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I have seen  
the Lord
AS I STOOD IN THE RUINS OF THE SYNAGOGUE OF MAGDALA AND WALKED 
THROUGH ITS NEARBY MARKETPLACE, I IMAGINED NOT SOME FORGOTTEN 
WOMAN OF A NAMELESS VILLAGE. RATHER, I IMAGINED AN IMPORTANT WOMAN 
OF AN IMPORTANT TOWN, WHO THOUGHT HERSELF IN NEED OF HEALING FROM 
SPIRITUAL BROKENNESS (LIKE ME), AND WHO SAW IN JESUS THE WAY, THE TRUTH 
AND THE LIFE.

In the Holy Land last month, I encoun-
tered so many amazing places and people. From 

Nazareth to Jerusalem, we touched ancient stones and 
prayed with living stones, the people who live there 
still. But the most powerful moment for me was a visit 
to the long-lost village of Magdala along the shores of 
Galilee, discovered just 10 years ago. With its incredible 
first-century synagogue, marketplace and town, and 
coins dating to A.D. 29, this is now one of the most 
important archeological discoveries in Israel.

The site is remarkably well preserved, abounding in 
carved stonework, floor mosaics and painted wall-
covering. Among its treasures is a small model of the 
Second Temple which stood in Jerusalem in Jesus’ 
day — the oldest artistic depiction of the Temple ever 
found. The scope of the buildings and artwork attests 
to the prosperity of the Magdala community. The name 
Magdala derives from Hebrew words which appear to 
mean, “Fish Tower,” suggesting the stone-built town was 
no mere village, but rather a commercial fishing center 
which shipped its products across the Roman world. 

Along the busy shores of Galilee, close to Jesus’ second 
home in Capernaum — only a 10-minute drive by car 
— it makes sense that Mary of Magdala was so named 
in Scripture. Of the several New Testament Marys, she 
was the Mary from the well-known town of Magdala. 
Luke says she supported Jesus out of her resources, 

which suggests she had means, a fact now supported 
by her town having been commercially successful. The 
synagogue at the heart of Magdala is certainly not only 
a synagogue Jesus would have visited. It is most likely 
the spot where Mary of Magdala met and began to fol-
low Jesus of Nazareth. Luke tells us Jesus healed her of 
demonic possession. Perhaps, right in this very spot.

Many places in the Holy Land the faithful venerate were 
identified in antiquity by oral tradition. Pilgrims visited 
these places locals remembered in association with 
Jesus or his followers. For sure, some places in the Holy 
Land have dubious claims to be actual biblical sites. But 
there are other places which are virtually sure to be the 
actual biblical location of this or that important event. 

Among those sites with top-notch claims to authenticity 
are the ancient olive garden at Gethsemane, the steps 
leading to Caiaphas’ house in Jerusalem where Jesus 
walked, the Temple Mount and the places where Jesus 
died and was buried. In that category, where ancient 
tradition, unbroken practice and archeology all work 
together to make the case for authenticity, we now 
also have the Magdala site. What’s particularly amazing 
about the Magdala site is not only that it was only dis-
covered in the past 10 years. What I appreciate about it 
is what it suggests about Mary of Magdala herself. The 
real Magdalene, though, and not the version of her that 
has long been falsely developed in popular religious 
thought. 

Words: The Rev. Samuel GregoryJones, Rector
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I have seen  
the Lord

Indeed, the Magdalene, as she is oft-referred, has been the 
focus of all sorts of false narratives since late antiquity and 
the early Middle Ages. Notably, when Pope Gregory the Great 
wrongly identified Magdalene as the anonymous harlot who 
anoints Jesus’ feet in Luke, Chapter 7, the Roman Catholic 
world has never seen her the same. In Western art, she is 
frequently depicted in suggestive ways and various stages of 
undress. In popular culture, this more lusty version of Mag-
dalene has run rampant across novels and music for genera-
tions. In The Da Vinci Code, notably, the author insists that she 
was Jesus’ wife, based on absurdly erroneous notions and 
poor scholarship. (I wrote a book about that.) Even some rep-
utable scholars have tried to show how the so-called Gnostic 
writings of the second and third centuries tell the “true story” 
of Jesus and Magdalene. (Except they don’t.)

The false version of Magdalene has served as a real distrac-
tion for a long time. Not only does this cast her in a light that 
is not rooted in Scripture or early tradition, it does so for the 
purpose of different agendas. I believe the early medieval Ro-
man Catholic hierarchy sought to disparage her and reduce 
her authority for purely sexist reasons. In modern times, I 
believe a skeptical wing of Christianity and culture has sought 
to envision her in an anachronistic way that is also appealing 
when trying to sell novels and books. But the truth of her is 
different. And while we don’t know a great deal about her, 
a very impressive picture can nonetheless be painted from 
Scripture, early tradition, and now the stones of uncovered 
Magdala itself.

So what can we say? We must start with the Gospels, all four 
of which mention her in some detail, which is more than 
can be said of several of the twelve apostles. What we learn 
is that her given name was the common Hebrew name of 
Miriam, (Mary/Maria), and she came from the small town of 
Magdala on the Sea of Galilee, where Jesus went preaching 
and healing. Mary of Magdala was part of Jesus’ inner circle of 
followers. She supported Jesus’ ministry out of her resourc-
es, which suggests she was not poor. Since we now know 
Magdala was a thriving town, and she is referred to as “the 
Magdalene,” it is plausible she was a woman of means and 
importance in that town. She is mentioned in Luke’s Gospel 
as one who accompanied Jesus on his ministry of preaching 
and healing. The passage says, “accompanying Jesus were the 
Twelve and some women who had been cured of evil spirits 
and infirmities, Mary, called Magdalene, from whom seven 
demons had gone out.”

From Luke’s account of her beginnings with Jesus’ ensemble, 
it would appear that Mary may have been involved in spiritual 
activity of a darker sort before meeting Jesus. The passage 
from Luke indicates that Jesus cast seven demons from Mary 

of Magdala, a possible clue that she had been involved in 
sorcery or other dark arts. That said, there is absolutely no 
reason to believe the Magdalene disciple was a prostitute. 
The Catholic Church has taught for over a thousand years 
that Mary of Magdala was a fallen woman but has recanted in 
recent years, seeking to correct the mistake.

