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From the Editor's Desk

y family was in the car one day—my three kids little ones at the
time—when my husband, Peter, who was driving, calmly told
me the left side of his face was numb and he could not move it.
Thinking he'd just had a stroke, we exited immediately; luckily, there
was an ER within a mile of us. It turned out my husband had been
afflicted with Bells Palsy, emanating from an untreated ear infection.
The hospital sent him home with a lot of antibiotics and warnings that
his face could be partially paralyzed for life. Only time would tell.

Over the subsequent months, as we adjusted to his paralysis (driving
was hard, biking was impossible, and speaking was rough), I worried
constantly that Peter would never re-gain movement in his face. Spoiler alert: he did.
Recently, I was talking about that time—one I considered rather dark—with my kids. "Mom," my
youngest shared, "That wasn't a dark time. We loved having a pirate for a dad!" Plus, she
reminded me, he talked just like Elvis Presley, and he would sing us all those bass songs.
I guess one person's darkness is another person's personal pirate. It's a good reminder to try and
befriend the darkness we experience in our lives.
You'll find several stories—some heart-wrenching—in this issue about people's journeys to do
just that. We read about a wife and mother who escaped the darkness of abuse (p. 5), another
mother who supported her children through unbearable darkness (p. 6), and our clergy's
experiences embracing darkness (pp. 2 and 4). While you're here, check out our exciting holiday
calendar (p. 9), get updates from some of our ministries (Where did all that underwear go
anyway?), and take a gander at the amazing life of Gillian Campbell, our Parish Administrator of
18 years, who retires this month (p. 3).
Finally, allow me to introduce Alison Bowen Lee, who will begin as our new Parish
Administrator in early December. You can read her biography below.
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Alison Bowen Lee
After more than 25 years working in the private sector, as a
community volunteer, and on the home front raising children,
I am excited to join the team at St. Andrew’s as Parish
Administrator.
My professional career evolved over the years but settled in the
practice of human resources, which aligns with my belief that,
when properly motivated and supported, people can achieve
great things. Most recently, I was the HR Manager at a midsized tech company, where I was responsible for all-things HR
(e.g. benefits, payroll, performance management, employee
communications/relations, recruiting) and some things that
didn’t fit neatly into anyone else’s responsibilities (e.g.
facilities issues, event planning, conflict resolution, etc). I have
Alison Bowen Lee joins our
been married to Craig for nearly 28 years and together we have
staff as our new Parish
raised three kids that continue to delight us: Coleman (24)
Administrator.
works in San Francisco, Helen (21) is a senior at UC Berkeley,
and Sadie (19) is a sophomore at Northeastern (in Boston). We are active members of St. Jamesby-the Sea Episcopal Church, serving as ushers, committee members, and on the vestry. With
an "empty nest" and a wonderfully supportive husband, I am fortunate to be able to pursue
career opportunities that more closely align with my interests and values. And this is what
excites me about joining the St. Andrew’s staff and working in support of your mission to be a
force for good in the community. My email address is parishadmin@standrewsepiscopal.org.
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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A Greeting from the Rector*

ear Siblings in Christ,

I had to think hard about a time when I was someplace where it
was completely dark. There’s usually some sort of ambient
glow around us—just enough so that our eyes adjust, and we
can make out the general details of our surroundings. Finally, I
remembered a time in Yellowstone National Park, when the
moon was hidden by a thick layer of clouds, and I was literally
in total darkness. My college boyfriend and I were hiking to a
“hotspot” (a place where boiling geyser water flows into the
cold river) near our campsite.
Paul led the way with a small flashlight, but because the trail
was so narrow, there was nothing left over to illuminate my
next step. Mostly I was scared of bears. The planes flying in the
distance might have been a bear roaring; the rattle of a dried
bush scraping Paul’s leg could have been a bear scratching on a
tree trunk. The hike there and back, as well as the short time
we actually spent in the natural hot tub, were consumed by my
fear of bears hiding in the dark.

From the
Senior Warden
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*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.

I have since learned a few things: 1) bears aren’t typically nocturnal; 2) they try their best to
avoid humans; and 3) I missed out on the beauty of the night! I might have enjoyed birds
cooing, crickets chirping, the smell of the fresh mountain air, velvety grass brushing my
shins…even Paul’s silly jokes. Something similar happens when we’re in one of those socalled “dark times” in our lives. As an inflated sense of fear overtakes our senses, we miss the
gifts offered in the quiet. Our energy becomes so intensely focused on getting to the next
place that we overlook the rich place in which we currently reside.
Advent can be like that. Maybe we’re not exactly terrified of Advent, but this time of waiting
and reflecting is not something most of us relish. We want the payoff of the Christ child’s
birth and all the celebration that comes with it. Epiphany, in all its glorious starlight, isn’t
bad either. But there are blessings to be experienced in this time of the days growing shorter.
Your gifts won’t be the same as mine, but I know they are there waiting to be discovered.
What is that you hear? What do you smell? What textures can you feel? Let all your senses
participate—breathing in and breathing out.
Joyful in hope & faithful in prayer,

As an inflated sense of fear overtakes our
senses, we miss the gifts offered in the quiet.

