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SPEAK WITH 
YOUR LIFE
EVERY GOOD A PERSON DOES — EVERY TRUTH, EVERY KINDNESS, EVERY PATIENCE, 
EVERY GRACE — COMES FROM THIS INNER LIGHT, PLANTED THERE BY THE ONE 
WHO LET IT BE IN THE FIRST PLACE. EVERY PERSON IS MEANT TO BE, AND EVERY 
GRACE WHICH PASSES TO AND THROUGH THEM IS MEANT TO BE.

I went home to my 
old school a 
few weeks 
ago to speak 

to students about my life. Sidwell Friends is a Quaker 
school, which since 1883 has done an impressive job 
of not only educating students but also forming people 
who seek to lead meaningful lives. Every year since I 
was a kid, Sidwell has had a Founder’s day event, when 
all grades K-12 gather for special programs, games and 
speakers.

The theme of the program I was involved with among 
the high school age group was “Let Your Life Speak.” A 
number of alumni were invited back to speak to several 
classes of some 20 high school kids. Among the people 
invited back were folks who had become quite promi-
nent, most notably Bill Nye (the Science Guy). 

I was actually worried that nobody would be interest-
ed in me or my life. I am still not sure anybody was 
interested, but I told them about my journey from high 
school to being a priest. Much of that journey was a 
matter of doing something over again, and undoing 
some things I had once done. My journey was a long 
process of figuring out what was meant for my life, 
and what was not. I spent and still spend time thinking 
about what is meant to be, and what is not.

When you look at your life, what about it is a mistake? 
A sin? A . . . well . . . a do-over? What’s something that 
maybe wasn’t meant to be? More important, what are 

the things that were meant to be about you? What 
about you is right? What about you is good and blessed 
and joyous?

It’s hard to know sometimes what’s meant to be and 
what’s not. In some cases, of course, it’s easy. I believe 
that at a minimum, every person was meant to be. All 
humans are loved by God, all are cherished, all are 
made in God’s image. And certainly every person — no 
matter how long they live, no matter how much or how 
little they succeed — has the implanted power of God 
inside already; a soul, an animus, a spark, an inner light.

And certainly, every good a person does — every truth, 
every kindness, every patience, every grace — comes 
from this inner light, planted there by the One who let 
it be in the first place. Every person is meant to be, and 
every grace which passes to and through them is meant 
to be.

But what’s left? Every vice, every sinful choice, every 
wasted moment — these are things that are not meant 
to be. In this same way, every harm done to others, 
either by accident or on purpose, was not meant to be 
by God. As well, the many collisions of this universe of 
cold and chaotic forces which impact upon the beloved 
of God, maybe those things are not “divinely intended.”

I believe they are part of a plan, perhaps, but it is the 
dark plan of what Scripture calls evil: That dark force 
in the world bent on bending us out of our intended 
shape.

Words: The Rev. Samuel GregoryJones, Rector
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Photo 1: The Canterbury Shop in the early 
days 
Photo 2: Alumni in Mission kids take turns 
wielding a hammer 
Photo 3: Meta Ellington reads the Gospel

The Good News of God in Christ is that God has begun the 
process of reconciling and redeeming what should and what 
should never be. God gives everything that is meant to be. 
And God will redeem everything that isn’t. That’s why God not 
only creates — God redeems.

We sin. We break. We are foolish. But God loves and breaks 
in and is wise. He knows us well enough to know we need 
Him. And He has come. 

In this parish of ours, this sacred community of souls, there 
are many people whose lives have spoken the glorious things 
of God. In this issue of Archangel, we look closely at a few of 
them.

Meta Ellington, our deacon of 10 years, has spent her life in 
service to God and to others. The McHenry family, long asso-
ciated with the Belize mission, began teaching their kids how 
to live like Jesus in serving others when their youngest was 
only two. Harriet Hill thought she was signing up to mentor 
a Montagnard family back in the 1990s, but they ended up 
helping her heal from an impossible loss. And Will Lingo gives 
us a sense of John Dempster, whose loss we will mourn for a 
long time, and who we will rejoice to see again in the King-
dom of Heaven.

We can learn from all of them how to let our lives speak to 
the glory and love of God.

On the Cover: 
The Rev. Meta Ellington, retiring deacon
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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.org

It’s all in a May’s work.

May Days23

John Dempster’s death leaves a hole in the 
heart of St. Michael’s. Will Lingo tells us 
why.

Maker of Welcome
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“Let your life speak” is an old 
Quaker saying, pop-
ularized in our time 

by Parker Palmer. His small book, of the same title, is a spiritual 
classic that explores the art of discernment. In the book’s first 
pages, Palmer contrasts his struggle trying to live up to other 
people’s ideals versus allowing his own inner necessity, his soul, 
to define his life: “I lined up the loftiest ideals I could find and set 
out to achieve them. The results were rarely admirable, often 
laughable, and sometimes grotesque. But always they were 
unreal, a distortion of my true self . . . I had simply found . . . a life 
spent imitating heroes instead of listening to my heart.”

He then writes this: “Before you tell your life what you intend to 
do with it, listen for what it intends to do with you.”

The God who calls us is also the God who creates us, moment to 
moment, a God who knows us with great compassion from the 
ground of our being up. This God, the God of Jesus, has given 
each of us a unique soul, which is then challenged and refined 
by this world, and which must flow out into our whole lives if we 
are be real. 

Put differently: When we experience the call of our Lord, it 
doesn’t just drop from above as a generic prescription for a holy, 
ideal, inspiring life. Rather, it comes up from the ground of our 
being, through the fibers of our feeling, intuition, and thinking 
as we encounter the world. It is found in the meeting between 
something essential and necessary in us, elevated by God’s 
Word, and the world. Palmer calls this something necessary in us 
our LIFE. We usually call it SOUL. I call it our NECESSITY. It is what 
we cannot avoid doing, cannot avoid being as we respond to Je-
sus in the world and the life situation in which we find ourselves. 

A thought experiment: If I were scooped up and put in a prison, 
I would, of necessity, start trying to make sense of the experi-
ence by reflecting it back into Scripture, tracking my experience 
closely, praying, and talking with my fellow prisoners about 
what happened to us. My intention would be to understand the 

situation so as to find freedom from it. Other clergy, 
in a similar situation, might start organizing a team 
to break out of the prison; others still might host 
charismatic prayer sessions or hold elaborate masses. 
Others might do theology. But tracking as finely as 
possible my experience, bringing it into conversation 
with Scripture and tradition, and using that to make a 
space for God to come in and reveal Godself for me 
and others; this is what I do. It just happens. I did it in 
high school (wearing a lot of black and writing poetry 
in greasy spoon diners), in the monastery (going deep 
into spiritual traditions and leading discussions on 
the mystics), and it’s what I’ve ended up doing at St. 
Michael’s. It’s almost embarrassing. It’s something I 
cannot not do.

There is, however, a catch to this. Even as I know my 
soul, forces inside and outside myself sometimes lead 
me to override it. Inside me, my need for security, or 
affection or esteem, can override my need to live from 
SOUL. Outside me, external demands or distraction 
and overstimulation, can drive a wedge between me 
and myself. I can even use my skill with words and 
emotions to create a smokescreen between me, and 
others, and my truth. 

