together to create a holy place for us all.

When you get to church, the Altar Guild’s work is 
complete, the Canterbury Shop is staffed by a volunteer 
who’s ready to sell you a last-minute gift, parent advisers 
properly fit the acolytes with their cassocks and cottas, 
maybe there’s a children’s choir vesting downstairs, coffee 
is brewing in the kitchen, and Stella Attaway is making 
sure that classrooms are filled with children and teachers.

While you settle into your pew, Chip Chase instructs the 
acolytes, the ushers are preparing to count heads so that 
there will be enough wafers and wine for the Eucharist, 
someone is filling water pitchers for the older kids’ 
Sunday School classes, and the clergy and choir members 
are speed-walking to their places in the narthex.

While you worship, Kim Cadwallader leads younger 
children downstairs, where volunteers tell stories 
and play music for their services in the All Angels and 
Beckwith Chapels — worship in a kid-sized format.

After the 9:30 a.m. service, often with a cup of that 
delicious Vestry coffee in hand, people catch up in the 
lobby, volunteers teach the children’s Sunday School 
classes downstairs and clergy and lay leaders offer a 
variety of adult education offerings.

There is so much that goes into a typical Sunday at St. 
Michael’s, and joy shows on the volunteers’ faces. Each 
one brings different skills to bear to create the beautiful 
and sacred worship space we all share. If you feel called 
to do so, why not join in?

THE EXTRAORDINARY, 
ORDINARY SUNDAY
Words & Photos: Jeff McLamb
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 Jeff McLamb is an electrical 
engineer specializing in the 
design of video equipment.  
He, his wife Anna, and 
children Nora and Anson 
have made St. Michael’s their 
church home since 2007.  Jeff 
is an enthusiastic amateur 
photographer and also enjoys 
sailing, hunting and fishing.
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SISTER TO A NATION

Miriam: You probably 
know her as 
Moses’ sister, 
the one who 

watched him as he laid in his little tar-smeared basket in the 
reeds along the riverbank. As a 10-year-old slave girl, she had the 
boldness to step into the company of Pharaoh’s daughter and 
her ladies and offer to find a Jewish woman to nurse the baby 
the princess had just drawn from the water. 

Miriam was the first born child of Yocheved, who was a midwife. 
According to the Torah. Yocheved startied bringing her daughter 
to work at the tender age of 5 or 6. I’m guessing that day care 
was even scarcer for the slaves of Egypt than it is for working 
families in America today, but you do have to wonder what their 
birds and bees talk was like.

Miriam’s father, Amram, was a leader of the Levites, a people 
whose sons were condemned by Pharaoh to be thrown into the 
Nile at birth to prevent a generation of young men from mount-
ing a slave revolt. For that reason, after his daughter was born, 
Amram had told his people not to bother. If all the boys had to 
die, then better not to even try to have children. 

In the Bible, Miriam is called a prophet, but the Jewish Talmud 
tells us what her prophecy was: She said that her mother would 
give birth to the redeemer of Israel. So she didn’t only save her 
brother from an early death; God used her mouth to speak 
Moses into existence.  

Now, I am not a big sister, but I have observed the older sis-
ter-younger brother relationship at very close range for seven 
years, through my own daughter and son. From their first days 
together, he was her baby, and at times she has been more of a 
mother to him than I have been: watching him, listening to him, 
correcting him and cheering him up. I cannot even fathom what 
their relationship would be like if she ever saved his life. And yet, 
that is what Miriam must have felt toward Moses: typical sisterly 
responsibility and love and possessiveness, amplified by the fact 
that she persuaded her parents through prophecy to have this 
baby and the fact that she rescued him from death in infancy, 
both from drowning and from starvation. 

But if you ask me, Miriam gets even more interesting in adult-
hood. First of all, you know that she’s important because her 
name is mentioned again in the Bible. After the Jewish people 
cross the dry seabed and turn back to watch the walls of water 
collapse upon Pharaoh’s cavalry, Miriam sings their victory song. 
That’s right: most Jewish women only managed to shove some 

Words: Anna McLamb

unleavened bread in their luggage, but Miriam packed 
her tambourine and the Song of Miriam was remem-
bered for generations and then recorded in the Old 
Testament: 

“Sing to the Lord, for he has triumphed gloriously; 
horse and rider he has thrown into the sea!” 

It wasn’t even a gloating victory song; she gave all of 
the glory to God. That Miriam really had it together.

If you pay attention in church, you figure out that, 
aside from Jesus, all the people whose stories are told 
in the Bible have a dark side. Moses murdered, David 
committed adultery and then murdered to cover up 
the adultery, Jonah was a coward, Judas betrayed, 
Peter disowned Jesus three times in his darkest hour, 
Thomas doubted the resurrection, Saul murdered 
Christians before he met Jesus on the road and 
rebranded himself as Paul. I could go on and on. So 
what was Miriam’s thing?  Was she an arsonist or a 
prostitute? Did she pass bad checks?