The Bishop's Cross

Advent &
Christmas
PAGE 9

Calendar
BACK PAGE

Schedules
SUNDAY SCHEDULE
WORSHIP
8:00 am
Holy Eucharist—Rite I
10:00 am
Choral Eucharist—Rite II
EDUCATION
9:00 am
The Great Conversation
(Adult Education)
10:00 am (most Sundays):
Sunday School
2nd & 4th Sundays:
10:00 am: Youth Service
COMMUNITY
11:15 am: Coffee Hour
OFFICE HOURS
Monday–Thursday
9:00 am–3:00 pm

Congratulations to one of this year's recipients of the Bishop's Cross, Jim Stiven—pictured here
with John McLevie & Tim Agnew, recipients in previous years. The Bishop's Cross is
a prestigious award given to only one or two people annually by the bishop in recognition of
extraordinary servant ministry. The fact that it's been awarded to St. Andrew's parishioners for
three of the past ten years is just one of the many testaments to the high level of discipleship in our
parish.
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Christmas schedule.
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Gillian Campbell: A Life in Transition

ately, I’ve been thinking about light and dark
and the space between them. That border,
the thin place in Celtic tradition, is an interval of
waiting and watching. In twilight, we await the
enveloping darkness; in anticipating daybreak, we
see the faint cast of the moon while the sun rises.
The celebrations–Diwali, the Hindu festival of lights,
All Souls Day, All Saints Day, Thanksgiving, Advent,
even Daylight Savings Time—call us to pay attention
to transitions. And in our own St. Andrew’s story,
we’re standing “in the gap” as we say farewell to our
cover-girl/Parish Administrator, Gillian Campbell.

BY GIGI MILLER

House in London for more interviews
and a presentation about immigration.
And on May 3, 1977, the Campbells
arrived at Canadian customs with
“seven suitcases, three kids, and three
teddy bears.” After living in an
apartment hotel with other emigres,
the family bought a house in the
Ottawa suburbs, where they lived for
less than two years. By this time, you
know where the story is heading.
Gillian with her husband, Michael,
circa 1988; photo by Olan Mills

Gillian’s story of transitions begins in Darlington, a
small town in the north of England, midway between
York and Newcastle (over 200 miles from Downton Abbey—I
asked). She lived with her parents, Jessie and Wilf Firby, and
younger brother Michael in the house in which she was born, the
same one her parents bought in 1939.

After high school, Gillian moved into the hustle and bustle of
London to attend Philippa Fawcett College, a women’s teacher
training institution named after a British suffragette. She met
Michael Campbell, who was studying physics at Brunell College
of Advanced Technology (now Brunell University), at a college
dance. Since there was only one woman enrolled at Brunell that
year, the school sent a bus to local women’s colleges to pick up
female students. Gillian was supposed to meet her date, a friend
of Michael’s, at the dance, but he stood her up. Michael gallantly
stepped in to escort Gillian, and, as Gillian enigmatically says, she
“did not set a good example for the freshmen” students with
whom she’d traveled from Philippa Fawcett.
Gillian’s course of study was three years, so she graduated and
taught elementary school while Michael finished his fourth year.
The couple married in August 1964 immediately after Michael’s
graduation. Michael found positions in the fast-growing
semiconductor industry, so the couple moved first to Stevenage,
in Hertfordshire. Britain was “desperate for teachers,” so Gillian
got a teaching post in the city and settled into married life.
That respite was all too brief when Michael announced that the
company was moving to Scotland. They arrived in Hill of Beath in
the Kingdom of Fife in April 1965. Daughter Elizabeth was born
in 1967, and the little family moved into a house in nearby
Kirkcaldy. Richard was born in 1969. When Gillian and Richard
returned from the hospital, Gillian’s mother stayed with the
family while Michael went on a job interview. And just like that,
the Campbells were on their way to the south of England,
eventually moving into a house in Bourne End, Buckinghamshire
on New Year’s Eve 1969. The family increased ranks when Alex
was born in September 1970; five years later, they moved to
Hollingbourne, Kent. Michael was becoming disenchanted with
his position when he saw a two-page ad in The Guardian for
employment opportunities in Canada. After a 45-minute phone
interview, Michael and Gillian were on their way to Canada
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Bell Northern Research, later Northern
Telecomm, asked Michael to run a
facility in Santa Clara, California, so the peripatetic Campbells
moved to Fremont in 1979. The children became competitive
swimmers, and Gillian shuttled everyone to swim practices
and meets. The family was active at St. Anne’s Episcopal
Church in Fremont (Gillian converted from her Methodist
upbringing to Michael’s Church of England roots). She ran the
fall festival; Michael was the treasurer.
When Northern Telecomm offered Michael another position
in Rancho Bernardo in 1986, the family traveled south, this
time to Encinitas, where the Campbells found St. Andrew’s
and fortunately became part of our church family. Gillian
served as chalice bearer, lector, and altar guild member until
Northern Telecomm gave Michael an ultimatum–move to
Nashville, Tennessee or lose the position.
The children in college now, empty nesters Michael and
Gillian left sunny SoCal in 1991 for Tennessee. After Michael
was laid off in 1998, the couple made their way back to San
Diego, with a stopover in Irvine. For two years, Gillian and
Michael ran a printing business in Mission Valley and
attended St. Dunstan’s. But God had other plans; facilitated by
some members of the St. Andrew’s vestry, Gillian accepted the
newly created position of Parish Administrator in June 2001.
Their commute quickly became burdensome, so they moved
back to North County, ultimately buying a home in Lake San
Marcos.
Gillian’s own annus horribilus (horrible year) began in late
2010 with the death of her mother. Michael’s health, which
had always been problematic, took a turn for the worse as he
was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. There were bright spots
during the year as Richard moved into his first and current
home, and Alex and Sumi planned their June wedding.
Knowing that Michael would not be able to attend the
wedding, Alex, Richard, Gillian, Sumi, and Sumi’s family
gathered on the Thursday before in a garden at Scripps
Encinitas, where Michael was receiving treatment. Sumi wore
a beautiful sari, and the hospital provided pastries and drinks,
while they performed the wedding rehearsal. Michael was
released from the hospital the next day; Michael and Bonnie
Riechle, “very special people who do so much for everyone,”
continued on page 9
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Hello Darkness, My Old Friend
BY THE REV. RICHARD HOGUE