Thomas Merton, the great Catholic monk of the 20th 
century, was keenly aware of the difficulty of living 
from one’s NECESSITY, one’s soul. It can be so easy to 
perform, to be what others want or need you to be, 
so that you become only a simulation of self. It can be 
so easy to be distracted and compulsive as to lose all 
touch with any abiding reality. The point, Merton said, 
is not to try to live up to an image of saintliness, but to 
be the creature God has made you to be. As he wrote 
in “New Seeds of Understanding”:
A tree gives glory to God by being a tree. For in being 
what God means it to be it is obeying Him. . . . This 
particular tree will give glory to God by spreading out its 
roots in the earth and raising its branches into the air 

I CALL IT OUR 
NECESSITY
Words: The Rev. Robert Fruehwirth, Associate Rector
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and the light in a way that no other tree before or after it ever did 
or will do. . . .

For me to be a saint means to be myself. Therefore the problem 
of sanctity and salvation is in fact the problem of finding out who 
I am and of discovering my true self. Trees and animals have 
no problem. God makes them what they are without consulting 
them, and they are perfectly satisfied. 

With us it is different. God leaves us free to be whatever we like. 
We can be ourselves or not, as we please. We are at liberty to be 
real, or to be unreal. We may be true or false, the choice is ours. 
We may wear now one mask and now another, and never, if we 
so desire, appear with our own true face. But we cannot make 
these choices with impunity. Causes have effects, and if we lie to 
ourselves and to others, then we cannot expect to find truth and 
reality whenever we happen to want them. If we have chosen the 
way of falsity we must not be surprised that truth eludes us when 
we finally come to need it! 

Here at St. Michael’s we are a community of Christians seek-
ing to be lifelong disciples; seeking, that is, to become ever 
more sensitive and responsive to the call of our Lord. step by 
step, day by day. The call of our Lord is not, however, as we 
have seen, a divine generic prescription uttered on high to 
impress, oppress and depress. It is not a single ideal that we 
all try to live up to. That is not how it works. 

Rather, we let God speak to us in Jesus. And each of us finds 
in Jesus not the same prescription for a holy life, but a loving 
care, and a deep and searching truthfulness. The relationship 
with Jesus, mediated through each other, gradually allows our 
falsehoods to weaken. It gradually calms our neediness. It 
allows our distractions and anxieties to fall away. And in that 
space, opened by a community of faith and trust, we begin to 
hear again the urgency of our SOULS, our LIVES, our NECES-
SITY. We allow our lives, finally, to speak.

“WE CANNOT MAKE THESE CHOICES WITH IMPUNITY. CAUSES HAVE EFFECTS, 
AND IF WE LIE TO OURSELVES AND TO OTHERS, THEN WE CANNOT EXPECT 

TO FIND TRUTH AND REALITY WHENEVER WE HAPPEN TO WANT THEM. IF WE 
HAVE CHOSEN THE WAY OF FALSITY WE MUST NOT BE SURPRISED THAT TRUTH 

ELUDES US WHEN WE FINALLY COME TO NEED IT!” 
—THOMAS MERTON, NEW SEEDS OF UNDERSTANDING

PAUSE, AND LET YOUR LIFE SPEAK
1. What does your life say right now? What do 
you need, want, desire? Write this down on 
paper.  

2. Now take a minute and sit with what you just 
wrote. What is underneath that desire? Write 
this down.  

3. Sit with this for a minute or two. What is un-
derneath that? 

4. What is blocking you from responding to this 
desire? 

5. Take a moment to tell Jesus about your de-
sire and what blocks you from responding to it. 
What might he say in response, if anything? If 
something is clear, write this response of Jesus 
down.  

6. When you are ready, give thanks to God for 
what has emerged. Ask God to preserve your 
soul and life and for the courage to do it.  

7.Pray the Our Father. 

There is a Hasidic tale that reveals the universal 
tendency to want to be someone else and the 
ultimate importance of becoming one’s self: 
Rabbi Zusya, when he was an old man, said, “In 
the coming world, they will not ask me: ‘Why 
were you not Moses?’ They will ask me: ‘Why 
were you not Zusya?’ ”

—Let Your Life Speak, Parker Palmer
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THE LITTLE 
SHOP THAT DOES

Frances Fon-
taine 
digs 

through one of a dozen boxes that 
sit in the Parish Hall lobby, sorting, 
shifting, until she pulls out a stack of 
felt Easter baskets and places them on 
the table. It’s Spring Cleaning day at the 
Canterbury Shop, and Frances and the 
team of gift shop ladies led by Marilyn 
Stevens are busy bees, tucking away 
winter merchandise and decorating the 
Shop for spring. 

In one corner, Karen Wakeford — 
with her keen eye for merchandising 
— holds a pair of earrings toward a 
display, turning them this way and that 
before settling on the perfect spot. In 

Words & Photos: Susan Byrum Rountree

another, Marilyn pulls out a few of the 
spring pillows collection. 

The floor is littered with boxes and 
paper and unwrapped tchotchkes, as 
the three volunteers find and replace 
old items with new, covering the Shop 
in pinks and greens as if they had magic 
wands like the three fairy godmothers 
in Cinderella.

These seasonal changeovers are never 
that quick, but within hours, the Shop 
is dressed in finery befitting a weekend 
walk in the park. Come Sunday, the 
women know the tiny space will be 
filled with shoppers searching for that 
perfect gift for a new baby, a birthday 

card for a friend or those who want to 
get an early start on graduation.

Marilyn, Frances and  Karen are but 
three of the several dozen volunteers 
that keep the Shop open six days a 
week.

The Canterbury Shop came to life 28 
years ago as the St. Michael’s Book-
store, established by the ECW as a 
fundraising entity, with funds raised 
at An Evening in Parish, the predeces-
sor to what is now the annual Garden 
Party. The brainchild of Prissy Stuffle-
beam, a former parishioner who has 
since passed away, the bookstore’s 
second goal was to provide fellowship 
for volunteers, staff and clergy. That 

Karen Wakeford, 
left, and Marilyn 
Stevens arrange 

items for the 
Canterbury Shop 

display.
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The bookstore kept growing, and within 
seven years, inventory had expand-
ed enough to require new space. So 
volunteer Mary Currin and a new buyer, 
Dale Pully, led its relocation to what is 
now the office that Ann Garey occupies. 
Dale, who had experience running 
the bookstore at Saint Mary’s School, 
scoured wholesale gift markets for 
items to include. Under Dale’s guid-
ance, in addition to prayer books and 
Episcopal items, household gifts found 
their way to the store. In 1997, the 
bookstore was renamed The Canter-
bury Shop.

After a visit to the in-parish gift shop 
at Christ Church in Charlotte, Dale and 
Mary returned to St. Michael’s and 
asked the Vestry for space to expand 
inventory once again, and in 2002, the 
Shop moved to its current site. 

Dale retired from Saint Mary’s and 
from the Shop, and Mary, who owned a 
dance supply company, bought for the 
Shop for a time. Then Frances, newly 
retired, took over the buying. “Frances 
has made it a whole new place,” Mary 
says. 

“We try to have something for every-
body in a range of price points,” Fran-
ces says. Scout Bags, Caspari paper 
goods, picture frames and scarves 
now dot the shelves. Shoppers might 
discover items in the Canterbury Shop 
that sell for higher prices at retail shops 
around town, but the key is that at the 
Canterbury Shop, proceeds from every 
item sold support local mission efforts.

Now, it seems, the Canterbury Shop 
has come into its own millennial self. 
A new computer system keeps track 
of inventory and creates bar codes for 
every item. The Shop began accepting 
credit cards in 2015, and that decision, 

approached warily at first, has made 
a huge difference in profits for the 
shop. “Before computers,” says Mary, 
“we didn’t know how much money we 
made.”