Nope, Miriam wasn’t bloodthirsty, and she wasn’t 
lured by easy money. Whether it stemmed from 
jealousy, or ungratefulness to God, Miriam sinned by 
speaking evil against her baby brother. And like any 
child with a grudge and more than one sibling, Miriam 
recruited Aaron to gang up on Moses. They criticized 
him for marrying an Ethiopian woman, for marrying 
outside their tribe, and while they were at it, they 
questioned what made their brother so special, since 
they too had been spoken to by God.

If you were reading this story in a novel, you’d shrug 
it off as sibling rivalry; you probably wouldn’t even 
register it as a sin. There’s no corpse, no smoking gun, 
no trove of treasure.  But here’s a quick reminder: 
You are not the all-powerful, all-seeing, all-hearing, 
all-knowing creator and Lord of everything seen and 
unseen. This story reminds us that God actually does 
hear everything.

Like an irate parent, God calls all three of them, 
Moses and Aaron and Miriam, to the tent of meeting, 
but then, unlike any parent I’ve ever heard of, God 
descends into the doorway in a pillar of cloud. The 
booming voice from the cloud asks Miriam and Aaron 
just how stupid they could be to speak evil against 

THE STORY OF MIRIAM, MOSES’ SISTER, HAS LESSONS FOR ALL OF US.
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Moses, who isn’t a mere prophet or leader, but who actually 
converses with God and has seen God’s own form.

And before they know it, God departs and the cloud dispers-
es, and the brothers turn to see their own sister covered 
head to toe with a terrible skin disease, maybe psoriasis, 
maybe leprosy, maybe something worse. Anyway, not a 
good way to be, when you’re a woman of influence in a tribe 
of people who regard any sickness as a moral stain. And 
given that your tribe hasn’t established a health care system 
because they’ve been wandering the desert for more than 30 
years in search of the Promised Land. 

Moses and Aaron plead with God to have mercy on their 
sister, and God shortens her sentence to just a week of 
banishment, but it is said that she died not long afterward, 
before they reached the Promised Land. 

Miriam’s downfall is something we probably all can recog-
nize in ourselves. If you’ve ever helped to make something 
awesome happen, and then someone whom you’ve helped 
gets all of the credit, you will resent it. I also have a hard time 
understanding how her brother, the murderer, got chosen 
by God as a savior of a people, while she gets a terrible skin 
disease and temporary banishment for one instance of 
gossiping. 

But after giving it more thought than I’d like to admit, I also 
understand how bad her sin was, even if it’s pretty mild by 
worldly standards. Miriam was banished not for gossiping, 
but because she had lost the reverence for God that she had 
showed back when she sang that victory song by the Red 
Sea. 
 

The Bible tells us that Moses was the most humble 
man who ever lived, and just as it often happens in 
families, one sibling was a foil for the other. Against 
Moses’ humble acceptance of God’s calling for him, 
you have Miriam, keeping score and complaining that 
her brother’s piece of pizza is much bigger than hers. 
She isn’t content to be a child-prophet, a sister to the 
savior of a nation, a slave walking to freedom and a 
daughter of God. 

Often the Old Testament is so distant and dusty 
to me: the weird place-names, and weirder people 
names, the begats, the locusts and the gore. But I see 
a lot of myself in Miriam, and I hope that by retelling 
her story, when the world pulls us into a cycle of 
ambition and self-pity, that we can remember the 
gratefulness that Miriam forgot. 

We know that God will use each of his followers dif-
ferently for building up the Kingdom, just as we know 
that God’s love for one of us is just as great as God’s 
love for another of us. Unlike this world where we live, 
God’s Kingdom is not a zero-sum game of striving.  

Being humble and obedient to that God isn’t humiliat-
ing, it isn’t deprivation; it is abundant and glorious and 
better than we ever could deserve by our own effort.

A statue of Miriam, sister of Moses, by sculptor Giovanni 
Pisiano, can be found at Sienna’s cathedral in the the 
Museo dell’Opera, in Sienna, Italy.

Photo credit: The Museo dell’Opera, Sienna, Italy

Anna McLamb is an attorney with 
Wyrick Robbins, a wife to an adven-
turous husband, and a mother to 
two interesting, if not always good, 
kids. She is a member of our Vestry. 
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St. Michael’s has been a church home for my family and me for 
over 14 years. I still remember the first time I walked through 
your doors for Sunday service. At the time, I had a 2-year-old 

and a 6-month-old, and my family and I were searching for a new church 
home.

I was blessed to have a childhood church home — Red Oak Baptist 
Church — that loved and nurtured me as a child, and I was searching 
for this same sense of love and belonging for my own family. Little did 
we know at the time that the love of God would reach out to us here. 
What a blessing this church would come to be in our lives. 

We decided to join, and during a Newcomers class, Claire Dodd asked 
me a question: What brought YOU to St. Michael’s? 

“The St. Michael’s Parish Day School,” I said. Claire kindly corrected me 
saying, “No, God brought you here through the Parish Day School.” She 
was right, of course; lesson learned. 

Andrew and I soon became involved in teaching Sunday School with the 
Bromhals and the Dempsters, I began volunteering on the Day School 
Committee, and I joined our wonderful and loving get things”done orga-
nization — the St. Michael’s ECW.