iscernment is a word somewhat shrouded in darkness,
and as Brenda and I try to emphasize, darkness isn’t
necessarily bad. Genesis states: “In the beginning when God
created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless
void and darkness covered the face of the deep, while a wind
from God swept over the face of the waters.” “Choshek”
(ח ׁ ֶ֖ש ְך
ֹ  ) ְוcan also mean obscurity. Is that bad? Darkness is
where the first moment of existence occurred, and God
declared it good. “Then God said, ‘Let there be light’; and
there was light. And God saw that the light was good; and God
separated the light from the darkness. God called the light
Day, and the darkness God called Night. And there was
evening and there was morning, the first day.”
Many of us, if not most, have trouble with the unknown, or
the intangible. Darkness often represents that for us. It’s a
passage where we feel veiled, unsure, unsteady. We grope
around in darkness, trying to feel out where we’re going, if we
have any direction at all. We use tools to avoid it, electricity
that powers lamps, or wood to make fire. The very shape of
those lit things are encompassed entirely by shroud. It hugs
loosely to the flickering glow of our cities and highways, our
homes and halls.
Isn’t the very light of the universe made resplendent by the
void? What’s the beauty of spiraling galaxy without the dark
ridges to hold it? What’s the power of a star without the
knowledge that it is surrounded by vast emptiness? How
could a candle inspire hope or calm without the black chasm
of night? What is definition without obscurity? Cannot
darkness be a companion? Even inspirational? Can’t it remind
us that it’s ok to let some things stay hidden, safe?
I can’t remember a time that I was ever truly afraid of the
dark. Certainly, when I was young, the idea of ghosts scared
me in the dark, but it was never the inky blackness itself that
scared me; it was always, and I suppose still is, what may
come out of it that does. Obscurity can be our friend,

allowing us to wait and wonder.
When I was growing up, my family lived deep in the woods.
I had a window in my second floor bedroom in our log
cabin, and at night I’d sometimes open that window so
I could hear the sounds of night. I loved wondering if the
rustling I heard was the wind, or a deer, or a bear. When
wolves or coyotes would howl, I adored it, the chill in my
spine less terror than sheer awe. The steady twinkle of stars
punctured the beauty of dark like those howls and
rustlings, reminding me that I was never truly alone, and
that the world was so much bigger than whatever was going
on in my own head. It’s good to be reminded we are small.
The imminence of the darkness instilled this in me. Even
writing about it now calms me and hearkens back to a space
in me that craves the unknowing. It cleanses the palate of
the soul.
And isn’t that what discernment is? Releasing all of our
assumptions, retrieving a part of ourselves that’s willing to
sit in the dark and wonder what might be? Isn’t it about
snuffing out the bright knowledge that we think we have in
order to better listen? Imagination isn’t luminosity, it is
birth, and that can only happen in shrouded places. There’s
a reason that eggs have capsules—the shell hides what’s
not ready to be seen. The new is always vulnerable, and
thus it needs the veil of dark. God does creative work out of
our sight, or else our fumbling grasp might misshape what
is intended. “Shall the clay say to him that fashioneth it,
What makest thou?” (Isaiah 45.9) No, the dark is where all
new things are born, God whispers into existence.
If you sense that God is doing something new in you, sit in
the darkness of it. Get comfortable with the formless void.
It won’t destroy you; it only conceals what you’re not yet
ready to see. It’ll show in due time, rest in that comfort, and
breathe in your companion, the void, there you’ll hear God
at work. Don’t be afraid to listen for it.

