Dear friends, mark your calendars: The Lambethfer-
ence in Canterbury, England, July 20-August 4.

Every ten years the bishops of the 38 independsidmal
churches of the global Anglican Communion meethlie
Archbishop of Canterbury as convener and host. déien-
nial gathering is intended to forge deeper bondeltdwship
so to enhance the worldwide mission of the bodywéier,
given current tensions — tracing back to 1988 wtherissue
was women'’s ordination and moving forward to toddnaen
the issues are biblical authority and human setyualgues-
tions arise. Can we stay together? Dongedto stay to-
gether?

Regarding the first question, the center of thellsag Com-
munion long since has moved from the colonial Esfygli
speaking first world to the post-colonial globalgothird
world (primarily Africa). Moreover, given the ecamic dis-
parity between the first and third worlds and glaledigious
conflict, particularly between Christianity anddsi, discord
is no longer a probability, but a daily reality.rthermore,
conservative leaders met in Jerusalem, June 22t28e
Global Anglican Future Conference (GAFCON). Prior t
GAFCON, the organizers released a document, “Thg, Wa

The Truth, and the Life: Theological Resourcesaf®ilgrim-
age to a Global Anglican Future,” which seeks tiinge
“authentic Anglicanism.” Archbishop Peter AkinolaNige-
ria, a prime mover of GAFCON, has said, “Thereddanger
any hope...for a unified (Anglican) Communion.”

Can we stay together? | don’t know. Howeverah answer
my second question. Yes.

Christianity, which includes Anglicanism, is incational and
communal, not theoretical and individual. The Ciais story
is about a God who took human flesh and calledtteyea
community of followers to share a message of lithenawith
the world.

In other words, we need each other. Or, as my s@bbax-
perience has convinced me, we need “the other.&ffmy,
we can do more global ministry than any one (chuceim do.
Together, we can discover anew that there is ni@ehtinds
us than separates us. Together, we can witnehs twdrld
that there are greater truths than that of anwiddal
(church, community, or nation).

Can we stay together? | don’t know. Should we? Yes.

So, again, my dear friends, mark your calendarke-Jam-
beth Conference, July 20-August 4 in Canterbuayépray.

It wastwo Texas friends who introduced the Johnson famil

to St. Mark's in the late 1950s, when LBJ was SeNjority
Leader. Harry McPherson, our Senior Warden in 182&P
1963, was a Texas intellectual and free thinker whdked

for LBJ when he was Senate Majority Leader as aglvhen
he was President John F. Kennedy's Vice Presidehtiater,
our 36th President. Lady Bird Johnson had alresalted
coming to the 8 o'clock service with her friend Matargaret
Valenti (wife of Johnson aide Jack Valenti) wheelivin the
house next to the church on 3rd Street. Additignafie John-
sons’ daughter, Luci, was a classmate of GraeeBattte
daughter of our ninth Rector, Bill Baxter (1954-696at Na-
tional Cathedral School.
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On the Sunday before the Memorial Day Parade | raade
brief plea for volunteers to help with a luncheoritie Par-
ish Hall for veterans of the 99th Infantry DivisiGWWII)
and to provide transportation for them to and ftbmline
of march on Constitution Avenue. The outpouringeip
once again made me feel good about the commurgcas
of thiscongregation.

Gathering my buddies from "the big war" is filledthvuncer-
tainties so | could not give accurate informatisrt@how
many would show up, nor just what their needs waeld
Fourteen volunteers came and did a great job ohirigeand
transporting those old guys.

Eleven veterans had promised to come to the Cliarch
lunch, then take part in the parade. One fellolleddhe
day before and said he simply did not have thenstéa-
other got here feeling poorly and dropped out leetbe pa-
rade began. They are well over 80-years-old, soctim be

expected. But those who did come had such a go ti

Another uncertainty: Instructions from the folksaviun the
parade were unclear as to whereitk up the marchers af-
terwards and it took a long time. Jan Lipscomb ties up

in traffic so long that when she found out thatlaé march-
ers had been picked up she did a U-turn and wehbare.
Bill Rau got herébefore the parade only to find that all the
transportation had been taken care of; so heytent home.
Their hearts were in the right place but their veesen't.