There is no mention of Mary of Magdala again until the week 
of the Passion. There, the story of Mary of Magdala picks up 
with her traveling with Jesus and the Twelve from Galilee to 
Jerusalem to prepare for the Passover. In Mark, we encounter 
Mary of Magdala as one of the group of women who travelled 
to Jerusalem with Jesus and provided for his needs. As well, 
she witnessed the crucifixion, even after the male disciples 
had either denied, betrayed or deserted Jesus. 

Later in the Gospel of Mark, Mary of Magdala and Mary the 
Mother of God, went to where Jesus was buried, in the tomb 
of Joseph of Arimathea. There, while trying to anoint his body, 
they witnessed the empty tomb and the presence of an an-
gel. The same story appears in Matthew and John. The Gospel 
of John’s account of the resurrection has been called one 
of the most self-authenticating of all the Easter narratives, 
because what man in a patriarchal age would make up a story 
that Jesus appeared first to some woman, if it weren’t true?

That she was held in high esteem by the early church is plain-
ly attested. Not only did they not write her out of the story, 
indeed, she became the first great witness to Christ, and 
the Gospels tell us this. As well, in the ancient and Eastern 
Church, she has always been highly regarded as such, “the 
Apostle to the Apostles,” and early Christian writings and 
iconography hold her in this very high esteem. The Eastern 
churches have never confused Mary of Magdala with the 
anonymous harlot of Luke 7, and indeed, have only ever 
viewed her with unshadowed veneration. 

As I stood in the ruins of the synagogue of Magdala and 
walked through its nearby marketplace, I imagined not some 
forgotten woman of a nameless village. Rather, I imagined an 
important woman of an important town, who thought herself 
in need of healing from spiritual brokenness (like me), was 
one who saw in Jesus the way, the truth and the life, and who 
from her resources supported him — until the end. When 
the apostles had all run off, save young John, it was Mary of 
Magdala, who with his mother, watched him die, attended to 
his body, and visited his grave that first Easter morning.

When I stood there in Magdala, where Jesus surely once 
walked, I felt touched in the spirit by Mary Magdalene, who 
said to me yet again, “I have seen the Lord.”
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Touched by the 
Holy Mystery
Words: The Rev. Robert Fruehwirth, Associate Rector

Journey, pilgrimage, 
story: these are some of the most basic metaphors we 

have for the spiritual life. We follow Jesus on the Way that 
He is. The underlying meaning of such metaphors is that the 
spiritual life does not happen all at once, but is something 
that unfolds through time. It is a process in which we become 
gradually capable of seeing what needs to be seen, under-
standing what we need to understand, and capable of loving 
as God invites us to love. 

Because of our initiative, because of our very intention to live 
close to God, something else happens. As Charles Williams 
once said: “We have to build an altar to God somewhere so 
that God’s lightning can strike somewhere else!” It’s through 
this strange process of initiative and holy intention, followed 
by surprise, failure, loss, being lost and being found — and 
starting all over again — that we gradually become capable 
of what we intended at the start. We grow, we unfold, we gain 
a capacity for love and honesty, for sharing God’s life and 
friendship in our world. If we don’t stake out an intention, 
if we don’t set out on the way, we can’t grow, but it is what 
happens after the intention — it’s the unexpected, the getting 
lost, the getting things wrong, that allows us to grow.

Someone once said that every great thinker spends her en-
tire life revolving around one deep question. Likewise, a holy 
life emerges not by jumping from one preoccupation to the 
next, but from Holy Mystery touching our lives and claiming 
us at our core. We then spend the rest of our lives circling 
around this central mystery, like one walking the labyrinth, 
coming close and moving away. We spend our lives attempt-
ing to respond to the touch of the Holy that has claimed us 
and the question it has opened in our heart. It is the secret 
source of all that we do and desire. 

Looking at the life I have lived, it is hard to see a linear pro-

gression. I was touched by God through solitude in nature 
and in performing music at a very young age. The death of 
my father when I was 13 set me on a path of anger, grieving 
and reflection that manifested in the writing of poetry. In my 
freshman year in college, I experienced a powerful conver-
sion and this led me on the path to joining a monastery. 
After 20 years in the monastery, I left in a painful rupture, got 
trained as a therapist, married Jane, and we started a family. 
In England, I juggled several vocations: director of a spiritual-
ity center, associate priest in a parish and therapist. In 2015, 
we moved to North Carolina, where I have explored full-time 
parish ministry at St. Michael’s. Looking at my life like this, it 
appears to be fractured, with various vocations manifesting at 
different times. 

Yet underneath it all, there has been one central question: 
How do I honor the Shimmering Sacred I have always known 
in the world, how do I respond to the God who wounded 
my life with His presence? Who meets me in Jesus? How do 
I find a way of being in the world that both manifests and 
rejects God, all the while being whole with the experiences of 
my childhood —from ecstasy in playing duets to the strange 
trauma of my father’s death? 

Poetry was one attempt, the monastery another, and training 
as a therapist still another. Being married, having children 
and ministering in a parish have all been blessings because 
they have allowed an unfolding of deeper responses to my 
core spiritual question. This question might be phrased: How 
do I be with all that I am, and be with the world just as it is, in 
a way that fully honors the God who has touched my life in 
the person of Jesus and by the Holy Spirit?

My life’s journey — poet, monk, therapist, pastor, author, 
husband and father, parish priest — has traveled in many 
different directions, with seemingly abrupt changes, with 
many failures and unexpected joys. But saying it’s a journey 
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is saying that it has not been just “one damn thing 
after another,”  or a series of failed intentions with 
no growth as a result. It has been a gradual unfold-
ing of what the tradition calls soul — a capacity to be 
present in love to myself, and the world — and God. 

When we look at our lives in hindsight, it can seem 
like we have taken a trip to Richmond by way of 
Sacramento, Cleveland, Fairbanks, and Houston. But 
when we look a little closer we find that each move-
ment, each departure, each breaking up, breaking 
down, and breakthrough, has been about a question 
at the heart of who we are.

This summer, as church and life slow down, as you 
sit in the beach chair and watch pelicans swoop, or 
on the mountain porch and listen to owls, it’s a great 
time to sit back and look at your life as a whole. 