Gratitude for Colleen Gritzen
& New Opportunity As Associate for Christian Formation
BY THE REV. RICHARD HOGUE

We want to thank Colleen Gritzen for her long and tireless work as our Director of Children’s Ministries. For seven years she
shepherded new families and those that Jesus welcomed. “Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder them, for the
kingdom of heaven belongs to such as these.” (Matthew 19.14) Because of Colleen’s ministry of hospitality and organization,
many of you are here and have stepped into your own roles either in children’s Sunday programming or in other parts of our
congregational life. Her service in this capacity has knitted many of us closer together, and we are all better for it. Some of you
have even spoken about how she’d drop off Sunday school materials at your home in advance of the lessons for that weekend
or made figurines for Godly Play herself. Such kindness and foresight will always be remembered. We wish her well in her
enlarged role at her primary workplace.
As we move forward, we look to find someone to fill the now expanded role of Director of Children’s & Family Ministry,
incorporating children’s Sunday morning programming and young families’ activities. Our hope is that this combined role will
streamline these two important dimensions of our common life and open us to more possibilities for collaboration across our
various ministries. We posted the position on a variety of sites as of November 4th, with a search team in place to conduct
phone screenings and in-person interviews from late November to early December with an anticipated start date in January of
2020. Please pray for the search team and for our applicants, that we may recognize the person God is calling to us and that we
nurture them into this new role.
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Embracing the Darkness
BY NANCY SNOWDEN

here is Healing in Darkness. When people think of
darkness, they often think of evil, depression, sadness, fear,
anxiety—the unknown. I know I certainly did for most of my
life. Darkness was something to avoid, something to stay far
away from, both emotionally and physically. In fact, looking
back, I believe I pretty much denied its existence because I was
afraid of it. Little did I know that it was actually all around me.
During most of my marriage (27 years), I believed my life was
full of happiness and joy, because in my mind, I was living the
“American Dream.” I had a husband who was responsible and a
good provider. I had three amazing and obedient children who
seemed to check off all the children boxes: straight-A student,
college bound, great athlete, good citizen, kind to others, lots
of friends. We owned a large house in a beautiful suburban
neighborhood. We had a friendly, well-trained dog. I was a
stay-at-home mommy who cooked, cleaned, gardened,
volunteered, had lots of friends. I worked out regularly. We did
not have money issues.
So where was the darkness?
One afternoon, my son called me from college. He was tearful
and distraught. He was failing a class. My “perfect” child was
failing a class and truly did not know what to do. He sounded
self-destructive. I did not know what to do. I was so sad and
scared for him. This was uncharted territory. But I knew that I
loved him and would always love him regardless of this
difficulty. I proceeded to calmly talk with him about all of his
options. After reassuring him that it was going to be okay, and
that I loved him, we hung up. I cried for him—understanding
his fear and pain, but I had faith that it would all be okay. I
really did. That evening, I told my husband—rather nervously
—about my son’s difficulties. In the past, he would grow upset
whenever the children did not meet his very rigid expectations.
That night, his reaction was frightening. He flailed his hands
and grew extremely red in the face and called my son some
horrible and demeaning names. That night, my eyes opened for
the first time in a very long time. I saw the darkness. It hit me
head on. Even though I had seen him overreact verbally
hundreds of times before, something about the response that
night triggered something deep within me. Call it my Mama
Bear response. After crying myself to sleep, I woke up the next
morning, I prayed…and then I called a therapist.
And so, my arduous journey began. During the next five years,
I talked to God often, saw a therapist two times a month, all
while being labeled “crazy” by my spouse. I started off wanting
to understand how to protect my children from the criticism
and how to help my husband use kinder language. I slowly
began to realize that this ran far deeper. It was truly verbal
abuse.
Nothing hurt me more. But how could this be? I lived in a
perfect world, remember? It took me a long time, but once I
was able to admit it, I began to realize that for decades, I had
been working very hard to hide this abusive behavior and
pretend it did not exist. As I cautiously allowed myself to feel
the pain and admit how much we were all suffering, it became
easier to acknowledge all of the other issues that I had been

hiding. Along with the social/emotional dysfunction, there
were narcissism and other addictive behaviors. As I slowly
began to share this information with my close friends, they
confirmed that they had seen glimpses of many of these
behaviors for years. I was ashamed and confused and really
scared.
And as I admitted more and slowly grew stronger, I also delved
into my own behaviors and how/why I could possibly let all of
this continue for so long. I had literally
placed my children and myself in a bubble,
hoping to protect us from the reality.
Darkness was
Therapy and my many supportive friends
helped me to realize that I was an enabler, something to
and I had taught my children to enable—
avoid, something
hoping that if I just pleased, if we all just
to stay far away
pleased enough, the criticism and anger
from, both
would disappear. Well, it was not that
simple.
emotionally and
As the years went by and I admitted to the
darkness—the behaviors only intensified. I
requested marital counseling and other
support in hopes of saving our marriage
and our lives. But all invitations for help
were denied. I began to feel that my
situation, as it existed, was hopeless. I
began to see clearly that I needed to make
a change. I was terrified, but I knew that if
I did not, my children and I would never
be free.
The day I learned to embrace the darkness
was at once painful and a moment of
incredible light. Perhaps, just perhaps, I
might not have to live with this

physically. In
fact, looking
back, I believe I
pretty much
denied its
existence
because I was
afraid of it. Little
did I know that it
was actually all
around me.