And the Shop has made money. In 
the past two years, they’ve donated 
$20,000 and $21,000, respectively, to 
support grants to more than a dozen 
organizations in the community. Vol-
unteers remain the key. They know the 
inventory and can point visitors to the 
perfect gift. They often model the mer-
chandise and show frequent shoppers 
new items that have popped upon the 
shelves since their last visit. 

Last year, Marilyn says, there was not 
one day the shop wasn’t open because 
a volunteer didn’t show up.

“It’s challenging,” says Mary. “We have 
the same clientele over and over. How 
do we keep it fresh?” As on this day, 
they regularly re-stage the Shop and 
host seasonal open houses. And they 
have begun reaching out on social 
media to attract customers outside the 
St. Michael’s community. 

Mary’s sister gave them the idea of 
creating a pop-up shop at the annual 
diocesan convention in Winston-Salem. 
“Smaller churches don’t have access to 
something like this,” Mary says. So they 
packed up an inventory of Episcopal 
items: prayer books and Bibles, hats 
and belts, dog collars and leashes and 
tumblers. They threw in some ponchos 
and scarves — best sellers in the Shop 
— and set up at convention. 

“People love the opportunity to buy a 
few little things,” Mary says. “And they 
spend a lot of money on their dogs.”

“WHY WOULD YOU NOT SUPPORT THE CANTERBURY SHOP? 
IT’S A WIN WIN, WHERE EVERY GIFT GIVES TWICE.”

—MARY CURRIN, LAY DIRECTOR OF OUTREACH AND MISSION

first year, bookstore income supported 
adding inventory until it was financially 
stable, and then income would support 
the store, the ECW and the Vestry.

Volunteers filled the bookstore, first 
located in one corner of the Parish Hall,  
with prayer books, spiritual books, Epis-
copal items, cards and religious jewelry. 

The bookstore also featured unique 
imported items, including sweaters 
from Ecuador, brought to the store by 
a parishioner whose nephew had spent 
time there supervising their creation. 
Volunteers sat at a small desk with a 
receipt pad and accepted checks and 
cash for purchases with the help of a 
detailed sales tax calculator taped to 
the top of the desk. At closing, they 
completed a report of the day’s receipts 
by hand.

Early on, volunteers created children’s 
shopping days for Christmas and 
Mother’s Day, a tradition that continues 
today. 

continued on the next page
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“It was a lot of work,” Mary adds. “But the $3,000 we made in 
two days was worth it. Now we have return customers.”

“The Shop is a labor of love for a lot of people,” Frances says.

Frances loves Tuesdays, the day she volunteers in the S    
[hop. “It’s a joy to come,” she says, “and there is always some-
thing to do. It sounds frivolous to help people shop, but 
there is something to that. There is something so satisfying 
in the feeling that you’ve really helped somebody.”

Marilyn has retired as chair of the Shop, and Katherine Poole 
and Celia Seldon are the new chairs. The Shop will close this 
summer for renovations but will open in the fall with new 
inventory and a whole new look.

The mission remains the same: to support outreach and 
mission. Since its inception, Canterbury Shop grants to 
non-profits in Wake County have reached close to $100,000. 

“We love this little shop,” says Mary, even when things don’t 
work the way they should. She once spent hours entering 
3,000 items into the computer system and it crashed, so she 
had to repeat the work.
 
“Why would you not support the Canterbury Shop?” Mary 
asks. “It’s a win win, where every gift gives twice!”

SPREADING YOUR SUPPORT
IN THE LAST FOUR YEARS, THE MISSIONS GRANTS 
COMMITTEE HAS AWARDED GRANTS TO THESE LOCAL 
ORGANIZATIONS, WITH 60 PERCENT OF THE MONEY 
COMING FROM CANTERBURY SHOP PROFITS. 

INTERACT
EPISCOPAL CAMPUS MINISTRY ( CHESHIRE  
 HOUSE)
GREEN CHAIR PROJECT
WAKE RELIEF
STEPUP MINISTRY
EPISCOPAL FARMWORKERS MINISTRY
URBAN MINISTRIES (HELEN WRIGHT CENTER)
WHEELS FOR HOPE
FAMILY PROMISE OF WAKE COUNTY
ALLIANCE MEDICAL MINISTRY
ST. SAVIOR’S CENTER
TRIANGLE FAMILY SERVICES
FIGS
INTERFAITH FOOD SHUTTLE
RALEIGH RESCUE MISSION
HOLY CROSS ANGLICAN SCHOOL

Marilyn Stevens moves around the Canterbury Shop 
like Tinkerbell, her petite frame fingering a bracelet 

just in. 

“Have you seen this?” she says to a shopper, holding it up 
for her perusal. 

Minutes later, the shopper walks out with 
the bracelet on her arm, and a matching 
necklace to add to her jewelry box.

Marilyn, who retired as chair of the Can-
terbury Shop Committee June 1, loves to 
sell the Shop to everyone who stops by. 
Assigned as Vestry liaison in 2012, the 
longtime member of St. Michael’s had only 
been a shopper. 

“I decided that to really get to know about 
the shop and serve as a proper liaison, I should volun-
teer.,” she says. 

Recently retired from a 25-year-career with the State 
Guardian ad Litem Program, she had no retail experi-
ence. “I had to learn the basics,” she says, “and I found it 

all challenging and so interesting. I enjoyed the challenge of 
buying what would sell and I became obsessed with making a 
profit, so we could raise more and more money for out-
reach.”

The Shop, she says “is the hub of activity” for 
St. Michael’s. “We have 30 active volunteers. 
They do everything — they buy, sell, arrange 
the merchandise, wrap gifts, promote the 
Shop, and meticulously manage our finances. 
Our Shop is a happy place where parishioners 
connect to each other.”

Marilyn has been an active member of St. Mi-
chael’s for more than 40 years and has served 
on the altar guild, in St. Elizabeth’s, OWLS 
Committee, Parish Life, Friends and Helen 
Wright Center. Because of her involvement, 

she was named Senior of the Year at the annual 
Spring Fling. When she “retires” from the shop, she’ll miss it, 
she says. 

“I will miss the people and seeing what people buy. I love see-
ing a customer love their purchase and feeling good about 
shopping in a place that does so much good.”

MEET MARILYN STEVENS, SENIOR OF THE YEAR

continued from page 9

SHOP

Marilyn Stevens
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I am a fanatic about responding 
to phone calls, text messages 
and emails. I am also a fan of 
deleting messages that are not 
pertinent to me. I use social 
media to connect with people 
and to find out what is going on 
in the world.

So why don’t I immediately 
respond to God’s call to connect 
with me? Why do I “delete” the 
many messages I receive from 
Him on a daily basis? Am I that 
caught up in the daily events of 
the world that I cannot respond 
or connect with the Power that 
should be the focus of my life?

I am finding relief to this situa-
tion by taking small steps in my 
daily Centering Prayer ritual. 
Through my practice of Center-
ing Prayer, I am reconnecting 
to God by focusing on a “sacred 
word” of my choosing through 
10 minutes of prayer, twice a 
day. I seek to reconnect with the 
Holy Spirit in hopes of devel-
oping an intimate relationship 
with God. I pray that He will fill 
me with the wisdom and grace 
of the Holy Spirit as I carry on in 
my daily routine.

