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From the Editor's Desk

hen I returned from a year in Chile, where I'd been a
pastoral intern with the Evangelical Lutheran Church in
America, I felt like everything had changed. I remember
well my first trip to a grocery store once home. I went to purchase
deodorant. Instead of having just one choice at a neighborhood
corner kiosk, as I'd had in Chile, there was an entire aisle from
which to choose. I left that supermarket empty-handed, wondering
how a single trip could change so much for me.

The reality, of course, was that within weeks, I had re-established
myself as the supermarket-going, regular American that I was. I
was amazed and almost disappointed at how quickly I'd re-adjusted to my old life—
especially since the adjustment to living in Chile had taken so much longer. It left me
wondering if my journey had changed anything in me at all.
A quarter of a century later, I can honestly say I still find myself discovering beliefs, feelings,
and values that had been formed within me during that year in Chile. Sometimes, I'll even
pull a fact seemingly out of the air and trace that bit of knowledge back to my time in Chile.
The thing about pilgrimages is that they don't always smack us in the head with awareness.
Sometimes, what we learn from pilgrimages, and who we become, trickles through us
slowly, almost imperceptibly. Like a slow river forging a tremendous canyon, they leave an
indelible impression—whether we know it is happening or not.
I hope you'll take the time to read about some amazing pilgrimages taken by those around
us in this issue of The Epistle. It all begins, of course, with delving more deeply into Mother
Brenda's sabbatical pilgrimage (pgs. 2 & 4). Rev. Richard offers some guidance into the very
idea of a pilgrimage (pg. 5) and Constance leads us through the moving pilgrimage she took
our youth on over the summer (pg. 6). We hear from a local Rotarian, who helped eradicate
the polio virus in India (pg. 7) and experience a bit about pilgrimages through our Music
Director's eyes (or ears?) (pg. 9). And then there is the pilgrimage that our regular
columnist, Gigi Miller, has called life. We turned the page on her, so to speak, and put her on
the other side of the ink this issue. You might think you know Gigi. You don't. Read about
her journey (pg. 3). It will offer you a mini-pilgrimage of your own (and tremendous thanks
to columnist Kelly Rector-Engstrom for debuting in The Epistle just after she stumbled into
her own pilgrimage, which included not one, but two, surprise surgeries in one week).
Make sure to check out upcoming activities (pg. 11) and the calendar for October and
November on the back page as well, so you won't miss out on any mini-pilgrimages St.
Andrew's has to offer.

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,

As you might have guessed, we’ve been planning this
issue since before we began our Renewal Program,
knowing that during my sabbatical I would have been
on a pilgrimage to Assisi, Italy, walking in the footsteps
of Saints Clare and Francis. You can read more about
that trip on page 4.

Additionally, Rev. Richard’s column on page 5 will give
you more specifics about what a pilgrimage is and how
those activities inform and deepen our faith journeys.
In this section, however, I want to invite you to explore
the idea of pilgrimage in your daily life.
I was fortunate to have my sabbatical travel funded by a grant, and while many of
you might financially afford a 10-day pilgrimage, not all of you can block out that
kind of time in the midst of your other responsibilities and obligations. But there
is no restriction on the amount of time a trip must take to be called a pilgrimage.
It’s what happens along the way that determines whether the journey is a
pilgrimage or not. Typically, a pilgrim visits a sacred space of one sort or another.
And, while a tourist is simply visiting as many sites as possible and snapping the
requisite selfie at each location, a pilgrim is more of a seeker. They engage in
more in-depth experiences that can lead to the answer of a spiritual question.
That can happen in five minutes, five days, or five weeks, but it doesn’t require
much more than paying attention; trusting that God is speaking to you in the
most subtle ways; noticing colors, textures, smells, sounds…even words on a
billboard; being in the moment in a way that the new becomes familiar. One
author refers to a pilgrim as a “person in search of a spiritual homeland,” and
describes the process as “praying with one’s feet.”
So, here’s a really simple way to be a pilgrim in your daily life: think of the
journey you make from your seat in the pew, up to the altar rail to receive
communion, and back, as a pilgrimage. Along the way, recall the everyday saints
who were at that rail at some point in time; let the music waft over you; taste the
elements; look into the eyes of your fellow parishioners; be aware of one footstep
and then the next; and feel the comfort in knowing St. Andrew’s is your
“spiritual homeland.” Rest in that knowing.
Joyful in hope & faithful in prayer,

It’s what happens along the way
that determines whether the
journey is a pilgrimage or not.
*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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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

Appointments are suggested for
office or home visits.
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Gigi Miller: From the Other Side of the Page
BY KELLY RECTOR-ENGSTROM

e all know Gigi, right? She’s a spritly
parishioner who seems to know
everybody; she normally writes this column;
her beautiful doe eyes are framed by years of
thousands of smiles and a youthful fringe of
bangs. She’s lively, you can feel her
effervescence popping out of her, giving you a
little spring in your step. Even her name exudes
a kinetic energy: Gigi—you brighten when you
say it. She greets everyone with love, kindness
and compassion. She serves our community
with grace, and a seemingly endless supply of
joy. She’s what my grandpa would call “good
people.”