Many parishioners today welcomed my family into this home, and many 
of whom were born into this church family, while others of us have 
found ourselves here in various ways, but all through God. Maybe a 
friend or a family member invited you, perhaps it was our stellar music  
program that brought you here, our exceptional clergy or our dynamic 
Sunday School.

However we have all come to call St. Michael’s home, we know that 
we are all welcomed here, wanted, and most importantly, loved. St. 
Michael’s welcomes everyone who walks through her doors, and that 
is why we all love St. Michael’s. We practice the teachings of Jesus by 
welcoming all who come to worship God.

Our rector, Greg Jones, has done tremendous work here, and with God’s 
help, he and many others have grown St. Michael’s into the church it is 
today. It’s pretty amazing, truly, to think about what a thriving  church we 
are in attendance, membership, giving and outreach, especially at a time 
when so  many Americans are “unchurched,” turning away from orga-
nized religion. At St. Michael’s, we continue to grow and to become.

We are so thankful for associate rector Robert Fruehwirth and for his 
leadership. His thoughts and ideas stretch us as a church, and we are 
grateful for his faithfulness. And to Melanie and to Jane for the sacrifices 
they make on the home front for Greg and Robert to do their jobs so 
faithfully — much gratitude them and to their families. The Rev. Holly 
Gloff’s devotion to those most in need in our church does not go 

unnoticed as she does the work of God. Meta and 
David, your faithfulness, love, and devotion to St. 
Michael’s is a gift to us all. And we are so grateful 
to Kevin Kerstetter and his musical gifts, graciously 
shared with us each Sunday. The choirs’ voices 
— from the smallest child in All Angels, to the 
Beckwith, Canterbury, St. Gregory’s, St. Cecilias, 
and the adult choir — fill this church every Sunday 
in gift and blessing. We are so grateful to all who 
volunteer and who share their gifts with those of 
us, like myself, who cannot carry a tune! 

And who can ever forget our superb staff who 
keep St. Michael’s running like a well-oiled ma-
chine. The time and energy that our staff gives to 
our church is truly overwhelming. Susan Rountree 
created the new Archangel magazine. It is so well 
done and professional, when I first received it in 
the mail I couldn’t believe it was for our church 
alone; it is a beautiful publication. And we thank 
Charlotte Griffin and the Holy Michael Foundation 
for their commitment to the church’s future. In the 
past few months we reached the goal of raising 
$1million for the Foundation. Charlotte and the 
board have worked hard to reach this goal, and 
what a lasting gift and legacy this will be for St. Mi-
chael’s for generations to come, for the next gen-
eration — led by our fearless and patient leaders 
Abby Van Noppen, Jason Schindler, Stella Attaway, 
Carolyn L’Italien, and Mandy Annunziata.

Jean Olson, Susan Little, Ann Garey and Lee 
Hayden: This is the team that keeps us informed, 
up to date, scheduled, and the bills paid on time. 

Two very important people must be named: Jesus 
Epigmenio and Marcela De la Cruz, for their ex-
traordinary work in keeping our beautiful church 
and facilities sparkling and always with a smile 
on their faces. I thank previous senior wardens, 
Frances Penick, Beth Grace, Will Lingo and Karen 
Wagoner. I cannot thank them enough for their 
tireless support, advice and wisdom so graciously 
shared with me. I have learned so much from each 
of them and from all of those who have paved 
the way before me including the ever faithful Nell 
Finch and Bill Duff.                                   

To recap a few of this year’s many milestones:  The 
Holy Michael Foundation reached $1million. The 

A HOME, 
GIVEN FROM GOD
Words: Dale Roane, outgoing Senior Warden
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Canterbury Shop raised $20,000 in 2016, with the proceeds going to-
ward outreach in 2017. The renovation of our beautiful new Sacristy was 
recently completed in honor of Keith and Sue Ann Allen, the brand-new 
Archangel came to life, and we probably had the best “The Gathering” to 
date. 

We raised over $50,000 during the ECW Spring Event and became 
partners with the InterFaith Food Shuttle’s Camden Street Learning Gar-
den Gifts of Grace had its best year yet, raising more than $43,000 for 
outreach. Yes, we are a thriving church doing God’s will in our commu-
nity and beyond, and we are poised to hear God’s future call. That may 
mean adding more programming, implementing new outreach initia-
tives, providing worship space in areas that need God the most, or even 
perhaps one day planting a church in a place to reach more people. 
We, St. Michael’s, are a part of what Bishop Curry refers to as “The Jesus 
Movement.”

Growing up Southern Baptist in Red Oak, outside of Rocky Mount, I 
would have no idea on that first Sunday here at St. Michael’s 14 years 
ago that I would one day be asked to serve on the Vestry. From learning 
when to kneel and when to pray to when to take communion, and a 
host of other Episcopalian traditions, I was at first a little overwhelmed. 
but I caught on fairly quickly, and I fell in love with this church. 
 
My time spent on the Vestry and as senior warden has been a journey 
and a calling, and I am honored and grateful to have had the opportuni-
ty to serve my adult church home and God in this way. I have surprised 
myself at times, I have made more than my fair share of mistakes, and 
I have learned so much about the people who make up this special 
church. Most importantly, I have found strength and grown in my faith 
for God, and I have gained respect for other parishioners knowing that 
we all love St. Michael’s and God. 

