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From the Editor's Desk 
y family has been religiously watching the BBC 
series Call the Midwife since it first debuted in 
2012. If you're not, finish reading this newsletter 
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Paula Fitzgibbons is the 
Communications Director at St. 
Andrew's.

Poplar, revolves around Nonnatus House and its accompanying church — or rather, the 
work of Nonnatus House and the church revolve around the community. The doctor, 
priest, nuns, police, and nurses work together to serve the entire community, whether 
the people they serve attend the local Anglican church or not. 
 
Mother Brenda tells me that this is common in the Church of England, that — as in Call 
the Midwife — parishes often act as community centers, bringing people together for the 
common good and serving all in need (and aren't we all in need of something?). It is no 
surprise then that the people of this particular Episcopal church — being closely related 
to our Anglican cousins in England — are working so hard to transform St. Andrew's 
into a vital hub of community life in North County. 
 
We already experience community in action when we feed hundreds of people each 
week through our multiple hunger programs. We see it when our teens gather with the 
teens from Bethlehem Lutheran across the street to make new friends and serve 
alongside one another. We see it at beach services that welcome all to the post-worship 
potluck and in a preschool that gathers children from all over the area. We will 
experience community like never before at our Harvest Party on October 28th (see page 
13), an event that we hope will provide an afternoon of tremendous fun and fellowship 
for our neighbors. 
 
The people of St. Andrew's are always looking for ways to expand the table beyond what 
might be expected of a church. Our recent slew of surveys and interviews (we called it 
Dreamcatching) revealed that we want to create a safe haven for our community in much 
the same way Nonnatus House was for Poplar. People are working to expand the tables 
in both their homes and here at church. Whether it be a family preparing to welcome 
foster children into their lives (page 3), a person who found his calling in visiting people 
struggling with illnesses after his wife's death (page 7), or a parishioner who opens her 
home to erroneously maligned pit bulls until they are ready for a new home (page 9), 
the people of St. Andrew's are working to make Encinitas and its surrounding areas a 
more friendly, cozy place. 
 
I am grateful to all who contributed their stories to this issue. I hope it will inspire you 
to both find your place at our community table and discern how you can contribute to 
expanding that table for others. 

From the Editor
PAGE 1

The St. Andrew's Epistle is published bi-monthly. If you have a story that incorporates your faith 
journey you'd like to share or you'd like to advertise your business in The Epistle, contact Paula at 
news@standrewsepiscopal.org. 
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M 
cover to cover and then go binge-watch it on Netflix. The 
series, adapted from the memoir of midwife Jennifer 
Worth, takes place in the East End of London in the 1950s 
and 60s. We get to be voyeurs into the lives of nurse 
midwives, who work and reside at Nonnatus House, an 
Anglican convent, and their many patients. 
 
Though the colorful characters and iconic mid-century 
clothing and decor in the series are enchanting, the 
depiction of community the show so beautifully offers is 
the most captivating part of it. The community, 
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A Greeting From the Rector* 

self-imposed limitations and made changes to “expand their table.” During my tenure, 
for instance, spousal membership was modified to include same-gendered couples. 

ear Siblings in Christ, 
 
Before becoming a priest, I worked for seven years 
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Hospitality 

PAGE 10

Expanding the 
Global Family 
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SUNDAY SCHEDULE: 
8:00 am 
     Holy Eucharist—Rite I 
10:00 am 
     Choral Eucharist—Rite II 
9:00 am 
     The Great Conversation 
             (Adult Education) 
10:00 am (most Sundays): 
      Sunday School 
 
2nd & 4th Sundays: 
10:00 am: Youth Service 
                                                      
11:15 am: Coffee Hour 
 
OFFICE HOURS: 
  Monday–Thursday 
      9:00 am–3:00 pm 
 
Appointments are suggested for 
office or home visits. 

Schedules

"...we can, at the very least,
continue to challenge the
limits of our inclusiveness
as we make new policies
and add new
programming."

Coming Events 
PAGE 12-13

Inspired by God; 
Transforming Lives 
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D 
as the Director of Membership and Marketing for a 
private business and social club in downtown Seattle. 
Some people referred to The Rainier Club, as they did 
similar clubs around the country, as an “old white man’s 
club.” While that was partially true at one point in time, 
more true were the ways the club had kept up with the 
times over the years. Although they were never exactly 
on the cutting edge of welcoming in people of color or 
women, they were consistently able to recognize their 

Of course, Jesus’s call to inclusivity is much more radical than that, but since none of 
us are Jesus, we can, at the very least, continue to challenge the limits of our 
inclusiveness as we make new policies and add new programming. That’s what we did 
at the Episcopal General Convention in July; we consistently asked not just, “Who is 
being invited to the table?” but “How welcomed will they feel if they show up at the 
table?” 
 
As I look around at our parish events, I can see that, in many ways, we are very 
welcoming at St. Andrew’s. For example, visitors who worshiped with us recently were 
invited to stay for the parish picnic, and they thoroughly enjoyed themselves. On the 
other hand, there is always some situation, some location, some language barrier, etc., 
that hasn’t yet been questioned. So by continuing to ask, “Why is so-and-so not here 
at the table?” we can consciously choose to create access — so that more and more 
people might come to know the love of God through our parish family. 
 
May your fall be filled with the many blessings of harvest, and may your Thanksgiving 
celebration be a feast filled with God’s joy!

"...by continuing to ask, 'Why is so-and-so not here at the table?' we can
consciously choose to create access — so that more and more people
might come to know the love of God through our parish family."

One of my favorite stories about the Club expanding 
their table is the way the first woman became a 
member. This was back in the day when people took 
a long lunch break to have a cocktail (or two) and 
play a game of cards. One day, one of the men, 
knowing his colleague, Betty, to be a great card- 
player, asked the other men at the table, “Why isn’t 
Betty playing with us?” Another man answered, 
“Because she’s not a member.” The third man 
chimed in, “Then we should change that.” And 
within a short order of time, Betty was welcomed 
into the club, paving the way for many other women 
to join as well. 