What question has your life been an attempt to 
answer? What has been the inner desire at the heart 
of each big move and decision? What have been the 
moments in life when your personal truth has been 
made radically clear, and which you have, ever since, 
been trying to live from? And when have you gotten 
lost, and why did you end up going down those 
wrong paths? 

Jesus is everywhere. He touches us, raising up in us 
new desires, and bringing all kinds of unexpected 
people and experiences into our lives. Sometimes I 
think that when we get to Heaven, we will see that 
we have been attempting to follow Him all along, 
without our even knowing it, and in a way that we 
can only barely discern now, as in a mirror, darkly. 

We shall not cease from exploration

And the end of all our exploring

Will be to arrive where we started

And know the place for the first time.

Through the unknown, remembered gate

When the last of earth left to discover

Is that which was the beginning;

At the source of the longest river

The voice of the hidden waterfall

And the children in the apple-tree

Not known, because not looked for

But heard, half-heard, in the stillness

Between two waves of the sea.

Quick now, here, now, always -

A condition of complete simplicity

(Costing not less than everything)

And all shall be well and

All manner of thing shall be well

When the tongues of flame are in-folded

Into the crowned knot of fire

And the fire and the rose are one.

—Little Gidding. T.S. Eliot
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A LENTEN PILGRIMAGE TO THE HOLY LAND PROVIDES FRANCES PENICK WITH 
AN OPPORTUNITY TO STUDY IN JESUS’ FOOTSTEPS AND TO HEAL 

FROM A DIFFICULT YEAR OF LOSS.

Fr
an

ce
s 

Pe
ni

ck

Frances Penick, right, places prayers in the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem during a Lenten pilgrimage.
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continued on the next page

Renewal, Healing, 
Awakening

Words & Photos: Frances Penick

The group of us gathered 
and began to sing. 

“In Christ alone my hope is found, He is my life, my 
strength my song. My Comforter, my all in all, here 
in the love of Christ I stand.” I stood, in fact, on the 
Mount of Olives, overlooking the Temple Mount, and 
as I sang, the realization of being in Jerusalem, the 
place where Heaven and earth will one day meet, 
made me weep. 

The last year had been a time of great personal 
loss to me. My sister and father had died within five 
months and the burden of grief had taken its toll 
on my emotional and spiritual well-being. I needed 
to heal, and when the opportunity to visit the Holy 
Land presented itself, I knew I needed to go.

After so many years of leading Bible Study, I wanted 
to see where God chose for it all to begin and end.  
I needed to experience something more than just 
words and pictures on a page.  The timing of this 
trip — during the Lenten season — seemed perfect. 
I was excited, yet sadness still lingered, stealing the 
joy. As I planned for the journey, I prayed for the 
renewal of my weary soul and the awakening of a 
drained spirit. 

When we met our guide — American born with dual 
citizenship with Israel — he announced,  “Hello, I’m 
Steve the tour guide and I am a born-again Jew.”  
He held a doctorate and PhD in ancient literature, 
so Steve bridged the Old and New Testament 
scriptures, skillfully connecting them to the histo-
ry he taught. For the next eight days, we saw this 
sacred land through the mind, eyes and heart of 
one of God’s chosen people who believed in Jesus, 
the redeemer King! His words weren’t mundane 
facts memorized for oration. They were passionate 
beliefs shared in a Savior he knew and loved, while 
shining a new light upon each historic site.  

Bible study teachers and authors Lysa Terkeurst 
and Lisa Harper also spoke to our group through-
out the trip.  Along with Steve, their insight made a 
profound impact on me, stirring areas deep within 
that needed unknown healing.  Suppressed denials 
of brokenness, unforgiveness and loneliness began 
making their way to the surface. Standing on the 
high peak of Mt. Arbel where Jesus went to pray 
humbled me. Overlooking the Sea of Galilee early 
in the morning took my breath.  This body of water 
became the heartbeat of Jesus’ ministry. He actually 
walked on those waters and restored Peter on its 
shores. The boat ride on the sea blessed me with 
cleansing refreshment of the “living water.”  
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I can’t convey the emotion of looking upon the mount of 
Golgotha and visiting the Garden Tomb. Walking in the 
garden surrounding the tomb I relived the story of Jesus’ 
crucifixion. I surveyed the smallness of His empty tomb 
and the impossibility of a resurrection through the thick 
walls of mountain stone outside of God’s immeasurable 
power. I tried to imagine the awe Mary Magdelene must 
have felt when she recognized the risen Jesus, her hope 
and spirit also resurrected. My hopes and spirit needed 
that same joy. 

I looked forward to seeing the famous Wailing Wall. I was 
surprised at the small area that study books illustrated to 
look so vast. Located at the western wall of the Temple 
Mount, the attraction to this one area is most sacred to 
Jews because it was believed to be the closest to the Holy 
of Holies in the Temple where the Ark was positioned, 
God’s dwelling place. With men and women divided, hun-
dreds of souls from many different cultures sought solace 
as they placed their written prayers inside the wall crev-
ices.  Some wept as they prayed aloud, some sat quiet in 
meditation, others sang.  I joined them in silent praise as 
I lifted my prayers against the wall, so thankful for God’s 

presence residing there long ago, but now unrestrained 
by a curtain. Being there reminded me that my body is 
God’s temple and my heart is His dwelling place. 

Later during the trip, I stood next to the Jordan River and 
was baptized. Even though I had already been welcomed 
into the Body of Christ, there was hope that somehow this 
new commitment in the same waters as Jesus would help 
ease my yearning for revival.  

The area was quite commercialized, but serenely beau-
tiful. Hundreds of people stood in this narrow river, all 
seeking the same relief. Donning the mandatory white 
robe, I stepped into the cold water taking the hands of 
two pastors who were among our tour group.  I had no 
idea of their denomination, nor did it matter. One asked 
if I had accepted Jesus as my Lord and Savior. Despite the 
numbers surrounding me, I felt peacefully alone in that 
moment. Looking into those kind blue eyes behind the 
question, I felt more warmth than I had ever known. 