The scriptural basis for Center-
ing Prayer originates in a verse 
from Matthew 6:6 in which Jesus 
says, “But when you pray, go 
into your room, close the door 
and pray to your Father, who is 
unseen. Then your Father, who 
sees what is done in secret, will 
reward you.” These wise words 
are significant to me because 

they allow me to have the personal 
relationship with God that I seek out-
side of the normal rituals and religious 
habits of Christian Life. Through my 
Centering Prayer routine, I am able to 
withdraw my attention from the ordi-
nary flow of thoughts that encompass 
daily life and connect with God in a 
significant way.

The St. Michael’s Centering Prayer 
group meets every Tuesday morning 
at 9:15 a.m. in the Convocation Room. 
As we begin our session, the lights dim 
and a candle glows in the center of the 
room. We start with a prayer, and then 
a chime rings to signal the beginning 
of the Centering Prayer session. Sitting 
comfortably and with eyes closed, I 
settle briefly and silently introduce the 
“sacred word” into my thoughts as the 
symbol of my consent to God’s pres-
ence and action within. This exercise 
continues for 20 minutes, until another 
chime rings to signal the end of the 
session. We then say another prayer 
before joining the leader of the group 
in a discussion of the book Open Mind, 
Open Heart by Thomas Keating.

Success with Centering Prayer does 
not come overnight. Many times, my 
“to-do” list enters my thoughts and I am 
distracted from the purpose of my time 
with God. My weekly Centering Prayer 
group at St. Michael’s provides many 
different techniques from others who 
face the same struggles. I am grateful 
for the wisdom and caring I receive 
from the other members of the group. 
The group is open to everyone, no 
experience is required, and attendance 
is not mandatory.

TAKING SMALL STEPS  
TOWARD GOD THROUGH  
CENTERING PRAYER
Words: Nancy Board

When I do not have many distractions, I 
can feel the presence of the Holy Spirit, 
and as a result, my day is elevated to 
a more positive state. My interactions 
with people I meet are enhanced, and 
I find I do not let my worries overcome 
me. I feel more at peace with myself, 
and with the world in general. I pray 
that the influence of the Holy Spirit will 
come into dominance in my life and 
that less time will be spent in “deleting” 
messages from God.

My closing Centering Prayer is taken 
from Psalm 25:
Lord, make me know your ways.
Lord, teach me your paths.
Make me walk in your truth, and teach 
me: For you are God my Savior.

Nancy Board is the 
mother of four chil-

dren who were raised 
at St. Michael’s. 

She was received into 
the Episcopal Church 

last May.
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TAKING AIM
THE MCHENRY FAMILY’S MISSION ROOTS BEGAN WHEN THEIR KIDS WERE SMALL

Icy water blasts the summer heat 
and little girls’ shrieks fill 
the air. Their 8-year-old 

brother is too old to scream, so he rushes the hose headfirst, splash-
ing his 2-year-old sister while the kindergartner dodges. The kids 
wear swimsuits and laugh as their mom wields the hose, but there 
is a focus on her face at odds with the scene. Today’s game is less 
about fun and more about washing off sweat and dirt from a day of 
hard work. 

See, the McHenry family wasn’t in their backyard or at the beach. 
They were in a churchyard on the outskirts of Indianapolis in 1992, 
on a family mission trip. This was the first trip of the Alumni in 
Mission group (AIM), and it was the result of three years of prayer, 
brainstorming and planning.

Alumni in Mission was born at a 1989 reunion of DePauw University 
students, including St. Michael’s parishioner John McHenry, who had 
gone on mission trips together and had become an extended family. 
Like John and his wife, Meg, many of them were married and starting 
families of their own, but their passion for mission was not dimin-
ished. “We needed to figure out a way to pass this on to our families,” 
John recalls.

Meg laughs as she remembers her anxieties about this trip. John had 
introduced her to short-term missions in 1980, when he organized a 

group of 25 young adults going to St. Lucia to rebuild 
after a devastating hurricane. The sponsoring organi-
zation, which was fairly conservative, expected women 
volunteers to wear skirts and proselytize, while the 
guys did all manual labor. 

“We changed that,” Meg says. “That’s not what we 
had come for. The women joined the team to help 
construct and build as well.”

Still, taking three children, ages 8, 5, and 2 on a mis-
sion trip? She would also be meeting many of John’s 
college friends for the first time. As a mother, she had 
a lot of questions. 

“The details, the nitty gritty: Are my kids going to get 
hurt? Where are we going to sleep? What are we 
going to eat?” she recalls. Despite the logistical issues, 
and in part because of them, everything worked 
out. “We didn’t have showers, so we bathed outside 
of church with hoses. We cooked all of our meals 
together, and the kids slept together on the floor, so it 
became a little community.”

“One of the challenges we had was how to make this 
meaningful for the children,” John says. After all, it’s a 

Meg McHenry, center, helps young children on the Alumni in Missions team carry a board back in the day.
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Words: Elaine Bayless            Photos: John & Meg McHenry

bit abstract to talk to children about housing, economic 
challenges or going hungry. But, he said, the adults real-
ized the kids “sure can relate to children who don’t have 
anything to play with — that’s something they get. So we 
really focused on building or improving playgrounds, play 
structures and things like that.”

Local social service agencies helped AIM find the families 
it would help during the planning stages of each project. 
Once on site, generally in the backyards of low-income 
residents, it didn’t take long for word to spread, and when 
local kids showed up, the group welcomed their partici-
pation.

“There were times we had lines of kids, 20 to 30 long, just 
to take turns hitting a nail into a joist,” John says. Though 
this level of involvement and education slowed down the 
building, as Meg put it: “We weren’t in a rush.”

“The whole idea was to help the children experience 
meaningful giving — at their level,” John says. In addition, 
at the end of the week, if there was any work left undone, 
the adult team would come in and wrap things up, so a 
children’s project never went unfinished.

And the 2-year-old? Just as during a family reunion, all 
the adults and older siblings worked together to make 
accommodations for the toddlers. 

The AIM team has continued its work every other sum-
mer, and by now the group includes the spouses and chil-
dren of the original alumni. They have become so close 
to each other that Meg began to call them her “in-laws.” 
As the children grew older, the projects kept pace: going 
west to serve with the Navajo in 2000; south to Tampa in 
2002, and then to Central America in 2004 to help build a 
church in Willows Bank, Belize. Unfortunately, due to her 
father’s illness, Meg was unable to join the team that year.  

“I asked John if things were different being the only parent 
on the trip,” she says, but after years of the AIM group 
traveling as a unit, “it was clear that John wasn’t going as a 
‘single’ parent.”

Longtime members of St. Michael’s know well the McHen-
ry’s ties to the parish’s annual Belize mission. But not 
everyone knows how deep that tie is, or how long it has 
existed. The trips with AIM are the back story, but John’s 
first trip to Guatemala is the “back story behind the back 
story,” he says.

In 1977, John traveled on a DePauw-sponsored mission 
trip to Mariscos, a city just south of Belize in Guatemala, 
led by John’s uncle, the late Rev. Robert W. Gibson, who 
was serving as an Episcopal missionary based in Guate-
mala City. The team helped to build a medical dispensary 

continued on the next page

McHenrys in Mission: Meg, standing at left, holds Lauren; John, with Megan on his shoulders; 
and Chris, seated, third from right, in the early 1990s.
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Silvestre Romero, spending more than two weeks completing 
the project. 

“In the course of doing that, we formed a very close relation-
ship with Father Sil, as we called him, and his family,” John 
says.