Calendar 
BACK PAGE 

*The rector is the spiritual leader and head pastor of the congregation, working in conjunction with 
the vestry to carry out the mission and vision of the parish. 
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One Family's Journey to an Expanded Table: 
The Rector-Engstroms 

fter banging my shin for the umpteenth time while 
setting the table, I realized why I dreaded hosting book 
club dinner. My table seats six comfortably in the little 

standrewsepiscopal.org
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BY GIGI MILLER 

In 2006, Pfizer closed its site in Ann Arbor but offered Lars 
a choice of relocating to several different locations, 
including Boston, St. Louis, and La Jolla. Seeing the view of 
the Pacific from the top of North Torrey Pines, Kelly was 
immediately sold on southern California. Lars wasn't 

The Rector-Engstrom family 

continued on page 12

A 
dining room off the kitchen – just enough for the family and a 
few friends at holidays. But there are nine of us in book club, 
which means getting out the extra leaf; this makes the table 
larger but somehow doesn’t change the diameter of the room. 
Everyone fits around the table, but most are pinned against a 
wall in book club captivity for the entire meal. My daughter, 
hearing my not so discreet grumbling, took one look at the 
situation and suggested moving the table to the living room, 
since it’s much bigger. We added the leaf, switched table and 
chairs for living room furniture and — voilà — enough room 
for everyone plus last minute extras, one member’s mom and 
another’s fiancé. Sometimes when we change perspective, we 
create ways to expand fellowship and invite folks we never 
even imagined to the party. 
 
The Rector-Engstrom family’s kitchen table is big enough to 
include me and our recent discussion of community. Lars and 
Kelly grew up in Grand Rapids, Michigan, which was a “tough 
place to grow up if you weren’t in the Dutch Reform 
tradition;” both were raised in divorced households in a time 
and place not supportive of that choice. They became friends 
while performing in a summer children’s opera program and 
attended high school together. The friendship blossomed into 
something more, and the two began dating when Lars was a 
senior and Kelly a junior. After Lars transferred from a small, 
private college, the couple attended the University of 
Michigan in Ann Arbor, where Lars earned his BS in Biology 
(with an emphasis in microbiology) and Kelly earned her BA 
in Sociology and Women’s Studies. Kelly actually skipped the 
graduation ceremony in Ann Arbor in lieu of their wedding 
back in Grand Rapids. Good call, Kelly! 
 
The newlyweds lived in Ann Arbor, where Lars worked in the 
lab at U of M and Kelly began nursing school. Three Rector- 
Engstroms joined in quick succession – Petra arrived first in 
2001, Soren followed two years later, and Annike was born in 
2005. All three had the same due date (May 10) in their 
respective years, which was good timing, as Kelly’s semesters 
ended the last week of April! Lars found a career as a 
researcher for Pfizer, and Kelly pulled night shifts as a 
nurse/midwife at Detroit’s Henry Ford Hospital while working 
on a Master’s in Maternal/Infant Childcare. 
 
The young family struggled to make ends meet and got by, as 
the song says, with a little help from their friends, including a 
young Jewish family who invited them over for meals and 
“saved our butts without saying anything, and taught us that 
reaching out for help is a joy.” 

"Sometimes
when we
change
perspective,
we create
ways to
expand
fellowship
and invite
folks we
never even
imagined to
the party." 

initially convinced (“our people like to suffer” 
the midwestern climate) but warmed, so to 
speak, to the idea of working in his dream job 
as an oncology researcher. Fortunately for us, 
the Rector-Engstroms moved to Carlsbad in 
2007, just in time for Tova’s arrival in 2008. 
 
Kelly found a position as a nurse/midwife in 
Palomar’s clinic system. In Detroit, Kelly’s 
patients were either homeless, living in 
extreme poverty, and disconnected from 
community assistance, or Muslim 
immigrants with vast support systems of 
extended families. At Palomar, Kelly served a 
low-income, tightly connected Spanish- 
speaking community. 

The family, including dogs Nutmeg and BanjoWillie and 
three rescue bunnies, have adjusted to the California 
lifestyle and our temperate winters. Petra, a senior, Soren, 
a sophomore, and Annike, an eighth-grader, all attend 
Pacific Ridge School, while Tova is in fifth grade at El 
Camino Creek Elementary. All three girls are competitive 
gymnasts; Petra is being scouted for college teams. And 
Soren went along on his first youth group trip with St. 
Andrew’s; you might have heard his compelling personal 
reflection at church. 
 
Though the family never found a church home in Ann 
Arbor, they “wanted to be part of a community that helps  
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Finding the Table & Angels

s I think about expanding the table, I recall all the times I 
have been fed by or helped to feed folks I didn’t know 
that well. The first story that comes to mind is 

standrewsepiscopal.org

BY REV. RICHARD HOGUE 

needed to and spent the night there. The next morning, we 
got up with mixed emotions. We would witness an historic 
event and celebrate Presiding Bishop Katharine’s ministry, 
and when it ended, we’d still be broke with close to a 
thousand miles to drive. 
 
When we got to the cathedral, we thought we’d be sitting 
in the very back. One of the ushers came up to us and 
asked us if we’d like better seats. Of course we said yes, 
and then he led us all the way to front of the sanctuary, 
and then into the altar area, and we were seated with the 
choir. We were no more than fifty feet from the cathedra 
(the bishop’s chair). We had been welcomed to the altar 
and to the heart of this tremendous moment in the life of 
the church. Afterwards, I saw other friends I had made 
through the church, and they gave us cash to get home. 
Eighty dollars was enough then for four fill-ups and a 
couple of Wendy’s combo meals with frosties. We had 
experienced expansive tables all over the place. 
 