“Oh, Yes!” I replied, fully understanding in that small 
confession the significance of surrender and just how 

The Garden Tomb: Tradition holds that Christ was buried and resurrected from a tomb like this one.
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much Jesus meant to me. Down I went into full immersion 
and the frigid water instantly replaced the warmth. It was 
truly shocking. I struggled to catch my breath and shivered 
as they led me out of the river.  No one else in our group felt 
the same cold as I had. Having such a contrasting reaction 
troubled me, and I felt some disappointment that perhaps 
the purpose had been lost.  

I returned home with an exhausted body from travel, a mind 
trying its best to retain all that was learned. Knowing Easter 
would never be the same, I felt different in my spirit, but 
defining it was a challenge. Wonderful, fabulous, joyful just 
was not enough to express the magnitude of the change I 
sensed. In the early morning hours, the revelation came to 
me. The scripture verse in Isaiah read,  “Arise, shine, for thy 
light is come, and the Glory of the Lord is risen upon thee.” 

I had found renewal in the Garden, healing on the Temple 
Mount, awakening on the Mount of Olives, refreshment 
on the Sea, revival in the Desert, resurrection at the Empty 
Tomb, and revelation down at the river.

God answered my prayers while I traveled on that holy 
ground, even more than I could have ever imagined. Like the 
transfixing shock of the Jordan River washing over me, you, O 
Lord, have lifted me up from darkness into your light! 

 I followed the footsteps of the Good Shepherd, Redeemer, 
Lord and Risen Savior… Jesus, you truly have taken my breath 
away!

“Knowing Easter would never be the same, I 

felt different in my spirit, but defining it was a 

challenge. Wonderful, fabulous, joyful just was not 

enough to express the magnitude of the change I 

sensed. In the early morning hours, the revelation 

came to me. The Scripture verse in Isaiah read,  

“Arise, shine, for thy light is come, and the Glory of 

the Lord is risen upon thee.” 

During Frances Penick’s 41- 
year tenure at St. Michael’s she 

especially loved being a Sunday 
School teacher, serving on the 
Vestry, as Senior Warden and 

leading the Women’s Bible 
Study. She is married to Mike, 

mother to Mary-Peyton and 
Michael and grandmother 
to Whitaker, Caroline and 

Mary-Shepard.
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Soft spring sunlight drifts 
into the nave, draping the pews with a 

rainbow. Aquas, golds and greens shimmer on 
the wood as morning breaks at St. Michael’s. 
In one corner, a cock crows and an eagle takes 
flight. In another, doves glide toward the hand of 
God. Bees buzz from their hive and honey drips 
from the comb. And the triumphant Lamb of God 
marches on, its head turned back to remind us of 
His unnatural birth, death and resurrection.

These are the windows of St. Michael’s, a complex 
collection of sacred art glass that is found in no 
other parish except ours.

The story of their God-inspired creation began 
with a simple enough question: Why don’t we 
have stained glass windows in the church? But its 

simplicity didn’t belie what the answer would be-
come: a four-year journey through liturgy, art and 
glass that would become the jewels of our worship 
space. It is a story of tenacity, patience and love, all 
bound together to the Glory of God.

Harriet Hill doesn’t even remember who posed the 
question, but her answer was the first step on that 
journey that would start at the local library and 
end up at a stained glass studio in Philadelphia —
at the time the most famous in the world.

The original windows cast a yellowish opaque tint 
that filtered natural light over the interior — glass 
chosen by Leif Valand, who designed the space for 
“all to kneel in prayer. ” 

St. Michael’s had recently turned 35 when Harriet, 
a member of the Vestry, first heard the question. 

The Windows 
of God
Harriet Hill and Mary Patricia Stumpf join forces to create, to the glory of 
God, the Saint Michael’s stained glass windows —a complex collection of 
sacred art glass, unique in the world. 

Words & Photos: Susan Byrum Rountree
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continued on the next page

It made sense to Harriet that the church should have stained 
glass windows, but its 20th century modern architecture 
didn’t lend itself to “old saints staring down on us,” she 
recalls. 

“I spent hours in the mountains on holidays and by the pool 
in the summer,” says Harriet, surrounded by books and 
researching symbols that were liturgically important to the 
Episcopal Church. “It was part of my everyday existence, in 
a delightful, joyful, spirit-filled way. It was a gift from God to 
me.”

She kept a legal pad and sketched out ideas — colors, sym-
bols, crosses, flowers — she found in her research, bound 
by the idea that the windows should depict the liturgical 
year. The Vestry formed a committee with Harriet as chair, to 
work on the project, and members quickly decided that any 
windows should support the “concept of a place of worship 
— and to teach.” They researched stained glass studios, 
eventually choosing what was then the Willet Stained Glass 
Studios in Philadelphia.

Not everyone was happy about the idea of replac-
ing the original windows. 

“Leif Valand’s wife, Wymene, at first objected, say-
ing that was not what her husband had wanted,” 
says Travis Jackson, who served on the Vestry 
with Harriet at the time. “Some people felt it was 
too much of a change. But no one knew what to 
expect.” 

Resistance waned, Travis says. “The more we 
learned, and as we began to see the detail that 
each window has a message — that changed a lot 
of minds.”

Harriet shared her legal pad ideas with a friend, 
Mary Patricia Stumpf, a batik artist who offered 
wise counsel, though she knew nothing of stained 
glass.

“It started upside down,” says Pat. “We were 
friends. We talked about what she was doing.” 

Pat’s expertise is in composition, design and color. 
“I never considered designing the windows,” she 
says. 

After several attempts, the Willet designer as-
signed to the project had trouble interpreting Har-
riet’s ideas into solid designs. Harriet immediately 
thought of Pat as the only artist who could read 
her mind. “I could sketch out simple designs with 
pencil and paper, but designing the final windows,” 
Harriet says, “was not something I could do.”

Having followed Harriet through the long process 
of searching for a studio that could implement the 
ideas for “literacy  progression,” Pat drew render-
ings for three of the proposed windows.  
 
“Don’t give up!” she said to Harriet at the time. 
“This is what you could have.” 

Within a week, Harriet recalls, the committee was 
ready to present the renderings to the Vestry. “Pat 
understood perfectly what we needed,” Harriet 
says. “She had to be convinced that she was the 
artist for whom we had prayed.”