Being a member of the Vestry has been a tremendous experience, and 
I truly hope others will consider nomination and accept the call to run 
in the future. It is a time and a service I will treasure, because I have 
had the opportunity to build relationships with people I would not have 
known as well, and I have gained a deeper understanding of my church 
and for all who volunteer, work and worship here. 

Thank you to each and every one of our Vestry members for their 
service, time and commitment. Junior Warden John Merritt’s committ-
mentto St. Michael’s and God has shown through his diligence and hard 
work. I greatly appreciate all of the phone calls, emails and meetings he 
so graciously made the time for. LeeAnn Graham kept us all organized 
and on track. I am grateful for her service and the many hours she gave 
to us. And to Andrew, the girls, my mother and father, thank you for 
always supporting me and for your words of encouragement. Andrew, 
thank you for always being willing to help in whatever way whenever 
needed.

Three very short Vestry years have passed, as 
have 14 very short years. That 2-year-old is a 
sophomore in high school, and the 6-month-old 
is headed to high school next year. St. Michael’s 
has given many blessings to me and my family, 
through God, and I am so thankful. I have even 
found my very best friends here through God. The 
love that exudes from there is a love only found 
from God. Whether you have been a member of 
this church since birth, have been here for many 
years, or whether you are a newcomer, or visiting 
for the first time, you will feel and know God’s love 
here at St. Michael’s. 

That’s the thing about St. Michael’s. There is a 
place here for each and every one of us. She is 
our faith home and her arms are open wide to 
embrace us all. It is our church home, and it is why 
we support our home with the Annual Fund, with 
the Holy Michael Foundation, our staff, our clergy, 
our Parish Day School, our Sunday School leaders, 
our many many volunteers, and our own children 
who will one day serve St. Michael’s or whatever 
church they come to call home. That is what you 
do for your home, and that is what we do here at 
St. Michael’s. 
  
I am forever grateful and thankful for those who 
came before me who had the vision and the wis-
dom to start this little church on the outskirts of 
Raleigh almost 70 years ago. This church started 
from a love for God, but we are not so little any-
more, yet it is in the way that we spread God’s love 
here in this church that it still remains small and 
feels like home. Surely the presence of the Lord 
is in this place where we all come to know and 
spread God’s love.

“Each one should use whatever gift he has 
received to serve others, faithfully administering 
God’s grace in its various forms.” I Peter 4:10

THIS CHURCH STARTED FROM A LOVE FOR GOD, 
BUT WE ARE NOT SO LITTLE ANYMORE, YET IT IS 
IN THE WAY THAT WE SPREAD GOD’S LOVE HERE 
IN THIS CHURCH THAT IT STILL REMAINS SMALL 
AND FEELS LIKE HOME. 

Dale Roane has been an English 
teacher at St. Timothy’s School 
and an English instructor at 
Wake Technical Community 
College.
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LYLA’S DOLL
Words: Marty Munt          Photo: Bob Munt
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LYLA HAS CEMENTED OUR FAMILIES’ BONDS, AND WE ALL DEARLY 
LOVE HER. AS SHE GROWS OLDER, I HOPE SHE WILL REALIZE HOW 
LUCKY SHE IS TO HAVE TWO ADORING, YET DIFFERENT, FAMILIES IN 
HER LIFE. 
 

My granddaughter, 
Stephanie, has a 
special doll she calls 

“Yellow Baby.” They were inseparable 
for years. Yellow Baby got her name not 
from the color of her hair or skin, but 
from her permanent yellow outfit. Yel-
low Baby is the perfect doll for Stephie 
– she looks just like her in many ways. 
When I think of Stephie, I think of yel-
low, since she has always had beautiful 
blond curls.

Since I became a parent, I have come 
to believe that it is nice for every child 
to have one toy they are not required 
to share. My children each had that toy, 
and I thought it would be great for my 
grandchildren to have that special toy, 
too. 

I have another beautiful granddaughter 
named Lyla, who is now 2. Lyla looks 
very different from Stephie, and has 
beautiful dark brownish-black curls. I 
was on a mission last Christmas to find 
the perfect doll for Lyla. My mission 
was harder than I thought since Lyla 
is biracial, and trying to find a doll that 
matched her beautiful caramel colored 
skin proved challenging. Like Stephie, I 
knew Lyla would love to have a doll that 
looked just like her.

I started my search in some of the usu-
al stores such as K-Mart, Wal-Mart and 
Target. I didn’t have any luck looking 
in these stores — all of the dolls I saw 
were either too pale or too dark. So I 
tackled my mission online. I ordered 
what I thought was the perfect doll, but 
when she arrived, her skin was much 
darker than Lyla’s. 