That’s how I want to imagine the people who come 
through our doors. They’re trying to find something, and 
even if it’s not with us, they always remember the sense of 
a full and lavish welcome they receive. We should always 
want to be expanding our table. There are lots of ways that 
we do that naturally and on purpose, but can we be even 
more intentional? Of course the answer is yes, but how? 
 
We can expand our table through asking our neighbors 
how we can serve and stand with them. We can 
accomplish this through going out into the world, 
engaging and then listening with our neighbors. This isn’t 
just service to others — it’s truly expanding our table 
because it expands the voices, the concerns, the hopes, the 
joys, the fears, and the lives that we hear and touch and 
see that we otherwise wouldn’t have. We can then share 
what the Holy Spirit whispers to us through these would- 
be strangers God asks us to encounter. God is always 
calling us towards an expansive understanding of who we 
ought to commune with. 
 
So let’s expand the table together. Let’s expand it right 
here in the neighborhood of St. Andrew’s. Let’s expand it 
in our own neighborhoods. Let’s expand it in our work 
places, our schools, and even our own homes. Be the host 
of an expansive table. And maybe, just maybe, we’ll be 
remembered as angels at the feast. 
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"They’re trying to find something, and even if it’s not with us, they always remember the sense of a
full and lavish welcome they receive." 

A 
when my best friend and I, as sophomores in college, made a 
road trip in 2006. This was no ordinary road trip; this was to 
see the investiture of the Rt. Rev. Katharine J. Schori as the 
Presiding Bishop of the Episcopal Church, the first woman to 
hold such a ecclesial authority in church history. We had 
money, a map of printed directions (does anyone remember 
MapQuest?), and a plan, or so we thought. The festivities 
would happen at the cathedral of Sts. Peter & Paul (the 
National Cathedral) in DC, and we’d rendezvous with a group 
of young adult Episcopalians in Washington. 
 
Things started off well — I remember starting out on a lovely 
fall morning (it was November 3rd) in Indiana, passing 
Indianapolis, flying through Ohio, farm fields all gold in their 
faded, late season glory. But things started going haywire 
once we hit the DC. The directions we’d printed out didn’t 
take us where we needed to go. I had to call a friend to log 
into my email (there were no smart phones, you know) to find 
the correct place. We went to buy a map, only to find out we 
were far shorter on money than we thought. I ended up 
phoning a friend who happened to be in a DC hotel for the 
same event, so we crashed their couch that night. We vacated 
early, as my friend needed to be out and about, and we didn’t 
want to be any more burdensome. On a Friday morning, we 
drove, totally lost, around DC, and then arrived at an 
Episcopal Church with the same name as the one we wanted 
to go to, but it wasn’t the right one. 
 
We were exhausted and ended up just knocking to see what 
would happen. Wouldn’t you know it — there was a reading 
group going through works of Richard Hooker. They invited 
us in and let us sleep in some spare rooms of the church. 
After they were done, the group leader invited us to his home 
for more rest and a meal. We happily accepted. He and his 
husband were immensely hospitable to two total strangers 
who had showed up scraggly and tired. We slept in their 
house, watched TV, and I even got a walk in. The food I don’t 
remember so much as the total kindness, hospitality, and 
genuine care they showed us. I don’t remember their names, 
but I will always remember them as angels. They expanded 
their table. 
 
After they gave us the correct directions, we arrived where we 
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Youth: Expanding the Table by Crossing the Street 
oming into my call as the Director of Youth Ministries at 
St. Andrew’s and Bethlehem, there was a tall order at 
hand — create one youth group from two different 
churches. The first few gatherings consisted of either St. 

standrewsepiscopal.org

BY CONSTANCE MITHLEMAN
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Bethlehem Lutheran and St. Andrew’s,  
two churches as one now ain’t that news! 

We go together like peas in a pod, 
Always helping others while praising God! 

Bethlehem Lutheran and St. Andrew’s, 
two churches as one now ain’t that news! 

Creating bonds that will last forever, 
Never ending car rides bring us together! 

Bethlehem Lutheran and St. Andrew’s, 
two churches as one now ain’t that news!

a chant that Julian Betts and a youth created that the youth 
recite upon departure and return of our service trips 

 

Andrew’s or Bethlehem youth — never both. As we packed the 
van before we left for our first combined service trip last year, 
many youth kept seeing classmates and friends come to drop 
their luggage off exclaiming, “I didn’t know you went to St. 
Andrew’s/Bethlehem?!” The next morning, before we left, I 
diligently tried to divvy up youth from both congregations into 
each and every van, much to all of their chagrins (I think/hope 
they’ll now all admit this was a blessing in disguise). 
 
While the first few miles were awkwardly quiet — whether from 
the 6 am wake-up call or them questioning the sanity of Mother 
Brenda and Pastor Laura’s idea of my position — is yet to be 
determined; slowly but surely, the conversations between youth 
from both congregations started to progress. 
 
Over the course of the next few days, the walls started to come 
down, and new friendships began to bloom. The Wednesday 
evening gatherings that followed were filled with youth from both 
St. Andrew’s and Bethlehem and a group text message entitled 
“Praise the Lord *prayer emojis*" with 35 members of the youth 
group was formed. 
 
Over the course of the past year, we’ve exceeded the max capacity 
in our group text message, and it has become a common chorus at 
every one of the youth gatherings that someone will undoubtedly 
ask, “Wait, do you go to St. Andrew’s or Bethlehem?”  To our 
youth, there is little, if any, distinction between themselves and 
their brothers and sisters in Christ from St. Andrew’s and 
Bethlehem. Each and every one of our youth strive to make sure 
everyone is included and welcomed, no matter if it is their first 
time to a gathering or they’re a seasoned veteran. They’ve let 
down their walls and have undoubtedly become one. Looking at 
this picture, I challenge you to try and figure out who goes to St. 
Andrew’s and who goes to Bethlehem. 