“I knew her spirit and she knew mine,” Pat recalls, 
“and I know my art. I felt comfortable with that, but 
I needed to talk to God about a project in stained 
glass. I didn’t want to do an injustice to it, and I 
needed to know God was behind it.”

Batik artist Mary Patricia Stumpf, left, and parishioner 
Harriet Hill, shared a unique vision of what the St. 
Michael’s stained glass windows should look like. Their 
vision became a reality in 1987.
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But both women were committed to their vision: The win-
dows should honor the architectural integrity of the church’s 
design.

“I knew we needed a transition of color from one window 
to another,” Pat adds. “My job was to make it artistically and 
symbolically beautiful. I’d never designed stained glass in my 
life.” She drew more formal colored pencil designs of Harriet’s 
original sketches, and Crosby Willet, the president of Willet 
Studios, came to Raleigh to meet the committee and Pat. She 
drew more designs, and he was impressed. Willet had rarely 
worked with an outside artist, but relented. 

The two women visited the studio in Philadelphia, spending 
hours sorting through antique German and French glass to 
find the right tones that would flow well through the windows. 
This glass, Pat says, allows for light and movement. Other 
glass was used, including some opaques as needed.

“It’s not the usual way we worked,” says Crosby Willet, 90, 
former owner of the Willett Studios, now Willet Hauser Archi-
tectural Glass®. “We find out what a customer is interested in 
and sketch it out, trying to find something to fit the space in 
scale and size. But Pat’s designs were unique and thoughtful 
and scaled to fit the space.”

Willet sent life-sized paper versions of Pat’s drawings to 
Raleigh, and Harriet and Pat made space on the living room 
floor to examine them. They traveled to Philadelphia to 
oversee the project, selecting glass and even setting glass 
themselves into the designs. “They made buddies with Fred 
Keebler,” who worked with the glass, Crosby recalls. “He knew 
exactly what he was doing, but he could be temperamental.”

Harriet’s contribution? The bottom panel of the Advent win-
dow. “It was like putting together a puzzle,” Harriet says, “and 
I love puzzles.”

The end product, Crosby says, “worked out even better 
than we anticipated. I’ve never seen anything like it.” Pat and 
Harriet spent so much time with Crosby at Willet and at St. 
Michael’s over the course of the project they became close 
personal friends. And Pat would be commissioned to design 
another window for Willet, at Wake Forest Medical Center in 
Winston-Salem.

“The window design grew out of our love, our faith and our 
humanity,” says Pat.

Every symbol is important. Take the Palm Sunday window, for 
example. Pat added dates to the palm branches in the bot-
tom window panel at Harriet’s direction because Jesus went 
to Bethany, which some translate as meaning “the House of 
Dates.”

“There are many interpretations of the symbols in the win-
dows,” Pat says. “We chose the interpretation that was closest 
to what we wanted to say. 

Very little in the 28 windows is painted glass — almost every 
piece comes from glass created from nature’s colors. Water 
flows from one window to the next, and all but two of the win-
dows symbolize the liturgical year. Each window has a cross 
and a plant. (The Advent window, for example, contains a 
carob plant, which gave John the Baptist the locusts he ate.

“I see the windows as a whole,” says Pat, who also designed 

Artist Pat Stumpf, with the many renditions of the Chapel window, created during the design process.
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Susan Byrum Rountree is director of 
communications for St. Michael’s. 

the Angel windows in the Narthex and the chapel window. ”It’s a 
continuing religious experience. We were used by God, and it’s 
overwhelming to realize that.”

“When we had a vision,” Harriet says, “there was no stopping us.”  

The idea for each window began in pencil, 
crosses and symbols drawn by Harriet Hill.  
Next, artist Mary Patricia Stumpf took 
colored pencil and combined her own 
research with Harriet’s, fleshing out the 
prototype for each window.  

A complete restoration of the St. Michael’s 
windows will begin this summer, and 
the church has launched an ongoing 
capital campaign to support this effort. 
Windows will not be removed during the 
restoration, but when complete, they will 
retain their original color and glory.

At right, Pat 
Stumpf places 

glass in the 
Advent window 
in a photo circa 

1986. (Photo 
by Harriet Hilo.  
Below, Harriet’s 
original window 

sketches bear 
close resemblance 

to the final 
versions.  
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Words & Photos: James King

On the slopes of Mt. Katahdin, in the 
blazing summer heat, my family parted ways with 

me. We had plans of only climbing halfway up the 5,267-ft 
mountain together as a family and I would then proceed 
to the summit alone. But because I snuck off to the Baxter 
State Park ranger station without telling my parents, they 
thought it would be best to head up the trail without me.

I returned to the parking lot, hiking permit in hand, to no 
audience. Great, just what I needed on a day like today. 
The climb itself never seemed daunting before I got up to 
Maine, yet the ascent was more akin to mountaineering 
and rock climbing than to hiking. A non-stop uphill climb, 
constantly bouldering over rocks the size of my car. I 

thought I knew what I was doing right up until I met back 
up with my parents at the halfway mark. Once they were 
out of sight, I wouldn’t see them again in person for 1,116 
miles. I was alone, and the only person I had to depend 
on was myself. The other half of the monstrous climb 
is above treeline — completely exposed to the sun and 
prime real estate for hungry mosquitos. 

To my chagrin, my water filter that I had brought was 
broken and I was running low on water. Every muscle, 
ligament, and tendon in my legs was tired and constantly 
cramping; I couldn’t even sit down in comfort. It appeared 
that I actually did not know what I was doing, and that I 
wasn’t at all prepared for what I had ahead of me. As I 
climbed, I contemplated whether it mattered if I made 

WALKING 
ON AIR
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continued on the next page

it to the top. I pushed through the mental boundaries and 
suffered my way up the technical terrain. Through it all, at the 
summit, lay the northern terminus of the Appalachian Trail. 
When I finally laid hands on the summit sign, the journey was 
finally on its way.

The Appalachian Trail is a national scenic trail stretching from 
Maine to Georgia. Most hikers take anywhere from three to 
seven months to hike the 2,192-mile trail, walking through 14 
states down the East Coast. In 2018, more than 4,000 hikers 
attempted to hike northbound while only about 400 attempt-
ed the hike southbound. 