exhausting fear and anxiety anymore. Maybe, just maybe, there
might be hope that my children could be free from their sadness
and their neverending sense of “failure”—harsh results of
parental verbal abuse. By finally being honest about the
darkness, I was able to grow strong enough to leave. And I did.
Wow, I actually did! It has been one year since our divorce was
final. Has it been a good year? It has been a year of healing.
Although my kids were all very relieved about our newfound
freedom and strength, they are just now beginning to feel the
effects of a lifetime of abuse. Healing is hard. But I grow strong
and they grow strong with each baby step we take.
Today, I understand clearly, that in order to open ourselves to
the light, we need to embrace the darkness and admit the
struggles. There is no shame in this. It is simply true healing.
Some days, it’s easier than others. Some days, I just jump for joy
and cry out loud—Thank you, God, for giving me the strength!
Some days, I crawl back under the sheets and cry.
Some days, I just want to hold my grown-up babies, protect
them from their anxieties and remind them how very much they
are loved. And some days, I know that, in order to heal, I have to
let go of the darkness.
continued on page 9
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Parenting Through Hard Times
BY KELLY RECTOR-ENGSTROM

n July 25, 2016, a friend of my children was killed in a
horrifying accident when a man under the influence of
multiple illegal substances collided his boat into her family’s
boat. That night, Charlotte, a young girl who was a bright
student and promising gymnast—not to mention beautiful
daughter and sister, was traveling with her parents,
grandparents and siblings, all who witnessed their beloved die.
When my husband, Lars, got the phone call, he went into
autopilot, drove home up the I-5, and whispered the news to
me on a sunny afternoon in our dark hallway.

How do you
confront the
garish sunlight
when your
world is
folding upon
itself in
stiflingly black
and blank
layers of
monstropolous
grief? How do
you trust God
ever again?
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I scolded him to stop telling lies; there
was no way this could be true. I’ll spare
you the details, but it was true. We
packed up Soren and Tova, then went to
the gymnastics club where Annike and
Petra were training, where all our girls
trained together hours upon hours every
week. We gathered them in our van and
explained what happened.
Petra, who at 15 years old was a stranger
to tragedy, became nauseous,
whispering, “No no no;” Annike sat
frozen, unmoving, shrinking into herself.
Immediately the girls glanced to the spot
in our van where Charlotte always sat on
the long carpool rides to and from the
gym, where she’d regale us with songs
about pizza and tales of second grade
adventures gone awry. They moved away
from the seat, staring into it, Petra, still
slowly mouthing, "no."

The next few days were a blur. How do you live through this?
How do you breathe and not wail? How do you answer the
grocery store clerk’s friendly “how are you today” or “did you
find everything you needed”? How do you confront the garish
sunlight when your world is folding upon itself in stiflingly
black and blank layers of monstropolous grief? How do you
trust God ever again?
Someone had to do something. As the matriarch, I pushed the
kids to “do normal,” try to shake off the cloak of darkness and
find a way to exist in love again.
A few days after Charlotte’s death, compelled to “do normal,”
Petra and I took our spry and fit pit-lab mix on our normal run,
but Nutsy collapsed on the trail after suffering a stroke. Nutsy
was a large dog; we could not carry her to the road to get help. I
frantically dialed Lars to come help us, and as I was screaming
and choking into the phone, up the steep hill behind me came
100-pound Petra running as fast as ever with the 70-pound dog
in her arms, imploring God for a mercy today. Her hot tears
dripping onto Nutsy’s lifeless body, her face contorted in the
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agony of the exertion of grieving over love and life. Nutsy
became our chance to save someone, to stop something
else bad from happening, to remind the universe that it
was done taking what we loved. And so, far from normal,
we maxed out our credit card at the veterinary hospital
and begged the veterinarian through our Charlotte tears,
our tears of incredible exhaustion, our tears of
unbearable grief; no, we commanded the vet, save our
Nutsy, do it all.
Days later, Nutsy survived. But, despite our denial and
bargaining with God, Charlotte was still dead. We went
through the motions, we completed the physical acts of
life and love, but we circled the drain a lot too. Not
trusting the source of holiness on this earth anymore, but
needing the healing power of ritual to help us be okay to
laugh, smile, or to celebrate life’s joys again, we anchored
ourselves in an unobtrusive pew at the back of the
church. Petra and I cried through many of those first 20
services. Soren sat glazed over, merciless in his one-sided
argument that God, an unfair and angry force, was
undeserving of his faith. Annike was tentative, reaching
for messages of hope, but holding them a fingertip’s
distance from her.
My teenagers were begging the world around them to let
them start to heal, to let the light come in and stay, no
strings attached, but hesitant and suspicious too. Week
after week, we sat in that back pew, in the corner. We
worshiped with other people, received their warm hands
in the peace, took communion again, and listened to
God’s message from our rectors that the world is worth
fighting for, God’s people are worth loving
wholeheartedly.
We got pulled back into spirituality by love from
community, which empowered us to continue to love
without fear. Today, we talk about Charlotte almost daily,
we smile and laugh, sometimes cry, but we celebrate her
life. Today, Nutsy is blind and irrational from her stroke,
but her existence reminds us not to give up on love or
life; Petra takes exciting risks, moving from a place of
fear to always seeking out growth in love and life; Soren
still questions and wonders what kind of God would allow
tragedy to happen, but he believes in love, he believes in
life; Annike forgives her maker for the innumerable
mysteries that she tries to sort out, embodying love and
life in her daily actions; though only 10 years old, Tova
pulled us from the back of the church to the front of the
church where she publicly grows in her holy pursuits
before the congregation, accepting love and life as her
creed.
Lastly, in our mission to make love and life a part of our
daily norms, our family ministry has become foster care.
continued on page 8
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Youth News: How Underwear Might Brighten a Bit of Darkness