C 
 

t’s hard to believe, but Mother Brenda has already been here long enough to qualify for a sabbatical! She won’t leave until 
next May, but there is much to consider before we embark on our renewal program. That’s right — it’s not just a time of 
renewal for her; it’s a renewal for all of us! Which is why we’re thrilled to announce that our grant proposal to the Lilly 
 

Congregational and Clergy Renewal Program

I
Foundation will be fully funded. 
 
The program will include time away for our rector in the form of study, volunteering with a North County non-profit, rest, and 
reconnecting with long-time friends. 
 
Throughout those 12 weeks, the parish will engage in activities reflective of what Brenda’s doing. For instance, while she’s 
walking in the footsteps of Clare and Francis in Assisi, Italy, we’ll be learning more about saints and how their life stories 
inform our own faith journeys. And, while she’s at a writing retreat, we’ll be learning more about crafting our own stories of 
redemption. Stay tuned for more information!                               —Renewal Program Planning Committee 
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Rebecca Gantzer 

Role in Parish community:  Over the past 11 years at St. 
Andrew's, I’ve had many varied opportunities for 
involvement. I started out working with the youth in my 
first year here and was thankful to have the opportunity to 
do that again a few years ago. I also helped organize the 
young adults group for a few years. I have served on several 
search committees, currently serve on the vestry, and enjoy 
singing in the choir. I love that there are so many 
opportunities to serve our church and our neighbors at St. 
Andrew's and that everyone is invited to be involved in 
whatever way speaks to them. I’m very excited for the 
future at St. Andrew's. 
 
How long have you been doing what you do? I started in 
the pharmaceutical clinical research industry in 2011 when 
I moved to San Diego and have been working for a Clinical 
Research Organization (CRO) ever since. I’ve had several 
roles but always in the group that manages the trials and 
helps to ensure patient safety and data integrity, as well as 
regulatory compliance. Last summer, I shifted my work 
from managing clinical trials to managing people and, 
although it’s by no means easy work, I love it! 
 
What are you passionate about? Probably the two things 
I’m most known to go on and on about would be my 
nephews and dogs. I have always been an animal lover and 
even worked in a vet's office for some time several years 
ago. I started fostering dogs last year and won’t stop if you 
get me started talking. I have four young nephews who are 
all wonderful and amazing guys! 
 
Where can we find you when you’re not working? I like to 
be out and about, visiting breweries and restaurants, but 
also love good quality time at home with my dog. 
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ogether we are choosing 
to invest in St. Andrew's 
campus to even better 

From the Senior Warden*

he basics:  I have one dog 
named Sydney.  I adopted 
her at 10 months and she's 

BY JIM MCLENNAN 

Where did you grow up and why aren’t you there now?  I 
grew up in Michigan, mostly in the metro-Detroit area 
(Livonia, for those who know it).  I’m not there now 
because San Diego doesn’t have “real” winter! 
 
Any other volunteer activities? Even if I don’t have a 
foster dog, I like to volunteer at adoption events for the 
rescue I foster for, It’s the Pits, which focuses on bully- 
breed dogs! 
 
What would be impossible to give up?  People who know 
me well may know coffee is an important part of my 
morning routine.  I could probably give it up, but it sure 
would be miserable!

You can read more about Rebecca's love of dogs on page 9 

Our Mission: 
Because hunger comes in many forms,  

we reveal God’s love by nourishing the community 
through acceptance, worship, service, and learning. 

T
support our mission and values. 
To that end, the results of the 
feasibility study are in, and it’s a 
go! Some of the key takeaways 
include finding we have great 
alignment on the highest priority 
capital projects: The Friendship 
House replacement and youth 
spaces have near universal support; phase 1 (new 
building/youth and central hub) and phase 2 (parish 
hall/outreach and patio café) projects also generally enjoy 
broad support. 
 
Additionally, we gathered a lot of other data and comments 
that will help inform the scope and design of the proposed 
capital project and the campaign to help fund it. Now we 
transition from visualizing our future to realizing it! No 
doubt this will be a big challenge, but one that I know we 
are ready to — especially with God’s help — tackle together. 
 
                                                    —Jim McLennan, Sr. Warden

T
now about 6 years old. 
 
What brought you to St. 
Andrew's?  My sister and 
brother-in-law, Christie and 
Tony Hamel, were members of 
St. Andrews. Christie and I 
grew up in the Episcopal 
church, and our family was 
heavily involved in our church. 
I was happy to have a church to 
go to with them where I felt 
comfortable. 

*The vestry is the legal agent of the parish who, with the clergy, 
provide leadership and articulate the vision of our future.

Building and Expanding 
Our Community: 

*The senior warden serves as an advisor to the rector, and serves as 
a liaison to the parish. 

Vestry* Spotlight: 
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fter my wife died, I toured the USA from coast to coast for 5 years, every Sunday finding an Episcopal Church wherever I 
was. They all welcomed we warmly. Some asked for visitors to stand (usually I was the only one). “My name is Robert, 
I’m from New Jersey, and I’m happy to be with you this morning.” Some churches gave me home-baked cookies or 

standrewsepiscopal.org

BY ROBERT DE GEORGES 

Finding a Place to Belong and to Serve 

Page 7

"I brought the Sunday bulletin, a warm meal and soup, prayers, and
conversation each week to a parishioner with severe arthritis."

hen I returned to St. Andrew’s as Director of Music Ministries just over a year 
ago, I expected there would be a period of adjustment. After all, when I moved 
to North Dakota in 2004, I was leaving good friends, both in the parish and in 
the choir, who had been a major part of my musical and personal life for many 

BY VIRGINIA SUBLETT, MUSIC DIRECTOR 

Music Notes 

W
years. So much had changed in the meantime — a new rector, many new faces in the 
congregation and the choir — and I looked forward to the first rehearsal both eagerly and 
somewhat anxiously. Who was still singing whom I knew? How would the singers I didn’t 
know react to my leadership? 
 