One late night in 2016, when I should have been studying my 

homework, I trolled through YouTube and happened upon 
a video of the Appalachian Trail that piqued my interest. I 
ended up binging through a whole thru-hiker’s video series, 
because surely the Appalachian Trail was far more interest-
ing than pre-Civil War economics. All of a sudden, I became 
an evangelist, preaching to everyone about my newfound 
discovery.

For the next three years I researched everything about the 
trail and how to backpack. I had gone from a young, scrappy 
teenager who knew absolutely nothing about camping to an 
expert without backpacking experience. The pilgrimage as-
pect of the hike drew me — a time to reflect, to explore, and 
to be truly free.   
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WALK
The physical task ahead seemed daunting. How would I feel 
40 days into the hike in the middle of a rainstorm? What 
happens if I get lost? Will I be eaten alive by mosquitoes? I 
eventually took two small backpacking trips — 20 miles each 
— for confidence. It was now time to start. 

The first month on trail taught me the complexity of back-
packing. I set out alone but quickly made friends with peo-
ple 10 years older. None of us knew what we were doing, 
so we learned from each others’ mistakes. A broken water 
filter, a leaky inflatable sleeping mattress, and an improperly 
sized backpack taught me lessons. Hiking so much, I was 
convinced that my feet had actually grown over a size-and-
a-half — from a size 10.5 to a size 12. I refused to even try 
on a size 11 or a size 11.5. Didn’t make that mistake again.

After the honeymoon phase, my challenges leaned to the 
mental. The miles were not as physically straining as before. 
Pain turned into fatigue. Northern New England had 365 
degree views as far as the eye can see. Rolling hills, jagged 
mountains, and an endless carpet of green trees across the 
state. With an absence of civilization, the trail came alive and 
felt wild. All of that faded away the farther south I hiked. So, 
when the hiking shifted from indescribable beauty to bland 
urban hiking, road noise became far more common. At that 
same time, I separated from a long-term hiking partner and 
hiked alone. The loneliness overtook me, and my motivation 
slowly drained.  

But then, along came the “Trail Angels,” providing “trail 
magic” to the hikers— free food near the closest accessible 
road or free rides into or out of the closest town for a food 
resupply. Sometimes trail angels offer to host hikers at their 
house, while a few organizations offer places to stay at their 
community center or church. Here, hikers have a safe place 
to sleep, wash dirty clothes, and eat comfortably. I was so 
blessed to come across multiple churches down the trail that 
offered hikers free places to stay for the night — and a spot 
in the pews as well when a hiker wants to attend a service. 

One afternoon as I hitched a ride out of the Shenandoah 
National Park, my ride into town offered me a potluck dinner 
at his church that evening. I took him up on that offer and 
had a phenomenal time in his church’s parish hall, connecting 
with everyone there. The next day, the same man picked me 
up from the hostel and drove me back to the trail. We shared 
stories about our churches — mine 210 miles south of his —
until he prayed for me with my departure. 

These Trail Angels seem to make their ways into the lives of 
hikers at the exact moment they need it the most. One day in 
Vermont had me feeling like a worthless bag o’ dirt —unmo-
tivated, worn out and alone. An elderly couple was day-hiking 

in the area and somehow fancied a conversation with the guy 
who hadn’t washed his clothes in 13 days. In a serendipitous 
moment, I learned the couple was from Raleigh, and they 
offered to pay for a hotel room where they were staying and 
bought me dinner that night. This selfless act of kindness 
boosted my confidence, and I charged into the pouring rain 
to hike, ready to tackle what lay ahead.

But the realities invaded my enthusiasm. My emotions played 
violent bumper cars, I felt outrageous highs and shocking 
lows. The Mid-Atlantic states are nowhere close to being 
suitable for backcountry backpacking standards, so it was no 
surprise that “fun” was a term only used ironically at that time. 
In hindsight, the hike had become a masochistic mess, and I 
could barely keep myself mentally on track. 

Swarmed by mosquitoes in the pouring rain? Eh, it happens. 
This dude swinging a machete around wants to know where 
I’m camping tonight, should I tell him? Sure, why not? If he kills 
me then I’ll finally have an excuse to quit the trail. I eventually 
made my way down the coast to Pennsylvania, the Keystone 
State, notoriously known as “Rocksylvania” — its challenging 
first 115-mile stretch of almost constant rock—scrambling, 
not hiking over tiny rocks and boulders. Well over halfway 
through the 230-mile state, I experienced my worst day on 
trail. This was what I wrote on my Instagram blog.

from page 17

James, as captured by Trail Angels from North Carolina, when they came across him as he hiked through Vermont. 
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“For a few nights ago I stayed in a shelter with a south-
bound father and son couple and a northbounder that 
warned us about a really bad beaver dam ahead. He 
forgot where it was, but he said it was bad. I’ve seen some 
bad stuff so far, how bad could this one beaver dam be? 
Boy, it was wet, filthy, cold, and tedious. I yelled in frus-
tration when the freezing water came up to my knees, 

but that didn’t 
fix anything. 
I yelled in 
desperation 
because my 
voice endlessly 
echoed in the 
vast forest, and 
I felt alone. I 
got to the end 
of the 100-
yard stretch 
of water and 
was greeted 
instantly with 
a violent field 
of rocks to 
scramble over. 
I threw my 
pack down and 
collapsed into 
it, weeping. As 
tears streamed 
down my face, 
I started to put 
on my shoes. I 
had to get hik-

ing; it would be 
dark in 30 minutes, and I still had about a mile-and-a-half 
left to get to camp. I had one option: keep on hiking. This 
was the very same day I hit the 1,000-mile marker. Such a 
change of emotions throughout the day.”

It has been several months since I stepped foot on Mt. 
Katahdin, and since then I’ve walked over 1,043 miles to 
get me here in Duncannon, Pa. I am just about 50 miles 
from the halfway point. The trail has been brutal, unforgiv-
ing, and ruthless. Hiking has done nothing but break me 
down, day by day, and has left little to heal. It’s destructive 
mentally and physically to the point where I have forgot-
ten why I’m really out here.

But I can’t quit though. I have to hike. Iit’s a deep feeling 
in my gut that tells me to keep on going. I can’t explain it, I 
just have to hike.