M

BY CONSTANCE MITTHLEMAN

ere hours after worshiping with a grieving El Paso, Texas community that had been
torn apart by a mass shooting in a local Walmart the afternoon prior, our high
school group traveled to the local asylum shelter in Las Cruces, New Mexico. First, we
received a tour; the building had been an armory, recently converted into a makeshift
processing center, infirmary, dining hall, and sleeping quarters for asylum seekers who
had been dropped off by Border Patrol agents. For our new friends, this was the first
opportunity to truly be seen and heard; the first opportunity to take a shower and put on a
clean pair of clothes; the first opportunity to eat a warm meal in days, weeks, sometimes
even months.
All 42 of us walked through the concrete, barren, seemingly cave-like rooms that had seen
10,000 people over the course of a four to five month period fleeing their home countries
for their lives. Our job was to weed the grounds in an effort to make a good first
impression for our new friends. Wouldn’t most of us do the same?

Some of our youth with donations

While we were there, a Department of Homeland Security SUV pulled up. After a few minutes, three adults and two children, who both
appeared to be under the age of seven or eight, gradually made their way out of the vehicle; each row in the DHS vehicle is its own
separate cage so, you see, it took time. One of the ways we learned to identify people who had just been released into the United States
was to look at their shoes; the government takes all shoe laces, belts, phone cords, and sweatshirt strings and doesn’t bother giving
them back. So, when I looked at these Children of God, standing in a parking lot, completely clueless as to where they were, after
traveling for several hours locked in a cage inside a vehicle, tripping over their now unsecured shoes at the tender ages of maybe three
and eight years old, I didn’t have any hope.
The government’s "Remain in Mexico" policy, where all asylum seekers were being told to wait in the Mexican border cities for their
asylum hearings up to nine months away, went into effect the following day. The family we observed getting out of the DHS vehicle
was one of the last families allowed to wait for their asylum hearing safely, in the United States. So, when the youth and I brainstormed
the idea for the underwear drive both St. Andrew’s and Bethlehem held during the month of October, we had every understanding that
we would ship them to Border Servant Corps in Las Cruces, NM, and they would be taken to the overflowing shelters in Juarez to be
distributed.
Last week, after I arrived in the parking lot outside Postal Annex, the three marvelously filled boxes of children’s and adult underwear
stuffed quite ungracefully in the trunk and back seat of my car, I opened up my email so I could have the address for Border Servant
Corps ready to give to the gentlemen helping me. A new email popped up. Border Servant Corps had just received word that they would
be receiving seven individuals from three families that evening.
That, dear friends, is a light shining in the darkness.

S

Music Notes
BY VIRGINIA SUBLETT*, MUSIC DIRECTOR

inging our favorite Christmas carols and songs is among
the treats of the season. Yet the one place where we never
get to sing them until Christmas Eve is in church: why is that?
The Episcopal church observes distinct liturgical seasons. In
Advent we learn to wait patiently for our deepest desire. Our
readings speak of the nearness of the peaceable kingdom, laying
aside darkness to put on light, the blossoming of a barren desert,
and the appearance of angels. Unlike Christmas itself, however,
we know neither the day nor the hour that these things will
happen, so we must simply wait.

child” reminds us of children today who need our care, and
“People look East” invites us to turn toward the rising sun.
“Prepare the way, O Zion” and “What is this crying at Jordan?”
recall John the Baptizer. “O come, o come Emmanuel”
embodies our deepest hopes, as does the glorious AfricanAmerican spiritual, “My Lord, what a morning.” “Lo, how a
rose, e’er-blooming” and “How bright appears the Morning
Star” connect us with our ancestors who sang these tunes in
the 16th and 17th centuries, waiting just as we do for the magic
of Christmas.