What I found that first evening was a group that was eager to meet me and excited to start a 
new chapter in St. Andrew’s musical history. They must have had some of their own 
anxieties, but these were not in evidence. There was none of the typical skepticism or 
negativity that often accompanies a change in directors: “I don’t like this kind of music,” 
“This is too hard for me,” or (my personal favorite) “So-and-so (the previous director) 
always did it THIS way.” 
 

To say that they made me feel welcome immediately is an understatement. Within a very short time, I knew that I had true 
friends in the ensemble. They warmly drew me into the circle, treating me with kindness and respect, as they do with every new 
person who joins the group. The transition that might have been awkward was instead as smooth as possible, and I believe 
everyone has benefited.   
 
The example St. Andrew’s choir displays is clear. When we set aside the reservations we have about meeting new people and 
make a place for them at our table, we open ourselves to the opportunities for growth and the chance for true friendship that 
they bring with them.

A
cake, some a carnation, some a rose, and two churches gave me a coffee mug with the name of the church on it. One church 
gave me a bag with shampoo, lotion, a pad, pencil, and candy. At many churches the priest spoke to me before or after the 
service. One priest said a prayer for me at the communion rail. I was frequently personally invited to have coffee afterwards. 
One church gave me lunch. 
 
After 5 years on the road, I settled down in Encinitas, mainly because I found St. Andrew’s. I had an interview with Father 
Wes, and he welcomed me and said I needed no application. Connie McIntire, a long-time member, recognized that I was a 
senior citizen and scooped me up for the XYZ’s, a group where mature members and friends of the church gather in 
fellowship. It was a warm welcome indeed. 
 
I was trained by Michael Reichle, a lay leader, to do home visitations for shut-ins, people who are unable to attend church. 
 
For about a year, I brought the Sunday bulletin, a warm meal and soup, prayers, and conversation each week to a parishioner 
with severe arthritis. I brought Communion once a month. I was recently visiting a patient at a nursing care facility with 
Communion until she was moved to the hospital. I feel I can also help by writing a letter to a bereaved person or a relative of 
someone near death. 
 
I have just been anointed a Spirital Care Volunteer at Scripps Encinitas Hospital after a six-month qualification process. I see 
patients that have registered as Episcopalian and offer prayers, a sympathetic ear, or conversation. 
 
Just as the Statue of Liberty in New York harbor at one time welcomed all to America, St. Andrew’s welcomes everyone, with 
no exceptions, into the parish.  
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Meet the Youth Honoree for this Year's 

BY ISA FITZGIBBONS 

Isa Fitzgibbons and her mom at last year's 
Arthritis Foundation Jingle Bell Run 

ix thousand — the number of children with Juvenile 
Arthritis (JA) in San Diego alone. Two years ago, at the 
age of 12, I was added to that number. In fact, I like to 

S
think that because of me there are now 6,001. The truth is, unless 
you are a medical professional, a JA patient, or a loved one of 
someone with JA, you have probably never heard of it. 
 
The world is unbelievably unprepared for the growing epidemic of 
children with Arthritis. Another truth — Juvenile Arthritis is not 
your typical Arthritis. JA is an autoimmune disease that doesn't 
only affect your joints, but can also affect your eyes, heart, lungs, 
and kidneys. JA can cause immune deficiency and even blindness. 
I mentioned earlier that there are 6,001 children with this disease 
in San Diego alone. For those 6,001 children, there are only four 
pediatric rheumatologists to go around, one of which we share 
with Los Angeles —  so more like 3 ½ pediatric rheumatologists. 
Every child should see their rheumatologist about every three to 
six months. Due to the severe shortage, many children wait much 
longer to see their doctor. This can lead to serious complications. 
 
Since my diagnosis, I've worked hard to keep a positive attitude. It 
helps to know there are 300,000 children in the U.S alone like me. 
 
So how can we expand the table to include the Juvenile Arthritis 
community and so many others with invisible illnesses? You can 
show that you care. You can demonstrate that you feel for them 
and understand the struggle. Expanding the table to someone 
with JA means realizing that they could be surfing one day and 
not be able to walk the next — and for them, that’s normal. 
 
The truth is that there is someone with Juvenile Arthritis at your 
job, your school, your church. Expanding the table is 
understanding that they are often being controlled by something 
bigger than themselves.  
 
I am the Youth Honoree for this year’s San Diego Arthritis 
Foundation Jingle Bell Run. I will be fundraising for the Arthritis 
Foundation, forming a team, and speaking at the event. 
 
All proceeds for the Jingle Bell Run go to creating rheumatology 
fellowships (to provide more doctors), funding research, and 
providing crucial resources for JA families. You can help expand 
the table and donate or join our team. We will have a tent with 
tables and chairs, hot chocolate, and goodies on the day of the 
walk/run — so if running isn’t your thing, you can chill out in the 
shade. Google “Arthritis Foundation San Diego Jingle Bell Run 
Team Fitzie” or find me or my mom, Paula, the church’s 
Communications Director, at church. We can help you expand the 
table for kids like me with JA. 

f you haven’t already, you will soon receive the 
annual pledge campaign materials. As the 
brochure explains, this time of considering our 
annual budget is about so much more that money. 

Transforming Lives
Save the date: November 18, 8:00 & 10:00  am! 

 I
It’s about our community — how we come together as a 
parish community, and how we support the community 
around us. Weekly bulletin inserts, which will also be 
posted on our website, will guide you through the 
process. 
 
This season of giving is illustrated by our very own 
Debbie Hickson. The metamorphosis of an egg, into a 
caterpillar, into a butterfly serves to remind us of the 
various stages of transformation — that it doesn’t 
happen overnight, but, rather, in the economy of God’s 
time. Then, when the harvest is ready (or our giving 
ability has been discerned), we bring our pledge cards 
and place them on the altar as a symbol that our first 
fruits — not our leftovers — are given back to God. 
 
Since we’ll also be observing the Feast of St. Andrew, 
our patron saint, that Sunday, we’ll begin our worship 
with a bagpiper and drummer-led procession outdoors. 
You won’t want to miss it!   
                                                       —Stewardship Committee 

"You can demonstrate that you feel for them and understand the struggle."