They stayed in touch, and John was thrilled when his friend 
was elected Bishop of Belize in 1996. By 2003, Episcopal 
missionaries Frances and Vernon Wilson had been serving as 
part of Bishop Romero’s team, and they invited John to visit 
as part of the volunteer program they were creating. Bishop 
Romero had heard about the AIM program, and invited AIM 
to come to Belize. That Belize trip in 2004 was the trip that 
marked a transition for the McHenrys.

In early 2006, the Wilsons discovered a desperately poor 
neighborhood that, in addition to overall difficult conditions, 
had no school. They reached back out to John and several 
other North Carolina churches, who decided to make long-
term commitments to the school. John led the St. Michael’s 
team. While the current requirements for missions teams in 
Belize do not allow young children to attend, it doesn’t mean 
families cannot share the experience. If a teenager is going 
to Belize, a parent is always encouraged to come along, so 
the family can share a unique gift: working side-by-side in 
Christian service.

The AIM family mission trips transformed the children who 
attended them and instilled the value of Christian service in 
them, as the children watched their parents give up summer 
vacations for service.

“They learned how to think beyond themselves,” says Meg. 

“As a 5-year-old, it seemed like a long, fun sleepover with 
some of our friends, who ended up feeling like cousins over 
the years,” daughter Megan McHenry Shank, now 31. “There 
was a funny gray-haired man who sang ‘You Are My Sunshine’ 
at the top of his lungs to wake us all up. I think because my 
family started taking AIM trips when I was so young, I didn’t 
really have a chance to get nervous. It just became some-
thing our family did every other summer, and Chris, Lauren 
and I always looked forward to it.

“Some of my favorite memories are of spending time with the 
other kids involved in the group. A week at AIM sort of felt 
like summer camp. After a day of working on our projects, 
we’d do all kinds of things to entertain ourselves at night: 
card games, capture the flag, talent shows. I think one time 
we even built a potato launcher.“

The AIM trip during her seventh-grade year stands out the 
most.

“We worked on a Navajo reservation in New Mexico. It was 
the most unique group of people we’d ever worked with,” 
Megan says. “I remember being really fascinated by the 
landscape of the area and the history of the people. They 
cooked us some really neat food, too, including this delicious 
fried bread I’ll never forget. We also learned a lot about the 
Navajo culture and the reasons why many Navajo experience 
poverty. 

“I think from a young age I realized we were helping people 
who were less fortunate than us, and I just grew up under-

“WE ALMOST ALWAYS HAD A KID’S 
PROJECT THAT INVOLVED BUILDING 
SOME KIND OF JUNGLE GYM OR 
SWINGSET FOR A FAMILY. I ALWAYS 
REMEMBER BEING ALLOWED TO HELP 
HAMMER, WHICH I REALLY ENJOYED. 
AS WE GOT OLDER, OUR PARENTS AND 
THE OTHER ADULTS IN THE GROUP 
TAUGHT US HOW TO USE POWER 
TOOLS. AND THEN, OF COURSE, WE 
GOT TO BE A PART OF “TESTING” THE 
PLAY EQUIPMENT OUT, WHICH WE 
LOVED.”

—MEGAN MCHENRY SHANK

John McHenry with one of the AIM children.
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standing that was important to do. Both my mom and dad did a lot of their parenting and 
teaching by example. I remember my dad leading worship songs and devotionals for the AIM 
group, and hearing my Dad sing and talk about God certainly inspired my own faith from a 
very young age. I learned a lot from my mom, too. She always was so interested in conversa-
tion with the people we were serving. 

“AIM trips helped me understand from a young age that God’s family is made of many differ-
ent kinds of people, with all different backgrounds.”

The McHenry children continued their service on youth missions with the REACH organization 
— which coordinates the annual Senior EYC mission trip each summer. Megan, who is now 
a teacher and expecting her first child, says she thinks about carrying on the tradition and 
creating a similar ministry with her friends. 

“It’s something my husband Daniel and I have talked about doing with a group of his college 
friends we’re really close with,” she says. “Everyone has started to have kids, which made me 
start thinking about it. This group of friends really values giving back, and I just think it’d be a 
neat tradition to continue. AIM made me recognize that if we see a need in this world we can 
meet, God calls us to meet it. And, in so doing, joy is found!”

As John says, “The most powerful gift you can give your children is the witness of you as an 
adult, or as a couple, serving.”

Children with the Alumni in Mission team test out a swingset they helped build. Lauren McHenry and Megan McHenry 
Shank are seated in the front row, second and third from the right.

Elaine Bayless is a 
frequent contributor to 
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POTTER 
OF THE SOUL

“I’M SORT OF A WINDOW WASHER. I’M THERE TO CLEAR AWAY WHAT’S KEEP-
ING THEM FROM SEEING THE TRUTH. I DON’T ALWAYS HAVE THE RIGHT AN-
SWERS, BUT THE TRUTH IS THAT THEY ARE LOVED.” 

— META ELLINGTON

Words: Susan Byrum Rountree Photos: Susan Rountree & Meta Ellington

For a girl growing up 
in the Episcopal 
Church in the 
1950s, there was 

not a lot to do. Sit in the pew. Sing in the choir. Go 
to Sunday School. While 6-year-old Meta Louise 
Turkelson didn’t particularly like Sunday School, 
when she found herself in children’s chapel, well 
now, that she could do.

The tiny pews, the small altar, a child-sized cross. 
It all seemed to fit her. (Though being a girl, Meta 
was not allowed to carry even the child’s cross.) 
She loved Merle Dees, the chapel leader. And 
when she returned to St. Michael’s years later, 
newly married, she found herself in All Angels 
Chapel, where she would teach a generation of St. 
Michael’s children about God.

On Palm Sunday each year, as the smallest gather 
in All Angels, they can thank Meta for the palms 
scattered around to help them experience what 
that day might have been like in Jesus’ time. The 
idea that popped into Meta’s head one day as she 
was planning her Palm Sunday chapel service has 
become a tradition that has continued for many 
years.

Meta’s fingerprints are everywhere at St. Michael’s. 
As a potter, she made the clay communion vessels 
we use for small services, and she has designed 
cremation urns that now contain the ashes of 
some of our departed parishioners. 

She created the ministry that, each August, assem-
bles and delivers care packages to Raleigh’s first 
responders, and many a child who has grown up 
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in our parish has been touched by Meta’s tender 
explanations of who God really is.

“If you can’t explain the nuts and bolts of Christi-
anity to a 4-year-old, you really don’t understand it 
yourself,” she says.

Meta, 72, retires as deacon in June. She has served 
the diocese for 30 years and in many capacities: 
as chaplain of Saint Mary’s School, deacon at St. 
Timothy’s and the Church of the Good Shepherd 
in Raleigh, and in Oxford at St. Stephen’s. She re-
turned to St. Michael’s 10 years ago, her first time 
serving as our deacon.

The daughter of an Episcopal priest, Meta trav-
eled with her father when he conducted services 
before he had his own church. “I formed my own 
opinion of who God was,” she says, “and he was a 
lot like my dad.” 

Dick Turkelson was a career police officer who was 
once head of the State Bureau of Investigation be-
fore he grew tired of meeting people “in their most 

troubled places,” she says. He left his law enforce-
ment career for Virginia Theological Seminary, 
moving the family to Alexandria, Va.

“I remember when I was writing my first sermon in 
high school, I really challenged my dad about the 
Resurrection. I thought Jesus was squirreled away 
by grave robbers,” she says. “I wasn’t writing the 
sermon for anybody but myself.”