There is no way that | can convey the depth of @ppr
ciation that the veterans have for the generousemd
der care that is given to them by this communitly| A
can do is to say, on their behalf, THANK YOU to-Lil
ian (my helper for 54 years!), Crane & Jane Miller,
Tom & Pamela Foggin, Raiford Gaffney, Jan
Lipscomb, Bill Rau, Sally Rogers, Bert Cooper, Mary
Welker, Elizabeth Long, Johana McCartand Ed
Green (!) - avital portion of our St. Mark's commu-
nity.

This is one heaven-of-a fine community! (Clergygaage
for you-know-what!)
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St. Mark’s Third Age group is, metaphorically speak
a three-year-old toddler. Its members, on the dihed,
are all sixty or beyond. The idea for its existen@as
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played by a group called the Jammers, including St,
Mark’s own Arnold Taylor (drums) and Bill Rau (alto
sax). After a sumptuous meal (Third Agers do know

born when Senior Warden Penny Hansen realized that how to cook!), a varied group of speakers has addk

the needs and interests of the church’s largesbdem
graphic were not being adequately met. She charged
Peggy Pecore, Sara and Bill Rau, and Mary Welker to
spearhead an initiative to challenge the status ijow
the torch is being passed to new coordinators: Mimi
Chesslin, Tiiu Kera, and a third parishioner tcabe
nounced.

The name “Third Age” is a translation from the Fren
“troisiéme étage,” a phrase for the stage of lifime-
times designated more prosaically as “retiremend’ &
AARP. We aimed to burnish that image a little.

There have been three potluck luncheons during each
church year of our existence. These occasions often
have been kicked off by a social hour enlivenedrioy
sic of the forties and fifties. These “golden ekfiare

Lady Bird came regularly, but LBJ was a memberhaf t
National City Christian Church. "I would become Bpis-
copalian,” he told Baxter, "but I'm a member of theo
church and it's bad politics to shift churches.'kt®a said
Johnson came to St. Mark's "when things were realigh
for him. LBJ was an occasional attendee. Lady Bwab
regular when they were in town." Baxter was oftevited
to Camp David and when he was in Texas on a thie@@m
fellowship at the Seminary of the Southwest in Auyshe
was invited for weekends at the nearby LBJ ranch.

The Johnsons were with us on two memorable Sundays:
November 24, 1963 after the assassination of R¥esid
Kennedy in Dallas, and March 14, 1965 after thelCiv
Rights march in Selma, Alabama. A copy of Bill Bas
sermon preached the Sunday after the assassiigmtion
the wall of the foyer leading to the parish hafl. Baxter's
time, we practiced an open Communion, just as wealg
and when the media reported that LBJ took Commuaton
St. Mark's, there were angry phone calls from peagio
objected, since he was not a confirmed EpiscopaliBd

an equally varied number of topics from charitagile
ing to collecting Lincoln memorabilia; from the eénv
ronment-spirituality connection to diocesan ses&r
vices; from Maureen Shea’s discussion of the church
state nexus to Eileen Blumenthal’'s and Nadine Hatha
way'’s descriptions of joining the Peace Corps ditsy.

Other activities have included a Gray Lions worship
planning task force and field trips to the Philgodhéh
Flower Show, the Library of Congress, the Waterford
Craft Fair, and the newly-restored Lincoln cottage.

Sometime during the months to come, a mini strategi
planning session will take place, at which we wdéfine
our goals more succinctly and explore new ways in
which to meet them.

liked the seating arrangement around a central, altsich
began in early 1966 when the nave was being readatd
the pews were moved into the Parish Hall. Thegohs usu-
ally joined us for coffee there, often accomparigdnem-
bers of the Cabinet. On the Sunday after Selnea)ohnsons
were accompanied by Adlai Stevenson, US Ambasdador
the United Nations; Defense Secretary William Mcaa
Vice President Hubert Humphrey, and others.