So I started searching again. I lucked 
into a wonderful company with a very 
helpful sales person. She really listened 
and she helped me choose exactly 
the doll I was hoping to find. The new 

doll was a much better match, and 
she even came in a box that warned 
she was sleeping. The box instructed 
us to shake it gently so we could wake 
her from her nap. As promised, our 
new doll woke ready to play. She now 
is called “Baby” (Stephie would have 
called her Pink Baby because of her 
outfit). Baby is the last thing Lyla kisses 
goodnight before she goes to bed, and 
she has settled right into Lyla’s world 
and has a great home with her.

Years ago, this search would have been 
far from my thoughts. But a few years 
ago, my daughter met a wonderful 
young African American man at church. 
Their love for each other grew as they 
spent more time together, and they 
were married six years ago. I would be 
lying if I said there were no attitude ad-
justments needed from both families. 
But with Helen’s and Joe’s love as an 
example, we have forged a wonderful 
relationship with each other over the 
years. Joe’s family is our family and I 
know they feel the same way about us. 
Lyla has cemented our families’ bonds 
and we all dearly love her. As she grows 
older, I hope she will realize how lucky 
she is to have two adoring, yet different, 
families in her life. 

But, I had some unfinished business.  I 
was so happy to find Baby that I almost 
forgot that I needed to find a home 
for the first doll. I decided that my 
preschool classroom could use a little 
diversity, so I took her and placed her 
in the doll bed at school one morning. I 
loved watching all the children discover 
their new doll. By the end of the day, 
they had all given her a new name: 
“Brown Baby.” There were many argu-
ments that day over who would be next 
to feed, clothe or hold Brown Baby. 
She came with a bottle and a pacifier, 
so she was lots of fun to mother and 
father. She continues a favorite with my 

friends and gets lots of wonderful care 
each day.
I learned a lot last year from watching 
my little friends care for Brown Baby, 
who by the way, has actually been given 
the same name by my friends this year. 
The children all loved and played with 
their new doll. Her skin color did not 
matter. In their eyes, she was a doll 
that needed care just like all the other 
dolls. I loved seeing how naturally and 
without any hint of discrimination they 
cared for Brown Baby. 

How wonderful it would be if all people 
could look at each other and care for 
one another in the innocent way my 
little friends care for this doll. To me, 
the real challenge is to figure out how 
to keep this innocence and love as they 
grow older, and keep it from turning 
into distrust of others who appear dif-
ferent from them. When this happens, 
I think we might finally have peace on 
earth.

Marty Munt teaches preschool at Hayes 
Barton Methodist 
Church. She and her 
husband, Bob, have 
been members of St. 
Michael’s for more 
than 30 years. She 
was recently elected 
to her first term on 
the Vestry.
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STILL 
SINGING

 “I FEEL LIKE GOD TALKS TO ME AND I’M SURE HE DOES, BUT I PROBABLY 
DON’T HEAR MOST [OF THE TIME]. I COME CLOSEST WITH THE MUSIC.”

Words: Elaine Bayless Photo: Kevin Kerstetter

The Third Place has the noise 
and bustle of any coffee 
shop, but not the décor. 
Displays of homemade 

jewelry and antique knickknacks, all for sale, fill 
the wall spaces. Retro and exotic art hangs on the 
walls, and sculptures drip from the black raised 
ceiling. 

I sit here over coffee with Kevin Kerstetter and 
George Givens. It’s a favorite coffee shop of 
George’s: when he worked in the General Assem-
bly of North Carolina he liked to interview job 
candidates here. 

In his dress shirt and slacks, with short white hair 
and trifocals, George is the picture of a retired 
lawyer and politician. But behind the veneer of re-

spectability, he hides a rebellious streak and sly 
sense of humor. He begins the interview by saying, 
“I do want to say that I expect to get a picture 
as magnificent as appeared on the cover of the 
first edition of this magazine.”

Later on in the interview, George asks Kevin, 
“Should I tell her about the benchers?”

Kevin laughs and says, “No. That probably 
wouldn’t make it into Archangel anyway.” There 
are more than a few moments like these, when 
Kevin and George fall into the shorthand of long 
friendship, laughing at shared memories. When 
George mentions the previous organ, he calls it 
the “Mighty Moller,” and Kevin adds, “Some people 
called it the ‘Impacted Molar’. “
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“The choir director before Kevin was intense,” says 
George. “He told the choir that if they had a ticket 
to the opera on a Wednesday night, they ought to 
skip the performance and come to choir rehearsal 
instead. “

I ask Kevin if he’d like to go on the record about 
whether a choir member should attend the opera 
or come to rehearsal. He laughs and says, “The op-
era, definitely. And you should get an extra ticket 
for the choir director!”

In his 30 years with St. Michael’s church choir, 
George has seen at least three directors, and he 
credits Kevin with bringing lots of good changes. 
The adult choir at St. Michael’s is one of the most 
visible aspects of the vibrant music program. 
They sing every Sunday at the 9:30 a.m. service 
as well as holiday services and special concerts. 
Last year they performed the Duruflé Requiem in 
partnership with the First United Methodist choir 
from Salisbury. Kevin has given the choir a wide 
variety of musical experiences, which is something 
George treasures from his choral participation.