A mantra I read at the start of the hike at the first trail 
hostel was “The irony of hiking the Trail for healing is it 
leaves us more broken, but somehow that is what we 
needed all along.” I’d spent three months on trail. Even 
when I sat on the floor, sobbing into my backpack, the 
trail healed me. In many ways, I tied this to my rela-
tionship with God. In the times in my life where I feel 
abandoned and alone, He proves to be always there. As 
challenging as it is, it takes quite a bit of faith to trust the 
process and believe God will work things out for you as 
long as you keep on doing the right things. 

Near the end of my hike, having traveled well over 1,300 
miles, I encountered a 13-day stretch when I hiked com-
pletely alone, never meeting a fellow thru-hiker. During 
that time, I ranted for an hour or more as to why I was 
having to deal with this loneliness while all of my friends 
somewhere else on trail had that companionship I longed 
for. I felt cheated and frustrated, when it turned out I 
needed the loneliness all along. 

I’d learned to be independent, and I didn’t really talk to 
my parents that often. I got into town by myself, I did my 
groceries by myself, I got out of camp at 6 a.m. every day 
by myself. As much as it hurt to go through that section, 
God knew I needed to go through it all to build me up.

In November, after hiking 1,581 miles with inadequate 
gear for winter hiking, I had reached my limit, and I left 
the trail, returning home some 30 pounds lighter. 

When I look back on the hike, I rarely remember the hour-
ly pain of thru-hiking. What does come to mind was how 
I felt, how I changed and how I reached where I am now. 
I’m trying to remember what scared me, what shocked 
me and what lessons I brought back to my normal life. I 
have been so blessed to have the opportunity to expe-
rience something so grand, so indescribably beneficial, 
while still having my whole life ahead of me. I am return-
ing to the trail to finish what I started, but I am uncer-
tain about what to look forward to after the journey is 
complete. The end doesn’t really worry or excite me very 
much.I’ll get there when I get there. Whatever happens, 
happens, as it is all part of the journey that is the Appala-
chian Trail. 

James King took a gap year to hike the 
Appalachian Trail. He was a recipient of the 

2019 Duff/Capps Scholarship, and he will be a 
freshman at Appalachian State University this 

fall. His goal is to finish his hike in July.

James, as captured by Trail Angels from North Carolina, when they came across him as he hiked through Vermont. 
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Years ago, when our son James 
told us he wanted to hike the Appalachian Trail, 

we thought perhaps it would be a passing phase. After 
all, what did he know about hiking? Or backpacking? He 
didn’t really have much practical experience…maybe a 
three-day hiking trip here or there. To educate himself, 
he relied on books and YouTube videos, both good 
sources, but not hands-on experience. 
 
I didn’t know much about the trail either, so I went 
directly to a map for my information. I am a cartog-
rapher, a visual learner. A map is the one tool that 
would help me organize my information. A map tells 
a story….it shows a starting point and an ending point 
and a journey in-between. Maps show me relation-
ships to places —distances, points-of-interests, sizes 
of cities, parks and forests. When I look at a map, I try 
to imagine what the land looks like on the ground.  
What is the view like? Alternatively, when I am on the 
ground, I imagine myself as a dot on a map. I always 
see myself as a place on a map.  I see myself a part of a 
big picture.  

The map we had of the trail was four feet long —very 
long considering I am five feet tall.  The entire trail 
is marked in a red dashed line and cuts through the 
center of the map like a ribbon.  Along the way are 
all sorts of interesting names: Mount Moosilauke, 
Saddleback Mountain, Delaware Water Gap, McAfee 
Knob, and Blood Mountain.  It shows the trail’s peaks 
and elevations, major highways and cities, rivers and 
streams.  I had to either stand on a step stool to see 
Maine, or bend down on the floor to see Georgia. 
 
I counted the states he had to hike through: 14.

I counted the miles: 2,192.

And I looked at all the things that could go wrong: 
many rushing streams to cross (Maine is very wet in 
July and streams would be full), boulders, extreme heat, 
ridge lines from which to fall — and the most glaring 
obstacle to me: the 100-Mile Wilderness in Maine, a 
remote stretch of challenging terrain, noted for its lack 
of resupply facilities.

Since James would start his trek on the northern 
end of the trail, he would have to cross this 100-Mile 
Wilderness right off the bat — a most challenging 
hike at his most inexperienced stage. Trails would be 
sloppy, roots and rocks would be wet, and footing 
would be compromised. I also knew that the trek 
would be slow-going. 

A 
Map 
for 
Mom
Words: Nancy King
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But he was insistent, 18, a high school graduate, so we 
could do nothing more except support his goal.

What he didn’t know, even after all the planning, wor-
ried me. When we visited the AT Lodge in Millinocket, 
Maine, before his drop-off, the helpful guy at the desk 
asked how much food James had in his pack — about 
six days’ worth. 

“Wow! You’ll starve!” he said. (Yay! My list of worries 
grew by one.)

But the AT Lodge came to the rescue: We could buy a 
paint bucket and fill it with food and supplies, and they 
would drop it off at mile 67 for James. Mile 67 sure 
looked a lot better than mile 100!

But even with a resupply in the 100-Mile Wilderness, I 
was still very concerned for his safety. James had a cell 
phone — generally useless without cell service. Grant 
and I bought him a Garmin GPS so we could track 
him and have some peace of mind. He could send 
texts with it, but it needed a satellite signal, rare in the 
Wilderness with its thick canopy of trees. But most 
importantly, the GPS had an SOS button in case of dire 
emergency. 

So, we left James on the slopes of Mount  Katahdin, on 
July 5, to hike his way home. We had to have faith that 
he would make it safely.  He had tools with which to 
navigate his way: guide books with topographic maps, 
Garmin, his cell phone, supplies, water filter, to name 
a few.

While he did all the work, we were left to imagine: Was 
he wet? Did he have clean water? Was he lonely? 

At home, I followed the trail on a wall map almost taller 
than I am. The Garmin download on the computer 
showed a topographic map, including the Trail and his 
exact location, including coordinates, with location up-
dates every 10 minutes. James appeared as a blue dot 
on the map…moving ever so slowly along the trail. We 
checked it often during the day…if the blue dot didn’t 
move, we wondered: Was he hurt? Was he having a 
leisurely lunch overlooking a valley?  Had he dropped 
it on the ground?  The blessing and the curse of having 
the GPS? We had just enough information to make us 
nervous.