Gigi and Rich with "batdog," Riley

It’s easy to picture Gigi in a beautiful home—filled with love
and family—and in fact it is. But Gigi’s pilgrimage from her
early days as a city kid in one of DC’s rough-around-theedges neighborhoods to doting mother and hands-on
grandma is filled with the sorts of set-backs and triumphs
that take her life’s work from enchanting fairy tale to a
rough and tumble Oregon Trail scenario—where our heroine
trudges westward getting knocked out of her covered wagon,
and then bucked off her horse, and then just walks the rest
of the way. Eventually covered with battle scars, as her
relationship with God expanded and contracted, today, she’s
our resident optimist, who doesn’t look back.
Gigi and Rich have been married over 30 years. Daughter
Kelsey and her partner, Mitchell, along with their miracle
baby, Maverick, share the home with the Millers. Their
sensitive soul, Will, stays close to Gigi via phone while he
crosses the country in his work as a recruiter. They’re still
connected with Maritza, a grown woman now, who they
took in during her late teens to give her a chance at
childhood; the very same Maritza, a middle school teacher,
is raising three healthy, happy children.
Gigi’s is a life journey defined by love, dignity, and a large
dose of sheer grit. At some point during our interview, Gigi
rattles off a paraphrased quote I had recently heard. It
strikes me and I have her repeat it, which she shyly does, her
embarrassed face muttering, “But I’m not saving anyone.”
Here’s what we could piece together of the quote: one day,
you will tell the story of how you overcame what you are going
through right now, and it will become part of someone else’s
survival story. She doesn’t want me to keep this part in here,
but it’s a lesson, and as Gigi puts it, we’re all God’s people—
our stories are important too. She wasn’t talking about
herself at that moment, but I caught her on a technicality.
So here we go . . .
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Gigi recently had a freak accident,
that she laughs about now, in
which she fell into a friend’s
kitchen from a skylight on their
roof. Her merry eyes dance at the
story of how she somehow alights
on the friend’s kitchen counter,
breaking some ribs on the way
through their ceiling, and passes
the weekend in agony before
seeking medical care. Without a
hint of breathlessness, she
cheerily states, "I'm okay now."

This is Gigi’s battle cry. As the daughter of two welleducated professionals, a crypt analyst father who went on
to automate the Library of Congress, and a glass ceilingsmashing mother who was a biochemist, she remembers a
happy early childhood. Her siblings were 10 and 13 years
older; she was her mother’s satellite.
At the dawn of adolescence, though, her brother was
diagnosed with thyroid cancer. The world of pediatric
oncology was a small one, therapies were not well
understood; they threw the latest at his little body; it
worked, the cancer went away. But, the lasting effects of the
disease and the treatment were more than her brother could
overcome—the family lost Gigi’s brother to suicide when
she was 15-years old. Gigi’s grief-stricken and guilt-ridden
father began a tumultuous relationship with alcohol in a
time when men were expected to take life’s hard-hitting
sucker punches with a stiff upper lip. Her mother remained
her rock.
However, in short time, cancer would visit her family again
as her mother was diagnosed with ovarian cancer when Gigi
was just 17 years old. Today, ovarian cancer is a tough
challenge to treat, but in the late seventies, it was
insurmountable. After years of an insular life in her DC
neighborhood and her tight Episcopalian community, Gigi’s
life was again upended when her mom died of that ovarian
cancer. Without her mother—alone—Gigi faced a father
internalizing a bitter battle with his demons, a private
Episcopalian high school that had a hard anti-integration
stance, and a city pulsating and heaving under the pressure
cooker of racial and income inequality.
continued on page 10

Gigi’s is a life journey defined by love, dignity, and
a large dose of sheer grit.
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Pilgrimages and the Questions they Answer