George, along with other volunteers from the 
choir, had the privilege of singing at Duke Chap-
el for an ordination. Members of the choir also 
traveled to England where they were able to sing 
at Guildford Cathedral and many other wonderful 
locations. While in England, George and his wife 
Mary rented a car and took a sight-seeing trip 
on the side. When they arrived to see the Magna 
Carta, it was just past viewing time and they were 
about to put it away. George grins and says, “I 
mentioned that I was a lawyer and I really wanted 
to see it and the guard opened it back up.” 

Choir activities are not limited to rehearsals and 
concerts. The annual Christmas party is a long and 
festive affair filled with food and wine. Occasion-
ally a group will gather at the Cameron Bar and 
Grill for drinks after rehearsal, and there’s always 
a wonderful dinner at the choir retreat, as well as 
fun activities besides singing. 

At one such retreat, George faced an unusual 
dilemma. It was Sunday morning, and he had to 
eat breakfast, clean up, and get to the host church 

Retired attorney George Givens has been a member of the choir for decades. In 2006 he was diagnosed with 
Parkinson’s disease, but his love for music continues.

continued on the next page
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to lead worship with the other choir members. Unfortunately, 
he had only one clean shirt left. His current shirt was covered 
in mud from a hiking adventure, and his other shirt had red 
wine all down the front. 

“I had this choice I was confronted with on Sunday morn-
ing. They were serving a nice breakfast and I was hungry, 
I wanted this breakfast. But I had a choice: I had to either 
go to breakfast or go back and shower. If I put the shirt on 
before I showered, it wasn’t good, and so what I chose to do 
was wear the shirt with the red wine going down the front. 
I’m sure I didn’t win any hearts or minds over with this shirt. I 
thought it was better, all in all, that the home folks see me in 
the wine stained shirt,” as opposed to [the people at the host 
church.]

George began his musical career in the 5th grade, when his 
parents put him in band to learn to play the trombone. “I was 
not a very good band member except that I was a great band 
manager.” And while George never mastered the instrument, 
it was a good introduction to choral singing, because trom-
bone music is written in bass clef, just like the music for the 
bass choral section. George’s first experience with choral 
singing came while he was squeezing four years of college 
into six years, when he joined the choir at St Paul’s Episcopal 
Church in Salem, Va. His next choir was All Saints Episcopal 
choir in Roanoke Rapids. He joined St. Michael’s choir almost 
30 years ago, in Lent, and was “late to my very first rehearsal.”

It may be difficult to imagine, but the wide variety of political 
and religious views within the choir doesn’t cause prob-
lems. “In my life I’ve always been somewhere where I was 
more than an average citizen. In the General Assembly, ev-
erybody knew my name. Half the people thought it was ‘the’ 
and half the people thought it was ‘that.’ ‘The George Givens’ 
and ‘That George Givens.’ I was in the state legislature for 24-
25 years and I looked forward to choir practice. “

George was a key member of the  General Assembly staff. 
“I worked in a cathedral of politics and I left parish politics 
alone, ”  he says. “After spending all afternoon and some 
nights working on last minute bills, I would still come to choir  
— I was reliably late  —and it was such a special blessing to 
be there.” 

George is one of only 15 current choir members who 
were singing with the Adult Choir when Kevin arrived 
as our new organist and choirmaster in 1998.  “Being 
part of a choir that sings substantial music for nearly 
60 services each year,” says Kevin, “and that requires 
regular attendance at rehearsals, even during the 
summer months, demands a considerable amount of 
dedication.

“Just as George did for many years, most of our 
choir members arrive for rehearsal each Wednesday 
evening after a long day of work, or after caring for 

their families.  I challenge our singers to offer their 
very best musical gifts in worship, and am abundantly 
grateful that they are willing to work so hard to do so. 
Fortunately, the joy of being part of a choral commu-
nity is even greater than the significant commitment 
required.”

“George’s love for the choir and the Episcopal Church 
is an inspiration to us all,” Kevin adds. “Even though 
his health is not what it once was, he continues to give 
his best effort in rehearsals and services. I don’t think 
he has missed one choir retreat since I’ve known him, 
and he’s ready for the next one!” 

In 2006, George was diagnosed with Parkinson’s 
disease. But this didn’t stop him from participating 
in choir. The disease hampered his ability to visual-
ly track a line, so he began to learn music by ear rath-
er than by reading. In more recent years, he simply 
went in before the processional and took his seat in 
the choir loft. “I have difficulty knowing 
how loud I am. It’s a common symptom of 
Parkinson’s. … In general, I talk too softly, 
which is a good thing. I figure I can’t do 
much damage.” A sly grin crosses his face, 
but Kevin doesn’t respond at all. 

George probably doesn’t realize how 
many choir members share his feelings. It 
can be tempting to think that all of us sing 
like angels, but none of us would make 
that claim. I myself am always dismayed by 
the sound of my own voice when I practice 
the music at home. But in a choir, there is 
strength in numbers. Our voices create a 
new thing, a thing that is bigger than any 
one of us. 

George puts it most clearly: “I feel like God talks to me 
and I’m sure he does, but I probably don’t hear most 
[of the time]. I come closest with the music.”

continued from the previous page

George with Kevin Kerstetter at a 
choir Christmas party of the past.