Her true theology was born, she says, when as 
a preteen, she began teaching children about 
God in chapel services she created at her father’s 
church, St. Andrew’s in Rocky Mount.

“God is about love and expecting you to do the 
most loving things for each other,” she says. “I 
could tell them what was the truth.”

Children do seem to get the message, wheth-
er Meta delivers it dressed as a pirate during 
Vacation Bible School, or as she reads the Gospel 
on Sunday, in her quiet, lyrical voice. And a few of 
them thank her for the message by drawing her 

The Rev. Meta Ellington, playing a pirate, with St. Michael’s Vacation Bible School kids in the summer of 2009.

continued on the next page
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pictures, some of which hang on her office walls.

“There were so many things that as a woman I couldn’t do 
in the church,” she recalls of a time when women were not 
allowed to be priests. “But I could teach. I had heard about 
the diaconate — it was new — and I have always jumped into 
things too soon.”

Meta had been a primary school 
teacher before her children were 
born. She then became a potter, cre-
ating marriage vessels, communion 
kits and chalices.

“You are experiencing God in the cre-
ation of the vessels,” she says. “You 
think about how the pot will be in 
someone else’s life. They won’t even 
know that I’ve prayed the pot. The 
whole idea — the glazing, the firing, 
the tending to the fire in the kiln — 
the fire was doing things I couldn’t 
do. That’s why I felt I was making this 
with God, and I grew as I potted.”

It was her experience as a potter, she 
says, that led her to the deaconate. 
When Robert Estill became bishop 
of the diocese in 1983, he called for 
the establishment of the Permanent 
Diaconate in North Carolina. Stirred 
by the feeling that God was at the center of her potter’s work, 
Meta found herself in Bishop Estill’s office in 1985, and by the 
end of the meeting, she had enrolled in the program. 

“Every step in the process was new,” says the Rev. Brooks 
Graebner, the Historiographer of the Diocese, “for the 
aspirants, for the commission on ministry, for the Standing 
Committee and for the instructors. Meta was in the midst of 
that, and she brought her characteristic wisdom and good 
humor to the mix.”

The Rev. Graebner, now retired, was in the ordination pro-
cess with the first class of postulants for the Diaconate. “Meta 
was very much present and active in the earliest days of the 
diaconate in this diocese,” he says. She was the fifth woman 
to be ordained as a deacon in the Diocese of North Carolina. 

Deacons, Meta says, are a bridge between the church and 
the world. “They serve as physical manifestations of what we 
should do as Christians,” she says.

In the weeks leading up to her retirement, Meta has been 
cleaning our her small corner at St. Michael’s, and she is not 
sure what to throw away. 

“Some of (what I’ve saved) is so good I can’t toss it yet,” she 
says, discovering the booklet she helped create when the 
parish hosted a Seder supper several years ago. “I’ll always be 
a deacon.

“I’ve been doing diaconal stuff my whole life. But there 
comes a time when the ending comes.”

She has loved assisting with the Eucharist, visiting the 
sick, and of course, the children. 

And she has felt loved, too. When she had open 
heart surgery last year, she was overwhelmed by the 

response from the congregation.

“I was in such bad shape,” she recalls. 
“People stopped by with food and for 
visits. I never felt so loved.”

Her work, it seems, would never be 
finished. “It didn’t matter what I did, 
there was always more that needed 
to be done.” Being a deacon, she 
says, taught her a lot about how 
people work in churches. 

Some in the parish might not know 
that Meta serves as the chaplain for 
the Raleigh Police Department, as 
she has for the past five years. In the 
beginning, she traveled with officers, 
lending a pastoral hand when need-
ed, but in recent years, her health 
has kept her from it. As chaplain, she 
has in a way come full circle, con-
necting to the work her father did so 
many years ago. She knows firsthand 

why the police collection project is so important. They 
write notes, and when she says she comes from St. 
Michael’s, they remember the kindness of the congre-
gation.

Even though she is retiring, she won’t be leaving St. 
Michael’s. She’ll be sitting in the pew next to her hus-
band, Bill. “He has been waiting 50 years for me to do 
that,” she says.

Meta also is spiritual adviser to many seekers, offering 
them guidance in how to find their own truths. 

“I’m sort of a window washer,” she says. “I’m there to 
clear away what’s keeping them from seeing the truth. 
I don’t always have the right answers, but the truth is 
that they are loved.”

As she leaves the diaconate, she feels “a tug of loss,” 
she says. “I don’t know what God is planning for 
me. I’m being sent little darts of things, so I’m being 
patient.”

continued from the previous page

18 Archangel



The Many Faces of Meta: In All Angels in the late 1970s; 
at her ordination with son, Will, daughter, Margaret, and 
husband, Bill; and in 2008 at the Blessing of the Animals. 
Meta has had her hand in ministry most of her life.
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A HABITAT  
FOR HEALING

HARRIET HILL SHARES HER STORY OF HOW AN UNLIKELY CALL TO HELP BUILD 
A HABITAT HOUSE BROUGHT HER INTO A LASTING FRIENDSHIP THAT WOULD 
NOT ONLY TEACH HER TO NURTURE, BUT HELP HER TO HEAL

Words: Harriet Hill. Photos: Habitat for Humanity & Patrick Hood

St. Michael’s parishioner Root Edmonson, right, helps Y-Jim Buonya hang a 
North Carolina flag at his new Habitat for Humanity House in 1990. 
(Habitat for Humanity Photo)
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The year 1990 brought unimagined 
changes in my life. I was over-
extended in church obligations, 

in community involvement, in creating a balanced home life while nur-
turing three teenage sons. There was not an ounce of time or sanity left 
in my mental or physical being.

I forget who broached the subject with me, but after church one Sunday, 
an implausible plea came from a group of people, led by Wes McClure. 
“We really need you to help us build St. Michael’s first Habitat House,” 
they said. “You will be a perfect nurturer.“

Surely it was a joke. “But I couldn’t possibly. What has nurturing got to do 
with hammers and nails?” 

They were insistent: “You can do it. It only involves decorating and 
furnishing the house and, by the way, a little assistance with new bank 
accounts, electric bills, jobs, schools, transportation . . . Sue Edmonson 
has agreed to be your partner.”

The pressure was intense. The rest is history. We were devoted novices 
armed with an abundance of faith. But for me it was only the beginning 
of a life-changing year. 

Our Habitat family, H’Yoanh and Y-Jim Buonya had come to North Car-
olina from a refugee camp in the Philippines in 1986, through Lutheran 
Family Services and our Special Forces. They were Montagnards, a Ma-
layo-Polynesian ethnic group, from the Central Highlands of Viet Nam, 
who had escaped persecution by the North Vietnamese Communists. 
They had struggled through the jungles of Viet Nam, Cambodia and 
Thailand for 11 years. 
 
When Sue and I met them, they were living with another family in a tiny 
house with two little ones and another on the way. They spoke little 
English; we spoke no Dega (their language), and there was no dictionary. 
We used our hands, nodded or stared, and laughed when our efforts 
met a dead end. We marveled at their effort to understand what was 
happening in their lives. 

The construction of the house was well directed and more fun than 
hard work. Sue and I became dauntless decorators, and, most of all, 
struggling interpreters for our new family. Y-Jim and other Montagnard 
friends were always at Habitat Court, putting in more “sweat equity” than 
they ever recorded. Barefoot, they shimmied up trees on the lot to cut 
limbs that were in the way, and they playfully argued over who would get 
to use the chainsaws.  Our house supervisors were excellent, and Y-Jim 
and H’Yoanh say that it is the best-built house in the Court. 