San Diego Arthritis Foundation Jingle Bell Run

Inspired by God; 



VOL. 9, ISSUE 5 • OCT/NOV 2018St. Andrew's Epistle

Page #

Page 5

standrewsepiscopal.org

Page 9

Fostering Love 
ast winter I saw a post for a local rescue group that I 
follow on Facebook, pleading for a foster home for 
some puppies they wanted to rescue from a shelter. 

BY REBECCA GANTZER 

demonstrate an array of behaviors, but it wasn’t until 
fostering for a pit rescue that I really became a pit bull 
advocate. 
 
Pits are not actually one breed — it’s a collection of bully 
breeds, and most dogs that I have fostered are true mutts. 
 
The reaction I have gotten from so many well-meaning 
people is to warn me to be careful, or to tell me that they 
can’t be trusted. At first, this reaction just stung — how 
could anyone think my sweet little 12 week old bundle of 
fur could be a bad dog? But the more time has gone on, 
the more I have realized that I have the ability to 
demonstrate to those around me the sweet nature of 
these dogs, in hopes of opening some minds. By 
welcoming this breed into my home, by volunteering with 
this rescue group, and by sharing those experiences with 
others, I hope that I’ll be able to inspire others to give pits 
a chance. 
 
All in all, in just about a year and a half, I have had 11 
foster puppies and a few short-term visitors in my home, 
one foster staying for six months. All of them have 
touched my heart forever. They taught me probably more 
than I ever was able to teach them — about love and 
patience, about prioritizing my time and about carpet 
cleaners. 
 
I can feel God’s love in the laughter that their presence 
brings, the joy I feel when a puppy finds their forever 
home, and the quiet snuggly moments that always seem 
to come when I’m at my wit's end. While I can’t save 
them all, I am able to use my resources — my time, 
shelter, and some of my money (although the rescue pays 
for most things) to help care for some of God’s little 
critters who need someone to protect them. In inviting 
puppies and the love they bring into my home, I have 
been forever changed.

L
Shelters can be dangerous, or even deadly, for young, 
unvaccinated puppies — since illness and disease can spread 
so easily. 
 
Now, I’ve always been an animal lover, and especially a dog 
lover. I grew up with dogs, and have my own silly, smart, and 
challenging dog, so I’ll admit that I follow perhaps more than 
one dog rescue group on social media. My initial reaction 
upon seeing the post was sympathy for the sad puppy eyes in 
the photo, but after a glance, I continued scrolling past. 
 
Something about this post stuck with me, though, and the 
idea festered for a full day before I realized that it was calling 
to me. I could do that — I could help raise some puppies. I 
know enough about puppies. I had the flexibility at work to 
be home every four to six hours to take care of them. I could 
really do this! 
 
After some encouragement from friends, I decided to fill out 
a foster application.Within a few weeks, that included a 
homecheck to make sure it was a safe place for them, I was 
off! 
 
Life with foster puppies is messy and yes, sometimes smelly, 
but it’s also rewarding and filled with joy. Because I loved it 
so much, I had a revolving door of puppies last summer, 
usually two at a time (trust me, it’s WAY easier with two!) 
and, for one very loud and crazy day, three. For a while it was 
just fun, having puppies and watching them find homes, but 
as time went on, it started to feel like a mission. I was 
helping to take these little guys and teach them how to be in 
a house, how to treat a human (stop the biting!), and how to 
be loved, in order to get them ready for their forever homes. 
 
Most people ask me how I can do it; how I can have a sweet 
little puppy in my life and not want to keep them forever. I 
won’t say I haven’t gotten attached before. There are a few 
special ones that I still tear up when I think about. But a 
lesson I have learned in this adventure is that I can love 
these beautiful creatures. I can open my home to them and 
make a safe space for them in order to help protect them 
until they find their family. I can give of myself and my 
resources, and isn’t that what we are called to do as 
Christians? 
 
The rescue that I happen to foster for is a pit bull rescue 
group. I’ve always believed that dogs from every breed can 

Rebecca fosters pit 
bulls through the 
organization It's 
The Pits. This is 

one of the puppies 
she has fostered. 



VOL. 9, ISSUE 5 • OCT/NOV 2018St. Andrew's Epistle

Page #

Page 5

standrewsepiscopal.org

Page 10

Entertaining Angels: Dignified Hospitality 

 
 
This verse sparks something alluring for me. 
“Entertaining angels” conjures a whimsical 
scene: live music and flickering candles 
illuminating a room of giggling, bouncy guests 
who pluck delicacies from one another’s 
plates. This scene I picture is elegant, intimate, 
enchanting; everyone enters as strangers, 
leaves as friends. 
 
Our culture’s hospitality to strangers 
(especially those without income, housing, 
food) is rarely so dignified. I’m approaching 
fifteen years personal-turned-professional 
participation in this “hospitality to strangers,” 

BY LINDSEY SEEGERS 

chatty self has me always eating with 
those who partake in these programs. 
What an opportunity to hear their 
stories and intelligent insights.  
 
It was this particular day that fostered 
my continued interest in serving those 
who face hunger, as I walked out of the 
kitchen with my own plate, and asked 
to join a table of three men. They 
welcomed my company. We talked for 
some time, trading jokes and stories, 
and then one man asked what I was 
studying in college. "Social Work," I 

Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by doing that some have entertained angels without knowing it.  —Hebrews 13:2

and continue to discover myself the humble recipient of 
welcome. 
 
I grew up just outside Washington D.C., where my earliest 
memories of downtown visits replay scenes of men and 
women sleeping on cold sidewalks. My response as a young 
child was curiosity (what’s her story? whose daughter is she?), 
disturbance (who permits this? why won’t someone offer him 
a bed?), and empathy (couldn’t this just as easily be my 
story?). As I child, it disturbed me to witness no apparent 
intervention. Instead, the message was “look away.” 
 