Elaine Bayless is 
a life coach and 
pastoral counselor.
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OPENING THE DOOR  
TO A LARGER WORLD
Words: Elaine Bayless

I found myself in a second level Lat-
in class with a brand new professor 
and a bunch of freshmen and 

sophomores, the price of postpon-
ing my language requirement to my 
senior year. The professor was scruffy, 
possibly gay, and definitely passionate 
about Latin. He didn’t just expect us 
to translate the language, he expected 
us to READ it. He was openly dismis-
sive of anything religious and had a 
velvet Elvis on his office wall: In other 
words, completely different from any 
other professor at Furman. He was 
my favorite teacher.
 
My faith never wavered in college, but 
my expression of it did. I didn’t attend 
church, and none of the campus min-
istries appealed to me. As I stepped 
outside of the Christian subculture 
of the 80s and 90s, I realized its flaws 
and shortcomings. The Evangelical 
Gospel was not Good News for most 
people.
 
After a few days in Latin, I found 
a study partner: a cute freshman 
named Chris. He had a small ring in 
each ear and hair that was short and 
trendy. A couple of years later, he 
would’ve been called a “metrosexual.” 
Chris and I became friends, in that 
strange way that underclass boys and 
senior girls often do in college. I didn’t 
have a steady boyfriend, but Chris 
was clearly too short for me, as well as 
too young, so there were no romantic 
complications. Besides, it didn’t take 
me long to realize that Chris didn’t 
date girls.
 
Greenville S.C. in 1997 was a clear 
“Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell” zone. We all 
knew that gay people existed, and 
even attended Furman, but no one 
was openly gay. My knowledge of gay 

people was extremely limited. While I 
had never been taught that AIDS was a 
punishment for being gay, I had been 
taught that God didn’t approve of ho-
mosexuality. And until I went to college, 
I didn’t know anyone who was gay, at 
least not to my knowledge.
 
My sorority sister had a gay best friend: 
a tall, attractive guy who was confident 
in his identity, though he didn’t publicly 
date men. Still, at a school of just 2,000 
students, everyone knew each other’s 
business, so when he hooked up with 
my friend Chris, it was a badly kept 
secret.
 
It didn’t end well for Chris. I had noticed 
he was down in class, and invited him 
to have lunch with me and talk about it. 
He had agreed, tears brimming in his 
blue eyes. He confided in me that he 
was getting over being dumped.
 
“It’s just so hard. I haven’t really ever 
dated anyone, you know?”
 
“I know.” I nodded sympathetically.
 
“I mean, I thought we had something 
really special. I really cared for this per-
son. And now, you know, I call, and this 
person just won’t call me back.” Chris 
played with his thick cut French fries, 
and I felt desperately sorry for him. I 
could see how this sweet boy would fall 
in love with Nathan, with his charisma 
and confidence.
 
“And I see this person around campus, 
and it just hurts.” Chris looked at me, 
then back down at his plate.
 
I knew why Chris kept saying “this 
person.” I knew why he didn’t just say 
“he” or “Nathan.” We were playing by 
the rules. Chris couldn’t admit he was 

talking about a guy. And I couldn’t admit 
that I knew he was talking about a guy.
 
But as I heard him fighting so hard to 
open up, while simultaneously keeping 
his secret, my heart broke. I couldn’t 
stand it any more. Part of me wanted to 
keep playing by the rules; keep pre-
tending that everything was “normal.” 
But part of me just wanted to break 
down this arbitrary wall between us. We 
were friends. It was time to act like it.
 
“I’m sorry,” I said, my heart pounding. 
“Men can be such pigs sometimes.”
 
Chris’ eyes darted to mine, naked relief 
shining through. “Yes, they can,” he 
replied.
 
When I opened the closet door for 
Chris and saw his relief, I realized 
how my identity as a Christian was a 
stumbling block for others. Like many 
Christians, I was living in my own closet: 
a world where everyone was exactly 
like me. But if I wanted to expand my 
relationships, I would need to assess 
how I presented myself. In high school 
I had worn my faith as a badge. I was 
loud and proud about not drinking or 
smoking or having premarital sex. I built 
my own walls and stayed inside. But in 
college, I peeked out and discovered a 
world of people I wanted to befriend. 
They weren’t all Christians. They weren’t 
all like me. But that was OK. My closet 
was optional.
 
I opened the door for Chris, and he 
graciously stepped out. I only now 
understand that his friendship opened 
my own door first. 
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SUNDAY FORUM
JanuaRy 7 
SpiRiT anD SeRvice: ST. michael’S in The woRlD 
In a plenary discussion led by a panel of 
Anna McLamb, Mary Currin, and The Rev. 
Robert Fruehwirth, we will explore an 
emerging vision for spirituality and service 
at St. Michael’s.  We will invite parishioners 
to share their concerns for the world and 
kind of service keeps our faith real.

JanuaRy 14 — SabbaTh i
SToppinG anD ReSTinG: 
SabbaTh aS a covenanT wiTh The loRD

wiTh Jeff henSley 
In this first of three Sunday Forums on the 
theme of Sabbath, Parish Theologian Jeff 
Hensley will explore the Old Testament 
origin of keeping Sabbath and its meaning 
as a way of celebrating the closeness and 
blessing of God.