Our Advent hymns are part of that tradition. “Lo, he comes with
clouds descending” describes the awesome sight of Messiah’s
return, while “O thou that tellest good tidings to Zion,”
encourages us to lift our voices in praise. “Star-child, earth-

Our patience will be rewarded; Christmas will come, and before
Epiphany we will sing many of our most beloved carols. And as
a sneak preview, join us after the 10 am service on December
15th for a carol singalong; we’ll be taking requests!

*Virginia Sublett, our Music Director, leads the choir, which meets each Thursday at 7 pm . If you are interested in joining the choir or other music
groups, please contact Virginia at music@standrewsepiscopal.com.
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...every word and action that person takes is proof
positive that the sky is falling. But what are the facts?

Sr. Warden
BY JIM MCLENNAN

ome of you have heard me say
that before I became involved in
our strategic planning a few years ago,
Nancy and I simply showed up to the
8 am worship service on Sundays and
then left immediately to claim our
favorite booth at the diner downtown
for breakfast. Since becoming your
Senior Warden, my eyes have been
opened wide with the 40-plus ministries
you are all involved in each month.

Book Review:

I

BY JYOTI OSTEN

n almost every conversation lately, someone will lament
about the terrible times we live in. About how dark and full
of despair our world is. Maybe their candidate isn’t in the
governor’s office or the president’s office; and every word and
action that person takes is proof positive that the sky is
falling.

Jim McLennan,
our Sr. Warden

Additionally, I’ve come to realize that we really are the community
hub we claim to be. In addition to the myriad ministries, our campus
is available to many others in our community. If you’re like me, I
think you’ll enjoy perusing this list. Because of your generosity,
we’re able to serve our surrounding community in the following
ways:
Support groups such as AA – 15 meetings per week
Tremble Clefs (singers with Parkinson’s) – Weekly
singing rehearsals for concerts
Roger Anderson Chorale – Weekly rehearsals and
concerts
Capella Gloriana – Occasional rehearsals
Hutchins Consort – Four annual concerts
North Coast Singers – Annual concert
iPalpiti – Annual concert
Preschool Parents – Five week course
Center for Spiritual Living – Dinner and program
Boy Scout Troop – Weekly meeting and special
ceremonies
PEO (non-profit group) – Annual fund-raising concert
Shades of Pink foundation – Annual fund-raising event
Elijah Minyan Jewish community – Observance of High
Holy Days

We truly are a busy campus. When you combine our many
ministries with the outside activities that take place here, there is
seldom a time that something is not happening on our campus.
We should all be proud of the many things we do and host at St.
Andrew’s for our community.

I’ve come to realize that we really are the
community hub we claim to be.

continued from page 6

Is the sky really falling?

But what are the facts? What does the data show us? In his
book Factfulness–Ten Reasons We’re Wrong About the World–
and Why Things Are Better Than You Think, Hans Rosling
presents basics facts about the world and the remarkable
progress that we, as humanity, have made. There are far too
many to list, but here are a few you may not know about.
First, and most profound, there is no more “third world” and
“first world.” The majority of people no longer live in “low
income” or “high income” countries; most live in “middle
income,” with 91% of the world living in “middle or high
income” countries.
Extreme poverty–wherein people who walk with their bucket,
barefoot to get water, and often go to bed hungry–has
dropped from 50% of the world population to less than eight
percent in the last 20 years! Folks, this is nothing short of
miraculous. In 1800, extreme poverty covered 85% of the
world. This literally means that billons of people are no longer
starving to death, they have access to a bicycle and shoes,
they can afford some cooking fuel, and they sleep sheltered.
In 1800, 44% of children died before their fifth birthday.
Today, it is under four percent. Ninety percent of girls across
the world attend primary school. Women can vote in almost
every country. In 1900, we didn’t really have the concept of
protecting nature. Now, 14.7% of the world’s land is protected
as national parks or reserves.
Do we have a long way to go? Yes, of course, there are many
dark places, some getting darker. But is the world getting
better in so many ways? YES! It is all because of the individual
people who go out into the world together to shine their light
in dark places. Their light is changing the world.