In August, as their house was getting its final touches, tragedy struck 

my own family. Our youngest son, Robert, 15, 
had a tragic accident when a knife he was playing 
with struck his heart, leaving us struggling with an 
unimaginable loss. My overloaded life abruptly 
changed. Our family was suddenly an emotional 
Habitat House that the wind had blown down 
— and one that would require an abundance of 
nurturing to repair.

We were unable to attend the blessing of the new 
home and the family that would live in it, though I 
heard that there was not a dry eye among those 
who were there. The North Carolina flag flew from 
one side of their front porch, and an American flag 
that had flown over the United States Capitol was 
on the other side.

IN AUGUST, AS THEIR HOUSE WAS GETTING ITS FINAL TOUCHES, TRAGEDY STRUCK MY OWN 
FAMILY. OUR YOUNGEST SON, ROBERT, 15, HAD A TRAGIC ACCIDENT HAD A TRAGIC ACCI-
DENT WHEN A KNIFE HE WAS PLAYING WITH STRUCK HIS HEART, LEAVING US STRUG-
GLING WITH AN UNIMAGINABLE LOSS. MY OVERLOADED LIFE ABRUPTLY CHANGED. OUR 
FAMILY WAS SUDDENLY AN EMOTIONAL HABITAT HOUSE THAT THE WIND HAD BLOWN DOWN 
— AND ONE THAT WOULD REQUIRE AN ABUNDANCE OF NURTURING TO REPAIR.

continued on the next page

H’Yoanh & Harriet              Patrick Hood Photo
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I could not let go of that image: two young people whose lives 
had changed dramatically, when years before they had left their 
homes, their families, their homeland, with trust and faith that 
they would someday be safe and free. I had lost a son. I had only 
days to prepare through his week in a coma. Nurturer, indeed. 

They attended Robert’s service; we shared tears; H’Yoanh and 
I became close — there was no need for interpretation. And I 
clung to my faith and trust in God.

Throughout the following 19 years, H’Yoanh and I worked for 
hours around our various schedules as we struggled with her 
new language. We have joked a lot about my wanting to teach 
her proper English and her telling me that she lived here and 
wanted to speak like I do. Y-Jim worked four jobs, learned English 
and earned two associate engineering degrees, while H’Yoanh 
worked various jobs until she found one “assembly line” job 
where she stayed for 17 years. They raised five children (four 
girls and a boy) in the Habitat House, where they still live. All 
children are educated, and the oldest, born in the jungles of 
Thailand, is an attorney in Arlington, Va.

H’Yoanh has remained active in St. Joseph’s Catholic Church, 
leading numerous groups and visiting shut-ins every week. She 
helps other Montagnards, translating for those with medical 
problems, those who need jobs, and those who don’t want to 
learn their new country’s language. 

H’Yoanh and I became soulmates. I heard about parts of her pre-
vious life that were astounding. How could this generous, gentle, 
selfless spirit have endured the aspects of her life that I was 
piecing together? She and her husband had escaped from depri-
vation, from being hunted like animals. What the Habitat House 
meant to them was huge. What it meant to us who helped build 
it was humbling.

She and I talked about writing a book — just a distant vision. 
Then, in December 2008, the children decided that H’Yoanh and 
Y-Jim should have a blessing at St. Joseph’s for the 25th anni-
versary of their marriage. H’Yoanh slipped away and bought a 
simple, long white wedding dress (something that previously had 
existed only in her dreams). Y-Jim was handsome in his dark suit, 
and the five children participated as the crucifer and attendants. 

It was definitely a three-tissue wedding.

I called The News & Observer, which ran a heartfelt 
story. Church friends and acquaintances learned 
of this family’s history for the first time. They were 
anxious for more. The time had come for the book to 
become a reality, so we began in early January.

For H’Yoanh, her riveting story re-emerged through 
hours of searching her mind for forgotten facts, 
bringing to the surface near-death experiences. She 
talked about eating things that were unimaginable to 
us, of leeches, of crossing the Mekong River at night, 
in a tiny canoe (when no one knew how to swim). 
In between talking and listening to each other, we 
shared tears, laughter, respect, and a substantial bit 
of frustration from laborious translations.

Three and a half years later, Escaping Viet Nam – 
H’Yoanh’s Story: A Memoir of Determination, Defiance 
and Deliverance, was published. It is a narrative of a 
remarkable young girl of 16, who, in 1975, left her 
home, to escape the advancing Viet Cong, carrying 
only a backpack containing her belongings.

To H’Yoanh, recounting those events eased an aching 
in her heart for the lost years of her youth. My own 
book, For the Love of Robert, recounting the dark days 
during the loss of our child, freed me from the details 
in my aching heart. For both of us, the narratives 
divided our grief.

Yes, Y-Jim and H’Yoanh are grateful for their hard-won 
freedom and their home in their adopted country. 
And I am filled with gratitude for the opportunity that 
allowed me to help build that house — for the title 
of “nurturer.” Through our travels and presentations 
with our book, through her generosity to her commu-
nity and her eight grandchildren, through her exam-
ple of an uncompromising faith, I have been the one 
immensely blessed by the changes in my life.

Harriet Hill is the author of For the Love of Rob-
ert and co-author of Escaping Viet Nam.

H’Yoanh and Y-Jim Buonya with a portrait of their children, all raised in the first Habitat House St. 
Michael’s helped build. The Buonyas still live there today. 
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The busy days of May brought 
us the Communion Celebration, 
Confirmation, Senior of the Year and 
Choir Festival.

Susan Rountree photos
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COME CHILDREN 
UNTO ME

It was a magical night, filled with light and color and the 
fresh scent of flowers, at the St. Michael’s ECW annual 
Garden Party held May 4. A crowd of more than 150 gath-
ered in the Rose Garden for an evening of spirited bidding 
to support Neighbor 2 Neighbor, a local non-profit that 
provides after-school mentoring and evening programming 
to youth in southeast Raleigh. 

As partygoers mingled and dined, Raleigh artist Dan Nelson 
was hard at work at his easel, “live painting” the event.

As the sun went down, Mike Ferguson and Greg Jones went 
into action, emceeing an energetic live auction. The highly 
coveted reserved Sunday parking spaces cranked up the 
bidding, along with the vacation homes at Figure Eight, Sun-
set Beach and Pamlico River. The most sought-after item 
was the artwork created by Nelson and purchased by Joe 
and Louise Warenda and Bo and Nancy Bromhal as a gift 
to St. Michael’s. At the end of the night, the ECW had raised 
$45,000 for Neighbor 2 Neighbor ‘

“What an amazing community at St. Michaels,” said Royce 
Hathcock, director of N2N. “A fun and energetic group of 
people where the joy of the Lord is bursting out for king-
dom priorities.

“We are so excited to come alongside St. Michaels and can’t 
wait to see what the Lord is stirring in, through and around 
us together.”

LOVE YOUR NEIGHBOR
Words: Anna Tilghman          Photos: Coleridge Nash
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 Coleridge Nash is the St. Michael’s 
Choir Scholar. He is a rising junior at 

NC State. 

Parishioners mingle in the crowd and 
enjoy the bidding as as Dan Nel-
son paints the scene. Above, Liz 
Driscoll, ECW president.
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MAKER OF WELCOME

When we first come to church as 
children, we figure that it’s about 
Bible stories and learning com-

mandments about how God wants us to live our lives. We figure 
it’s about dogma and heaven and hell and how to stay out of the 
latter.