JanuaRy 21 —SabbaTh ii
facinG The whiRlwinD, 
anD finDinG The calm aT cenTeR

wiTh The Rev. RobeRT fRuehwiRTh

Associate Rector Robert Fruehwirth will 
lead a discussion about the state of our 
lives today — what makes Sabbath, stop-
ping and resting, seem impossible. Atten-
tion will be given to digital technology and 
its role in further fragmenting attention in 
an already busy age. We will explore how 
parishioners are already finding ways to 
create space for calm and rest in our lives.

JanuaRy 28  — SabbaTh iii 
TaSTe anD See The The loRD iS GooD

wiTh The Rev. RobeRT fRuehwiRTh

In our final Sunday Forum on Sabbath, 
Robert will invite parishioners into a host 
of practices that make sabbath in our lives 
— times to “taste and see that the Lord 
is good.” These are practices that are not 
only spiritually meaningful but help us
to engage fully our the goodness and pur-
pose of our lives.
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paRenTinG claSS 2018
“how To builD connecTionS ThaT will laST a lifeTime.”
wiTh DR. RobeRT munT anD maRy Snow cRawley

fouR SeSSionS

According to Dr. Daniel Siegel of the UCLA School of 
Medicine, “Connection is essential to raise healthy, ca-
pable, successful children.” Children who experience 
strong attachments starting at a very young age do 
better as they grow. Studies have found that chil-
dren who are securely attached have many positive 
outcomes such as greater emotional flexibility, social 
functioning and stronger cognitive abilities. 
Join us as we share ideas and techniques which build 
connection between you and your child. For parents of 
infants and young children, but any parent or grandpar-
ent is welcome to come.

SMALL GROUPS
FINDING GOD IN THE  
ORDINARY EXTENDED
After the great success of our parish small
groups program this fall, two groups are
continuing and welcoming 
new members.
Led by trained facilitators, 
these small groups for
spiritual deepening and 
fellowship meet weekly
for a period of silent 
prayer, reflection on 
shared
reading, and listening and 
responding to
Scripture. 
No prior involvement required: All are
welcome!

Sign up required by January 10. Email Associate
Rector Robert Fruehwirth at Fruehwirth@holymichael.
org or sign up at the front desk.

Mondays 6pm-7:30pm
or
Thursdays 9:30pm-11am

Five sessions from the week of 
 Jan. 14, to the week of Feb 11
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 Lecture

ThuRSDay, Jan. 11, 2 p.m. 
The RT. ReveRenD RobeRT eSTill

“The Sun ShineS bRiGhT”
Bishop Estill will join us to talk about his book. 
Copies are available in the Canterbury Shop. 

Outing

ThuRSDay, Jan.  25
noRTh caRolina muSeum of hiSToRy

noRTh caRolina anD woRlD waR i

Step into the boot of a North Carolina during WWI. 
This free, interactive exhibit has been perhaps 
the most successful exhibit in the history of the 

museum. Walk in the trenches with the troops and 
learn about  North Carolina’s role in the War to 

End All Wars on the western front 
in France and Belgium.

 

An informal discussion of the week’s lectionary led 
by lay members of the parish. 

Conference Room

Associate Rector, the Rev. Robert Fruehwirth will 
continue his exploration of Julian of Norwich every 

Friday, 1p.m,-2p.m. Julian  was the great 14th 
century English mystic and spiritual writer. 

Participants will be asked to read a chapter a week 
from this book and to reflect on and explore their 
faith and prayer in the light of Julian’s experience 

of God.  Everyone is welcome. No sign up or previ-
ous knowledge of Julian is required. 

A study of a wide range of books, ranging from 
spiritual memoir and fiction, to science and cul-

ture. Enjoy wine and cheese and informal discus-
sion. Newcomers always welcome.

Book choices and locations will be announced in 
Canterbury Tales & This Week@StMichael’s

Contact: Lisa Williamson
lisa@dtssoftware.com

Older, Wiser, Learning, Sharing

ThuRSDayS, 7 a.m., yeaR RounD

OWLS PROGRAMS
Drawn by God

SeconD weDneSDayS, 7 p.m.
in membeR homeS

WORDS & WISDOM

EVENTS & BIBLE & BOOK STUDIES

JULIAN OF NORWICH STUDY

lecTuReS anD ouTinGS foR The 65 anD olDeR SeT fRiDayS, 1 p.m.

MEN’S BIBLE STUDY

TheoloGy on Tap
Check our Parish Calendar on holymichael.org     
or the Young Adult Ministry Facebook page for 

current events.

YOUNG ADULTS

11 a.m. weDneSDayS, onGoinG 

This clergy-led study examines the lectionary for 
the upcoming Sunday.

WEDNESDAY STUDY

Archangel 31
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The renovated sacristy was dedicated in honor of Sue Ann and Keith Allen in early December. In the last issue of Archangel, 
we told you the story of their friendship with David and Betty Sousa (Betty is on the right), who helped make the renovation 
possible. 

EDITOR: SUSAN B. ROUNTREE
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