In high school, I accompanied Food For the Poor to Port-au- 
Prince, Haiti. The truth from that journey is that Jesus’ “least 
of these” are humans with every right to food that you and I 
have. Perpetuating the notion — and phrasing — that those 
who face hunger are any “less” human or "less" deserving is 
profoundly contrary to Jesus’ teaching on hospitality. Even 
saying “the poor” implies both pity and power, the us/them 
mode that inaccurately reflects our responsibility to advocate 
equitable treatment for our struggling brothers and sisters. In 
our own privilege of food security, we can support this work in 
many ways. For me, that call, to be of service, was clear: “to 
enter generously into your own unease, to discover the new 
direction your longing wants you to take (John O’Donohue).” 
 
I majored in Social Work, idealistic and determined to be the 
change. At one church in Newport News, Virginia, my 
outreach volunteer shift began at four am; I was on scrambled 
egg duty. The men at this program were required to sit 
through Bible study and prayer before accessing food, 
following hours of waiting for entry. As is frequent in these 
meal services, many guests cast their eyes downward to 
receive and eat, and the volunteers keep to themselves in the 
kitchen. Perhaps both my childhood curiosity and natural  

replied. Without missing a beat, the men smiled, 
responding nearly in union, “Oh, so she’s on our side.” 
 
To be welcomed at a table that belonged to none of us, to 
be accepted and recognized as an advocate furthered this 
call in my core to not just seek ways to ensure food is a 
human right, but that we offer this in a manner of 
compassionate, dignified hospitality. 
 
For over four years, I participated in creating space for 
this welcome at Manna Food Center, the food assistance 
center of Montgomery County, Maryland. While my role 
was teaching nutrition classes and cooking workshops to 
seniors, parents, and kids, it remained the participants 
themselves welcoming me with festive dishes from their 
home kitchens, teaching me lessons about generosity. At 
Manna, I also participated in a monthly conversation 
series called Breaking Bread, intended to explore 
common values among food pantry participants, Manna 
staff, civic leaders, and community members. Breaking 
Bread continues to create space and intentional 
conversations to nurture dialogue around critical issues, 
such as race and class, that contribute to hunger. It is an 
authentic model of welcoming all people — along with 
their voices, wisdom, and perspective — to the table. 
 
In November 2017, my call led me across the country to 
serve as the Distribution Network Engagement Manager 
of Feeding San Diego. Through community partnerships, 
including nonprofits, colleges, and faith communities — 
plus St. Andrew’s — we reach 485,000 food insecure 
people in San Diego county. We serve anyone struggling 
with hunger: children, families, seniors, people who are 

the author at St. Christopher's Kitchen 

continued on page 12 

"...everyone enters as strangers, leaves as friends." 
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Expanding the Global Family 
pening our home, hearts, and lives to others enriches our family. We embrace the 
California casual and welcome others not just to our table, but to enjoy our home 
as their home. We have also welcomed four young people from around the world 

BY DAN VAUGHN 

O
to live as part of our family, and the experience has enriched our lives and grown our 
family. 
 
Most recently, we hosted Almog as part of the Hands of Peace program. When Almog came 
to us, he had just finished up high school and would soon embark on a gap year preparing 
himself to best fulfill his mandatory requirement to serve in the Israeli Defense Force.  He 
grew up in Sderot, a town of 25,000 located less than a mile from the Gaza strip. Sderot was 
such a frequent target of Hezbollah rockets that it became the bomb shelter capital of the 
world. Over three weeks of intensive dialogue and many emotional late night 
conversations around the fire pit, Almog was able to see Palestinians as not just enemies, 

but other victims of a shared conflict. We joyfully welcomed Almog back the next summer as an XL, where he helped the next 
year’s crop of "hands" make similar transformations. 
 
When Stephen was a few months old, as Betsy was preparing to return to work, we welcomed our first au pair, Christine, into 
our home. This recent high school graduate was born in East Germany and came of age as a unified Germany strived to 
integrate the former communist east with the more affluent west. She was an integral part of our family for Stephen’s first 
year, and had a front row seat as the bench holding Mary (Callie), and Baby Jesus (Stephen) came tumbling down in an 
infamous Christmas pageant here at St. Andrew's. The next summer, Christine trained Adelle, from South Africa, who would 
care for Stephen his second year and share with us the experiences of growing up white in a rural community as apartheid 
came to an end. These unique, up close and personal takes on world events have been invaluable, but perhaps secondary to the 
richness of learning their everyday lifestyles and growing our extended family, we remain in contact with these now mothers 
who are raising their own families. 
 
Stephen’s third au pair, Eugenia, is a chosen daughter and sister. During her first year, the rules changed, and au pairs were 
allowed to stay a second year, so we all leaped at the opportunity for her to help Stephen transition to nursery school, mentor 
Callie as she navigated Jr High, and us as Will started to drive. As that second year ended, none of us were ready to say good- 
bye, so Eugenia obtained a student visa and continued to share our home and lives for two more years as she obtained an AA 
degree from Palomar College. After a fifth optional practical year, where she worked as a concierge at the Grand del Mar, 
immigration rules sent her back to Costa Rica. 
 
Just as Will and Callie continue to visit us from the East Coast today, Eugenia was able to visit for several weeks during the 
August low season for her new concierge gig at the Four Seasons Costa Rica. It was on one of these visits that she reconnected 
with Carlos, and a couple of years ago, we welcomed their families into our home as we hosted their wedding reception. Our 
family has grown with our daughter Eugenia and son-in-law Carlos. 
 
Welcoming strangers from around the globe has brought a rich perspective on global events and lifestyles of distant lands, 
provided enduring bonds as they returned to build their lives back home, and gifted us a daughter and son-in-law. 
 