Parenting Children Through Hard Times

I don’t have all the answers, and maybe we’re not doing any of this right, but we had to make a choice to take risks and live rich and
full lives. We know the future holds more losses—this is life—and we could let it pull us under, but we’ve been down in that craggy
ravine of despair with its sharp edges, where our hearts beat hard and slowly and we couldn’t open our eyes, and we know we don’t
belong there. Instead of allowing the fear of another loss, we knew we had to live through sadness and hard times in order to stay
in the world; so we “do normal,” we do rituals, we practice love, and we live life.
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Gillian Campbell

kept him company at home during the wedding celebration. Michael died on June 29, 2011.
When I asked Gillian how it felt to lose her life partner of 47 years, she said, “We’ve always been a
family who talks about dying, which is healthy.” Michael’s death was “not totally out of the blue.
And I always knew I’d be OK. We always had independent lives apart from each other.” She
conceded: “You don’t fit in [socially] in the same way when you’re on your own.”
Of her 18 years as St. Andrew’s Parish Administrator, Gillian says she “really remembers Jocelyn’s
ordination, the anticipation, mixed with horror, of welcoming over 100 children at VBS, big youth
trips, and relationships you make along the way.” She “never worked with someone like Tammy.”
They can pick up each other’s work, if necessary, and complete it without being told. But Gillian
feels “It’s time for the office and me to change.” She looks forward to “being a normal church
member, visiting with friends and family out of town for as long as I want, and doing what I want,
when I want.” And after her last day on December 19, Gillian is taking some time away from St.
Andrew’s altogether–visiting friends in New Zealand and her brother in Seattle at stops on his
worldwide yacht race, traveling to England and Nashville, and generally easing into retirement.
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Embracing Darkness
continued from page 5

But every single day, I am
grateful for the strength that my
children, my family, my friends,
and God have all given me to be
honest about and learn from this
dark time in my life. As my
healing journey continues, I will
march forward growing stronger
every day, hoping that I can help
others see the healing strength,
beauty and light that emerges
from darkness. If there is
darkness in your life, I hope that
you, too, can embrace the
darkness—and see the light in
your life—someday!

For over 20 years, Gillian and I have laughed, cried, and prayed together. Frederick Buechner
reminds us: “The world is full of dark shadows, to be sure, both the world without and the world
within, and the road we’ve all set off on is long and hard … but the word is trust. Trust the deepest
intuitions of your own heart. Trust the source of your own inner gladness.” As we transition
through the leave-takings and homecomings this season, trust, through the waiting, that there
will be a moment after this one. And though that moment may be even darker than the one
you’re breathing through now, trust that a wise counselor, like my friend Gillian, carries a light for
you and that the Holy Spirit leads you both, even if you can’t see the lamp or the road ahead.
Gillian unlocking the church door

Advent & Christmas at St. Andrew's
Get All the News
and Dates!
Make sure to get the
information you need
about all the fun, spiritual,
and educational events St.
Andrew's has to offer!
Check our website
regularly (there's even a
calendar feature):
standrewsepiscopal.org
Follow us on Instagram:
@standrewsencinitas
Follow us on Facebook:
St. Andrew's Episcopal
Church, Encinitas
Subscribe to our e-blast:
Click on the link at the
bottom of the landing
page of our website
Read the announcements
in the bulletin weekly

Find details and the
January calendar
online:
standrewsepiscopal.org
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Website: standrewsepiscopal.org
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Change Service Requested

God loves you. No exceptions.

Regular
Sun:

Upcoming Events

Dec. 1: Visit from St. Nicholas, 10am

See Sunday Schedule, pg. 2

Dec. 11: Art & Soul, Canterbury Christmas, 1pm

Tues: 2nd—Aging Gracefully, 10am
1st/3rd—Young Adult Bible Study, 7pm
Wed: High School Youth Group, 7pm, BLC

Dec. 19: Las Posadas, 6pm

Choir Practice, 7pm

Sat.

Community Meal, 10am

Dec. 12: Friendsgiving, 5pm

Dec. 15: Parish Breakfast/Carol Sing, 11:15am

Food Pantry, 3pm

Education for Ministry, 9am

Dec. 11: Liturgy of Light & Remembrance, 7pm

Dec. 14: Christmas Gift Shop, 1pm

Thurs: 4th—XYZ's Lunch, time & location TBD

Fri:

Save the Date

Dec. 21: Tea Honoring Gillian, 2:30pm
Dec. 22: Service of Lessons & Carols, 10am
Dec. 24: Nativity Pageant: 4pm

Showers of Blessings, 8:30 am-12pm
1st/3rd: Women's Spiritual Formation, 8am
2nd/4th: Men's Bible Study, 8am

Can't find what you need? Visit our website,
where you can also sign up to receive our
weekly e-blast: standrewsepiscopal.org

Candlelight Worship: 9pm
Dec. 25: Christmas Worship: 9:30am

Our Mission:

Jan. 12: Vestry Candidate Forum, 11:15am
Jan. 19: Parish Breakfast, 11:15am
Jan. 26: Annual Meeting, 11:15am

Please visit our website for information on pastoral care, baptisms, weddings, funerals, and to
submit a prayer request: standrewsepiscopal.org.
website: standrewsepiscopal.org
Facebook: St. Andrew's Episcopal, Encinitas
Instagram: standrewsencinitas

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