The Johnsons were generous in providing thingswieadtill
enjoy. Finding the church "too damned hot in thenser,”
LBJ paid much of the cost of air-conditioning. Wa8ird do-
nated three cherry trees in the courtyard. LBd &aher one
day that she should do something to beautify harath re-
ferring to her national beautification project. ¥&ime some
money," she replied and he handed her three $1180 bi

The Johnsons continued to attend St. Mark's dfteatrival
of Jim Adams, our tenth rector, in 1966, but at sguint,
with the press reporting that protestors agairestietnam
War were being hosted by a church they attended,dri
his wife stopped coming.
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The 2008 — 2009 focus for the Christian Educatian p
gram is: “Seeking new life through our stories ans-
forming our relationships within the world.” St. kk&s
Christian education offers adults an opportunity fo

which many long — the chance to tell their stonea
trusted, loving community.
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Beginning with Confirmation class, the program tesa
a place for participants to learn to trust in smatimate
groups. This can mean commuting with a new friend;
having someone call you to speak up when you would
rather hide; and finding a class which becomeseepl

of healing tears, laughter and play. You mightreve
have someone call your skit “weird!”

One student from a recent class said, “I thinkef t
learning and teaching experience as freeing upespiac
my hard drive.” In other words, by learning to ldedh
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The cost of being a Sunday school teacher is spteasalcu-
late that the promise might not be apparent. Tstis real
and easy to quantify — an hour a week each Sundaying
from September through May (with a couple of weeftsat
Christmas and Easter) plus the time it takes tot méh other
teachers to hammer out lesson plans. It is afgignt com-
mitment of time and energy.

The promise, while harder to calculate, is richeied. A re-
cent teacher in the Catechesis of the Good Shepitmergro-
gram we use for our children between the agesre&tand
nine, wrote this of his experience. “l am a lifedpoEpiscopa-
lian but | must admit that even after thirty pliesays of at-
tending church, there are aspects of our faith tbich |
am ignorant. And my personal beliefs are stillleim. So
when Bill Jordan asked me to volunteer to teach phist
year, | admit that | was intimidated by the progpec

“The training Nora Rumpf provided, both on the Mesdori
method in general and on the specific lessons, thae pre-
pared me to teach. And | have to admit that | pbidyp
learned so much more about the Espiscopal traditigself
by going through Nora’s training than by what Ightto the
children in the class. As the father of a sootédetwo year
old toddler, | was glad to get experience interagtiith three
to six year olds. | really enjoyed the chancerteetheir
world and observe how they understand their relatips
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our own blind spots, we can concentrate on other pe
ple. We can love more broadly, feel deeper compas-
sion, be more effective in the world. We have found
that the St. Mark’s Christian education prograntidis
plines the mind and provides unfathomable rewards.
There are such riches to be found in classes and
among co-teachers, riches that propel us out im@o t
world, into God’s community.

Another student said a class had “created a loming
vironment, one where students could love each dther
There are many opportunities for you to engage with
the program and we are looking forward to talking
with you.

with God.”

Teaching older children is a quite different, bgually re-
warding experience. A former teacher of JunioriHghool
aged students described it this way. “I tauglatrgd class for
two years in a row. It was an investment that hatuned
with unanticipated returns for several years sthea. There
were the immediate gratifications of classes thairked”
and the creative process that | and the other éza@mnjoyed
together. There were friendships with co-teachsasout-
lasted the shared mission. And there have beeretuering
joys of watching the young people | have taughtigirto
admirable young adults who recognize me with huliigh
fives at church events, and the friendships withstoglents’
parents, sharing with them the pride in their aleilds
achievements and maturity.

If you really want to be a member of a communitgingng

the respect and friendship of two generationsesdme
time, | can think of no better way to do it thatéach Sunday
School.”

There are still openings for teachers at all leeélihe Sunday
School and adult Christian education programs fifidout
more, please call Brock Hansen (202-362-3150) aliida
Hathaway (202-588-0880).
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Five years ago, parishioner Linda Staheli recruited every child deserves to feel loved,” she says. -Deb
Deborah Cunningham from the Library of Congress orah has a 24-year-old daughter, Debbie Reynolds,
day care center to come substitute one Sunday morn- who shares the family love of children. She isex pr

ing in the St. Mark’s nursery. Deborah has been school teacher.

with us ever since and now says, “You can’t run me

away. |love it here!” Supervising anywherenfro Parishioner Susan Cunningham remembers the first
one to twelve children under the age of three,and time she took her infant daughter, Anna, to thesnur

staff of helpers each
Sunday, Deborah has
become St. Mark’s own
“child whisperer,”
calming fretful infants,
lively toddlers and anx-
ious parents in roughly
equal numbers.