We were also fortunate to experience a richness born of welcoming our St. Andrew’s community into our home when the 
youth returned from their week of service this summer. After attending four services that Sunday, they headed to the beach to 
hold onto the camaraderie, and eventually back to our pool, not ready to say good-bye. For us, it was an opportunity to feel the 
warmth and excitement of their experience and meet some of the Bethlehem youth. For Matthew and Allan, grown from 
shepherds in that infamous pageant and now off at their first year of college, it was a chance to reminisce. 
 
For 18 years, St. Andrew’s has been welcoming to our family; we offer grateful thanks for the many who have opened their lives 
to us, shared difficult times, hosted celebrations, and worked side-by-side in service. Just as opening our homes, hearts, and 
lives to young people from distant lands has enriched our family, each of us opening them to one another has enriched our 
community. 

the author with members of 
his global family 
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people who are in need.” They were looking for an “open, accepting” church that recognizes “everybody matters.” The first 
day they attended St. Andrew’s in March 2018, Kelly, Lars, and the kids knew this was the place for which they were searching. 
“Brenda and Richard are so smart and Debbie and Chase were so welcoming.” Debbie also reminds the family of one of Kelly’s 
aunts who “lives her faith every day.” Kelly says, “The person I am on Sunday is the person I strive to be all week. But it’s nice 
to know there are people who are that ‘Sunday person’ all week.” 
 
On August 5, 2017, the Rector-Engstroms began the formal process of becoming a foster family, an excruciatingly slow 
exercise in waiting. They successfully completed all background checks, paperwork, and fingerprint scans, sailed through the 
personal interviews of every family member, and passed the home inspection. And still they wait. In the meantime, the family 
opens their home to several foreign exchange students, and the kids help with the neighbors’ twin babies. Through these 
experiences, says Kelly, “We get more than we give.” Waiting for news on their application is grueling; they’ve considered 
foreign adoption, but they “struggle with what is easiest for us versus what seems to be the most right thing for the 
community around us.” Official videos of children in the foster care system weigh heavy on Kelly’s heart, especially two 
particular sibling groups, one with three children and another with two. 
 
It can be challenging indeed to live into Jesus’ Good News of abundant love in a world that turns in on itself — where 
resources are jealously guarded and where winning for one seems to equate loss for another. The Rector-Engstrom family 
offers their guiding principle as a restorative – “Do the most right thing most of the time; you can’t just sit on the sidelines.” I 
hear an echo of their words in Martin Shaw’s exhortation: “Call out to the whole divine night for what you love. What you 
stand for. Earn your name. Be kind, and wild, and disciplined and absolutely generous.” May our God of hope and compassion 
bless those children who long to be accepted — and the efforts of families like the Rector-Engstroms who yearn to embrace 
them.

The Rector-Engstrom Family
continued from page 3

homeless, those employed or unemployed. Feeding San 
Diego’s distributions across the region welcome everyone, 
with no income requirements. Over half of the food we 
distribute alongside our partners is fresh produce. 
 
In our culture, we often see fresh, nourishing food paired 
with expensive diets or gourmet cuisine — perpetuating the 
notion that good food is inaccessible to those struggling 
financially. There does not have to be a disconnect between 
health and wealth. “Love thy neighbor as thyself” doesn’t 
mean passing our neighbors the leftovers, the junk food, the 
half-opened box of the thing hidden in the back of your 
highest cupboard. We love our neighbors by doing well in 
what we offer and how we welcome — a dignified 
experience as if food was, indeed, a human right. 
 
What continues to encourage me on the most challenging 
days of this heartbreaking work is the response: how can I 
help? This question sparked a divine urgency in my heart as 
a child, and now, witnessing your work and the generosity of 
our community, I understand I’m not alone. 
 
“Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by 
doing that some have entertained angels without knowing 
it.” 

Dignified Hospitality
continued from page 10

“The person I am on Sunday is the person I strive to be all week." 
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All are welcome. No exceptions.

The Episcopal Church of 

St. Andrew the Apostle

890 Balour Dr. 
Encinitas, CA 92024 
Phone: 760-753-3017 

E-mail: contact@standrewsepiscopal.org 
Website: standrewsepiscopal.org 

October/November 2018 

Our Mission: To Reveal God's Love by Nourishing the Community 
Through Acceptance, Worship, and Service

Upcoming Events
Oct. 7:  Feast of St. Francis/Mass on  
             Grass/Blessing of Animals, 10am, pg. 13  
Oct. 14: Newcomers' Coffee, 11:15am, pg. 13 
Oct. 21: Parish Breakfast, 11:15am 
Oct. 28: Harvest Party, 3-6pm, pg. 13 
Nov. 4:   All Saints Day (Pumpkin Potluck) 
Nov. 11:   Pledge Campaign Ingathering, 
                                        8 & 10am, pg. 8 
Nov. 18:  Parish Breakfast, 11:15am 
Nov. 25: Christ the King/Leftovers Potluck, 11:15am

Sun:   See Sunday Schedule, pg. 2 

Tues:  2nd—Aging Gracefully, 10am 

          2nd/4th—Women's Book Discussion, 7pm 

Wed:  High School Youth Group, 7pm, BLC 

Thurs: 4th—XYZ's Lunch, time TBD 

           Food Pantry, 3pm 

           Choir Practice, 7pm 

Fri:      Education for Ministry, 9am   

           Community Lunch, 1pm 

Sat: 

  1st/3rd:    Women's Spiritual Formation, 8am 

                   Showers of Blessings, 9:30am-noon 

  2nd/4th: Men's Bible Study, 8am 

Regular

Please visit our website for information on pastoral care, baptisms, weddings, funerals, and to 
submit a prayer request: standrewsepiscopal.org.

Save the Date

website: standrewsepiscopal.org 
(where you can also sign up for weekly e-mail)
Facebook: St. Andrew's Episcopal, Encinitas 
Instagram: standrewsencinitas

You can learn more at the following sites: 

"When we set aside the reservations we have about meeting new people and make a place for them at our table, we
open ourselves to the opportunities for growth and the chance for true friendship that they bring with them."

Virginia Sublett, Music Director, pg. 7