Many of us continue to think that as adults, which probably ex-
plains why so many of us turn away from the church, at least for 
a time. And why some never come back.

Those of us lucky enough to find a church home like St. Michael’s 
learn that many of our notions of church and religion are wrong. 
We learn that church is about love, loving God, loving your neigh-
bor, loving yourself. And about a community built around this 
idea. All these things we believe in have a singular thrust: making 
us better people, who in turn can make this a better world. 
We learn this from the Bible, from the liturgy, from the teachings 
of clergy, from the music, but most of all from the people we 
kneel with. And in the case of John Dempster, the people who 
greet us at the door every Sunday.

That will be the enduring memory of so many people at St. Mi-
chael’s: John Dempster extending his hand and a genuine smile, 
whether it was at the front of the church as the usher nonpareil, 
or anywhere else you might run across him.

Dempster died on May 10, his 50th birthday, due to complica-
tions from a recent surgery. His death struck the parish family 
like a thunderbolt, as the seriousness of the situation escalated 
quickly, before many people even realized he was ill. He leaves 
behind his wife Lyne, and children Hamp and Ginny, as well as 
an extended family and community of friends. Hundreds of them 
gathered for his funeral on May 14, realizing that John was a 
quiet common link between so many people at St. Michael’s and 
beyond.

At St. Michael’s, however, the first chance people had to recon-
cile themselves with what had happened came not at the funer-
al, which filled the church beyond what the fire marshal needs to 
know about, but in the preparations for it, as parishioners came 
forward to help in any way that they could.

They knew that in a similar situation, it was John who would have 
been making sure everything was in its proper place and St. 
Michael’s was ready to accommodate everyone who showed up 
on its steps. A church leader could find no more comforting sight 
before a big service than John at the back of the church, orches-
trating.

Words: Will Lingo

Of course, even at his own funeral he was still orches-
trating. In his final days, as he realized where his path 
was leading, John dictated a number of his final wish-
es. He chose the hymns to be sung at the funeral. He 
said he did not want to be in the wall in the memorial 
garden, but wanted to be in the ground. He wanted 
beautiful flowers.

Most of all, he wanted to make sure those “damn 
funeral home guys stay off my porch.” Feeling the 
funeral home representatives who inevitably show 
up for a service to be an impersonal and unwelcom-
ing way to greet people at St. Michael’s, John always 
diverted them to other jobs. In this situation, however, 
he had to delegate.

Robert Watson made sure that wish was carried out 
to the letter, and he and Gilliam Nicholson worked all 
afternoon the day before the funeral to jam the nave 
full of extra chairs, using some of John’s own tech-
niques to squeeze in the maximum number possible.
Jessica and Warren Widener and Jeff McLamb worked 
to set up remote audio and video, so anyone who 
didn’t fit into the nave could watch the service from 
the parish hall. As could the legion of people, led 
by Pat Thacker and Linda Berry, who worked in the 
kitchen to set up for the reception that followed the 
service.

Frances Fontaine, Liz Driscoll, Dale Roane, Nancy 
Bromhal and Katherine Poole performed flower ar-
rangement magic, with as dramatic an array of flowers 
as the church has ever seen.
 
People did it to be nice, to be sure, and to honor the 
memory of a beloved church member. They did it 
because they know John or Lyne would do the same 
for them. They also did it because it was therapeutic. 
John’s death is the kind of thing that doesn’t make 
much sense. Being in the community and keeping 
busy helped people cope.

Dale Roane, Nancy Bromhal, Catherine Rideout and 
Katherine Poole sat in the Manley Garden after work-
ing all afternoon on the flowers, recounting memo-
ries of John, sorting through the details of his death, 
finding comfort in fellowship.

HEAD USHER JOHN DEMPSTER IS WHO WE WANT TO SEE BY THE KINGDOM DOOR.
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Dale remembered her years of teaching first grade Sunday 
School with her husband Andrew, Bo and Nancy Brom-
hal, and the Dempsters. Those three couples had children 
around the same ages, at a time when the halls of St. 
Michael’s were not teeming with young children. They ended 
up as the leading edge of a surge in membership, after Greg 
Jones came on as rector in 2004. No longer was St. Michael’s 
full just on Christmas and Easter, but on many “normal” Sun-
days as well.

It was those full services when John took charge. It wasn’t as 
if he needed to be asked; he was just there, often for multiple 
services on Easter and Christmas. Lyne said the life of an ush-
er suited John perfectly because he always liked to be one of 
the first to arrive and last to leave, no matter where he went.
Lyne and the children showed amazing strength on the day 
of the funeral, greeting a seemingly endless line of well wish-
ers for hours in the reception after the service, not leaving 
until the final person had shared their sympathies. Rather 
than focusing on her own grief, she marveled at all the prepa-
rations that had gone into the funeral and the reception, 
remarking that John would have loved it.

Greg opened his funeral homily saying, “I don’t want to be 
here,” and we understood what he meant. We did not want 
to be crowding into the nave, mourning John’s death. We 
wanted him to be here, where he always was.

And yet . . .

More than many other funerals, we could take genuine 
comfort in the knowledge that John really was all right. He be-
lieved and he lived the true way of Christianity, and so it’s no 
wonder that in his final days he took comfort in that. Anyone 

who knew John knew that, and that was a comfort to 
us. We didn’t want to be there because we didn’t want 
the reality of the situation to be true, but we did want 
to be there because we wanted to share in the grief 
of our community and share in the reflected light of 
the life John lived.

“To be sure, John Dempster was apostolic,” Greg said. 
“As a disciple of Jesus. As a keeper of the faith. As a 
steadfast father, husband, friend and teacher. As the 
guy you’re going to most want to see standing by the 
door at the gates of the kingdom of God when it’s 
your turn to go there.”

We are Christians but we are not always Christ-like. 
Our faith can waver, especially at times like this. Yet 
seeing people like John, whose faith seemed to ema-
nate from within, and who always seemed to behave 
the way we wished we could behave, reminds us to be 
“makers of welcome so all may enter into God’s pres-
ence,” the sentiment that Greg closed his homily with.

“Because John knew and knows now for sure that 
Christ does this. Christ stoops down, and though he 
is King, bends his knee toward us, the fallen, so we 
might rise. John knew this and he followed the Lord’s 
example. Let us follow his.”

Former Senior Warden Will Lingo 
is a writer and editor and former 

publisher of Baseball America. He 
left Baseball America last year to 
start Helium, a baseball-focused 

media agency.

WE ARE CHRISTIANS BUT WE ARE 
NOT ALWAYS CHRIST-LIKE. OUR 
FAITH CAN WAVER, ESPECIALLY 
AT TIMES LIKE THIS. YET SEEING 
PEOPLE LIKE JOHN, WHOSE FAITH 
SEEMED TO EMANATE FROM WITH-
IN, AND WHO ALWAYS SEEMED TO 
BEHAVE THE WAY WE WISHED WE 
COULD BEHAVE, REMINDS US TO BE 
“MAKERS OF WELCOME SO ALL MAY 
ENTER INTO GOD’S PRESENCE.”

Lyne Dempster, left, with John.

Susan Rountree photo
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John Dempster stands at the door to the 
church with his daughter, Ginny, several 
years ago. John, who was lead usher on 
Sunday mornings, died on May 10 — his 

50th birthday — leaving an empty space in 
the heart of St. Michael’s. Read Will Lingo’s 

tribute to John on page 26. 

Anna Giuli photo,  
courtesy of Lyne Dempster.