Deborah grew up in on
Georgia Avenue in
Northwest Washington,
one of four children.
She attended D.C. pub-
lic schools where she
was a pom-pom girl,
peer counselor and me-
diator and self-
described “good kid.”
After graduating from
Roosevelt Senior High
school, she attended the
Penn Career Center for
a course in child care
which she always knew
would be her career
path. She has followed
that with study at the
University of the Dis-
trict of Columbia and at
Prince George’'s Com-
munity College and she
now teaches autistic
pre-kindergarten chil-
dren at Barnard Ele-
mentary school.

Her family influenced

ery. She had
“screwed up,” she
says, by waiting
until Anna was
several months old
and “in the separa-
tion anxiety
phase” before
leaving her in the
nursery. But she
need not have
worried. Deborah
was “calming and
welcoming” to
parents and child
and, Susan re-
members, Anna
went right to her.

In addition to run-
ning the St.
Mark’s nursery
and teaching full
time, Deborah
loves to camp and
fish, to volunteer
(she is a regular
over-nighter when
St. Mark’s hosts
the Capitol Hill
Group Ministry’s
Shelter Project
each July) and to
baby-sit. She
helps her siblings
care for their
mother, who suf-
fers from Alz-

Deborah’s choice of career. An adopted child, she heimer’s, and for their bedridden father. Shathmgy
says that in her family she felt enfolded in love. love the received as a child is, she says, whaikee
thank God my parents did what they did and | think her going. “That and twelve cups of coffee.”
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We could be called the Green Team. Melissa Smith an
| are first time coordinators of the Shelter ProgcSt.
Mark’s. Shelah Wilcox at the Capitol Hill Group Mga

try is a temporary first-time coordinator in chaxjeor-
ganizing the two families we will host during themnth

of July. And we are supposed to have a team o080 v
unteers ready by July 1 to spend the night andigeov
dinner for two families every night through the rtton

At first it seemed as if all we could do was asksgjions
and miss deadlines. Missy made our sign up calendar
and we have watched it for signs of growth as ellity
as a first year farmer surveys his fields. Slowlyittle

too slowly, the calendar is filling up with nam&sy. the
last Sunday in June we were short about half thenvo
teers we need.

At the same time Shelah Wilcox made it clear howlvi
the effort is, especially this year.

“There are thousands of families newly homeled3.in
C. and no where for them to go,” she said.

This can’t be blamed on the sub-prime mortgage mess
these people were rarely homeowners. Insteadtieis
fall-out from years of gentrification that took aftlable
rental homes off the market, of federal budgets¢ht
support for the poor and of the recent spike irh &unel
food costs.

At the same time, there is less space in city stelfThe
shelter at D.C. General Hospital was closed and the
Franklin Shelter that cared for 250 men in Northvizs
C. will be closed in a few weeks.

So Missy and | are becoming acquainted with thé{pro
lem of homelessness in the city as are our twotgues
Rashe and Naeema. One is a Navy veteran; theisther
a student at Prince George’s County Community Col-
lege. One is a mother of a four-month old girk tther
the mother of a two-year old boy.

The project would be impossible without Shirley’s
Place, the day hospitality center sponsored byCHrm-
tol Hill Group Ministry, which offers multiple seizes
to the women as they figure out their next stepsviark
and housing as well as providing a meeting placangu
the day and transportation to the churches on Qapit
Hill which provide them temporary shelter at night.

We're also discovering the truth of advice fromibta-
nie Deutsch, who ably commanded this project fonyna
years. “Don’'t worry, it will all come together.”

And, thanks to everyone’s help, it is.
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Reflections...

In the weeks leading up to Shrine Mont 2008, | a&s
nervous and apprehensive as | have ever been about
event I'd be attending and helping to facilitatet Bfter
a few planning meetings with our facilitator, Msrket
Lewis, and my content team partners, Priscilla
Mendenhall and Charlie Rupp, | began to feel kelitt
more confident that maybe a retreat about raceend
onciliation could actually produce great resultsdar
community.