James hiked most of his way alone…he made friends 

along the way and hiked with a companion here or 
there.  But, for the most part, he was alone. All during 
his hike I had to have faith that James was not WALK-
ING alone. I had to believe — 100 percent — that God 
was hiking with this young man. I had no other choice: I 
was hundreds of miles away and in no position to help. 
I couldn’t hike for him. I couldn’t bandage his blisters. 
I couldn’t make his breakfasts. And I couldn’t give him 
a hug and tell him everything would be all right. And 
mostly, I couldn’t know that everything would be all 
right.

I resorted to prayer and my faith. I prayed for his safe-
ty. And I had to have faith that God was walking with 
him.

His hike temporarily ended at Thanksgiving, when the 
weather was uncooperative, and the trail looked as if 
someone had dumped huge ice cubes all over it. Fi-
nally, I could sleep at night, knowing he was warm and 
snug in a bed under my roof.  He had lost 30 pounds, 
but he had grown a beard, long hair, thick strong legs, 
and an old man’s insight into survival.

He is back on the trail now, on his last 609 miles. I am 
again checking the computer often for his location on 
the Garmin map. Has he made his miles for the day? 
Did he make decent time, did he keep moving? I am 
not as nervous as I was in 2018, because I know he has 
experience and good judgment. But I know he will be 
alone again. Most hikers are headed northbound. Few, 
if any, will be going south with him. I have to trust that 
it’ll be James and the Good Lord.

I pray that God and James are using those maps!

Trust in the Lord with all your heart, and do not 
lean on your own understanding.  In all your ways 
acknowledge Him, and He will make straight your 
paths. ~ Proverbs 3: 5-6

Nancy King is a tennis coach for the 
City of Raleigh. She and her hus-
band, Grant, live in north Raleigh 
with their children, Elizabeth and 

James and dog Scout.
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This I Know
Words & Photo: John Constance

For a brief time in my teen years I ref-
ereed in a youth basketball league and 
coached a team of 9- and 10-year-olds. 
After one of my brilliant half-time talks, 
complete with lines, arrows and chalk-
board slogans, one of the kids looked at 
me and said, “Coach, I think we should 
just go out there and put the ball in the 
hole.” Right.

I tell that story because I think it has 
a lot to do with what our relationship 
needs to be with God. Simple. Uncom-
plicated. Unburdened by sophistication.

The Rev. Greg Jones asked the con-
gregation recently, “When did you first 
find God?” Without much thought, I 
had a flashback to Sunday School at 
Catonsville Methodist Church. I have 
no idea how old I was. I was sitting in a 
little chair. There was a slightly elevated 
stage where the teacher was sitting. 
There was a brightly-colored backdrop 
depicting Jesus and the children. We 
were singing. Jesus loves me, this I 
know, for the Bible tells me so.  Little 
ones to him belong, they are weak, but 
he is strong.

I am now about 64 years removed from 
that moment. My vocabulary, my logic, 
my education, my life experience is 
deeper, stronger, more sophisticated 
than it was at that point in my life. 

My chalkboard is filled with arrows, lines 
and slogans reflecting plays that worked 
in my life and plays that did not. I feel 
like I am smarter, stronger, and more 
capable as a human being than I was 
sitting in that little chair.

And that is the problem.

As we grow into adulthood and become 
more complicated and sophisticated 
as people, we grow farther and farther 

away from the simple message of the 
Gospel: Jesus loves me, this I know.

The Son of God loves me. The Son of 
God loves you. The Son of God loves 
Donald Trump. The Son of God loves 
that homeless man in Raleigh’s Moore 
Square. The Son of God loves Warren 
Buffet. 

Life experience has given me a deeper 
appreciation for what love is. I knew it 
as warmth and security as a 4-year-old. 
Through experience with friends, pets, 
family, relationships with girls, marriage, 
children and grandchildren, I have a 
deeper and more complete under-
standing of what it feels like to be loved 
and to give love. I know that it is one of 
the most wonderful things in the world. 
My understanding of it has grown.

But has my understanding of God 
grown? That is a more difficult question 
and the one where a better vocabulary 
and more sophisticated reasoning gets 
in the way. Creation versus the Big 
Bang, miracles versus science, unfair 
suffering and death, disease, inequal-
ity, hate, anger, confusion — they all 
intrude and complicate our relationship 
with God.

I am transported to another moment of 
my youth: sitting on the beach in Ocean 
City, Maryland. It is a clear, beautiful 
night and we are beyond the intrusion 
of man-made light pollution. A friend 
of mine and I are lying back on towels 
staring straight up at the sky. She says, 
“Whenever I have the slightest doubt 
about the existence of God, I think 
about a moment like this. Just look at 
that sky! Who but God could create a 
universe like ours?” A statement that 
is simple, unsophisticated and hard to 
argue with. 

So how does a simple, unsophisticated 
relationship with God impact your life 
and those around you? How can some-
one tell that you know God’s love?

First, just the knowledge that Jesus 
(God) loves me gives me an ongoing 
sense of worth and comfort.  If this 
supernatural creator and ruler of the 
universe loves me, why shouldn’t I love 
myself? Why shouldn’t I accept the fact 
that we were all made in the image 
of God, and while we are wonderfully 
unique, we are loved unconditionally 
and worthy of that love. 

So, it all begins with loving yourself. We 
all make mistakes. We all say things that 
are hurtful. We are all sinners. But by 
the grace of God we are all forgiven and 
loved.  So, love yourself.

Then for all the many, many words in 
the Bible, when Jesus is asked about the 
greatest commandment, he says, “You 
shall love the Lord your God with all 
your heart, and with all your soul, and 
with all your mind. This is the first and 
great commandment.  And the second 
is like unto it. You shall love your neigh-
bor as yourself.  

ON THESE TWO COMMANDMENTS 
HANG ALL THE LAW AND THE PROPH-
ETS.”

There was another Sunday School song 
that we sang sitting on those same 
little chairs at Catonsville Methodist. It’s 
a simple song that sums up what we 
should do with that love from Jesus.

They will know we are Christians by our 
love. They will know we are Christians 
by our love.
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John Constance, on an Easter Sunday in Cantonsville, Maryland
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