The fear resurfaced when we arrived at Shrine Muurit,
as | introduced Ms Lewis to the group assembletien
Rec Hall at 7pm, the energy in the room erasedethe
The weekend seemed to go so quickly. Reflecting bac
on it now, I'd say the weekend was challengingutita
provoking and hard work. It was an excellent weeken
in the sense that much less “wounding” occurred tha
previous Shrine Mont retreats. In the sessions, we
learned to listen and to use ground rules to conicate
more effectively to prevent such “wounding”. | lesle

it was a great success because we came away equipp¢
with many tools that will enable us to have difftaton-
versations with others.

The Shrine Mont weekend was about building our ca-
pacity to process and engage with each other treeadd
our parish goal. While there were definitely soreep

ple unhappy with the “process” and with the reduced
“group sharing” opportunities built into the schégu
most people came away from the weekend with renewe
commitment to engaging the topic of race and recon-
ciliation. As a group, we wrote questions that wauld

like answered from someone of a different ethnjatyd
we buried bad habits that could potentially stanthe
way of successful conversations with others. Soete p
ple began implementing the learning even before the
weekend was over, by making connections with people
they had never attempted to get to know. Some peopl
were deeply changed by the weekend and are ready to
have deeper conversations on the issues of raceeend
onciliation. | was one of them.
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Any report on this year’s parish retreat at Shient
must be tempered by a profound sadness over the un-
timely death of Harriet Lewis, just days after vilere-
turned from Orkney Springs. Ms. Lewis, an immeysel
talented and empathetic woman, had led our weekend
together, supported by her content team — Priscilla
Mendenhall, Loretta Veney and Charlie Rupp.

It is probably no exaggeration to say that manysoép-
proached Shrine Mont with considerable dread. The
weekend focus had been advertised for some time as
“racial reconciliation,” in pursuit of the Vestrydeter-
mination to engage the Parish in a dialogue orstite
ject. How, we wondered, were we going to addreiss t
subject? And, indeed, why? After all, we are naat
ists. Were we to spend the weekend fending ofethe
fects of guilt inducing exercises? Were we gombe
asked to plumb the depths of our poor benightetssou
sure to find that when the smug certainty of omomn
cence was stripped away, we were, after all, qriilty
And then what? Some sort of Sunday morning ritdial
absolution before returning (with relief) to ourlga
lives? It promised to be a very long weekend.

It turned out, for better or worse, that none @St fears
were realized—at least not explicitly. Ms. Lewis
stressed that, rather than directly addressingtigmss
related to racial reconciliation, the weekend waisgy

to help us build our capacity as individuals anéas
community to engage in real empathetic dialogus-a
pacity that would enable us to bridge divides betwe
ourselves and others. We did spend some time il sma
groups, led by facilitators trained by Ms. LewBut,
unlike most of our parish retreats, the bulk of tine
was spent in plenary sessions, listening to andrabgy
the lessons imparted by Ms. Lewis.

Much of the learning was imparted through metaphori
cal examples. A game of catch between Ms. Lewds an
Paul Abernathy was used to illustrate the diffeecine-
tween action and response in human interactiort@and
make the point that “response” works better than
“reaction.” A small step stool was used to illutréhe
miscommunication that can result from inferences to
hastily drawn, and that “being right,” while oftan
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prized goal, ill serves us in our efforts to engagmeaningful dialogue. A medieval-looking charth a hook
hanging from its middle was used to urge us toleselves and others “off the hook.” An umbrellanbplized the
feelings of safety we all crave, but which can beasily torn away. A haunting Caravaggio painbh@homas
probing Jesus’ wounds was used to show us the paiwartimacy around woundedness.” And the trustigp stool
was pressed back into service to show how the sateraction ca deeply wound one person, while hardly affecting
another.

Sunday morning Ms. Lewis limned for us the kinccommunity we might aspire to, using the w&AFE as an ac-
ronym: aSetting wherein individuals demonstrate respecpfnsons regardless of perspectiveAamosphere
wherein culturally undiscussable issues are welcbimi® polite discussion; a community in which there iBeeling
of camaraderie, teamwork, mutual support and vauod;arEnvironment conducive to learning and growth.

Although some of us surely missed the opporturatyniore time in small groups, for many, this yea@sish retreat
was an exciting opportunity for growth. Ms. Lewisintimely death is a terrible loss in this regaipur retreat

was intended to be just the first step in an ongpiocess with her. We must pause and considerwdaave lost.
And then, the parish will surely persevere.
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