ave you ever done something that people seem
excited to hear about, but when you shared your
experience, they look disappointed? For instance, when I
would mention I’d just spent a year volunteer teaching in
Honduras, people would smile eagerly at me and say, “I bet
that was a wonderful experience.” When I responded,
“actually, it was the worst year of my life,” they acted as if I
had offended them personally by speaking such words!
I received similar responses when I talked about the 12
days I spent in the Holy Land. Apparently, my friends
wanted me to explain how the trip was a once-in-a-lifetime
adventure of visiting the sacred sites of our Christian faith.
Instead, I would describe the transformative experience of
realizing the complexities of Israel-Palestine, the mindblowing reality of seeing first-hand the West Bank wall in
Jerusalem, and listening to two fathers—one Palestinian
and one Israeli—speak about the child each had lost to the
conflict.
People expected me to describe what it’s like to be a tourist
in the Holy Land, which, frankly, is like racing through a
Christian Disneyland! What I was describing, however, is
what it’s like to be a pilgrim. In his novel, Chasing Francis,
Ian Morgan Cron suggests: “You go on pilgrimage because
you know there’s something missing inside your soul, and
the only way you can find it is to go to sacred places, places
where God made God’s-self known to others. In sacred
places, something gets done to you that you’ve been
unable to do for yourself.”
So, although our guides did ensure we saw the major
attractions of Christianity, they also provided us with
opportunities to really experience the depth and breadth of
the culture, context, and history of that land and the
people who live there. We had time for contemplation and
reflection, which changed the whole emphasis of the trip.
Even though scholars will tell you that pilgrims often have
a spiritual question answered along the way, my questions,
as well as the answers, have emerged during my trips. My
question in the Holy Land was this: “Is it possible to have
hope in the midst of such harsh circumstances in a
situation that’s been exasperated for centuries?” The
answer I received was, “Yes.” Over and over again, we
heard from people and saw examples of groups who
refused to let hopelessness take hold in their lives.
Though I wasn’t on a pilgrimage, per se, in Honduras, I had
been sent with a question by my bishop, who asked me to
consider the difference between optimism and faith. Living
in the most violent city in the world, and knowing my
privilege almost certainly guaranteed my escape at the end
of the year, while also aware that most of the people I

Page 4

encountered wouldn’t have that option, definitely provided
the space to fully embody the question. The conclusion I
reached was related to the answer I found in the Holy Land.
I realized that while optimism is more of a tourist response
that everything always works out, so I don’t have to worry
about it, hope is possible because of our faith that together,
with God at the center, we can make a difference.
You’ll notice a theme here, because the spiritual question
revealed to me this past May in Assisi, Italy was this: “Can
one individual really make a difference in the course of
history?” Again, the answer was a resounding, “YES!”
Francis and Clare were both people who we think of as
giving up a lot to become monastics. In reality, by
renouncing the wealth of their respective families, they
gained the freedom to do what they felt called to do. And
all they felt called to do was to turn their lives over
completely—no holds barred—to God.
Neither of them set out to become the leader of a monastic
order; they simply wanted to have everything they did
point to their absolute love of, and trust in, God. They
didn’t care if others liked or imitated what they were doing;
they simply wanted to be as close to God as possible. Along
the way, however, others took notice and those folks joined
the experiment. The experiment rippled out in thousands
of ways that neither Clare nor Francis could have
anticipated, ways that are still appreciated, studied, and
replicated.
Like my time in the Holy Land, the pilgrimage in Assisi was
designed to create the space for us to sink down into the
questions. The day we spent hiking to the hermitages of
Francis, we made the three mile trek up and back in silence.
Without feeling obligated to be in conversation, there was
plenty of time to ponder.
I’d be happy to tell you more about listening to the Poor
Clare’s sing vespers, joining the Franciscan brothers in
their daily procession to commemorate Francis receiving
his stigmata, or the Medieval festival that caused us to
wander streets in complete darkness. Hopefully, you heard
some of those stories at our Renewal Parties. But more
important than my stories is my invitation. Where will you
go on pilgrimage, and what questions do you hope to have
answered? Remember, it doesn’t have to be a long journey
to be a pilgrimage. You can bring your pilgrim awareness to
any trip…no matter the length!

Like my time in the Holy Land, the pilgrimage in
Assisi was designed to create the space for us to
sink down into the questions.
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Pilgrimage: Heart & Foot

homas Merton said of pilgrimages: “The geographical
pilgrimage is the symbolic acting out of an inner
journey. The inner journey is the interpolation of the
meanings and signs of the outer pilgrimage. One can have
one without the other. It is best to have both.” Former
Archbishop of Canterbury Rowan Williams noted that
Merton allowed himself, wherever he was, to be completely
enveloped by that place, to listen for God through that
place, not imprinting himself upon it, but shaped by the
place.* Another author, reflecting on Williams’
commentary of Merton, writes:
This interior attentiveness to place is both
fundamentally responsible for Merton’s arresting
originality and for his contemplative character.
Williams dubs Merton’s disposition toward place
“priestly,” yet it could very easily be called
“contemplative.” At the heart of the life of the
contemplative is not an emptiness, a silent lack, or a
self-involved examination. The heart of the life of a
contemplative is the activity at the root of the word
—the Latin verb, contemplari—to consider
carefully, to gaze at, to observe. The true
contemplative is always beholding something—
someone.**

Pilgrimages of any variety are born of the heart; it begins as
a movement within. The earliest Christian pilgrims traveled
to Jerusalem to walk the last days of Jesus’ life in and around
the city. As time went on and travel to the Holy Land
became difficult for many, the Stations of the Cross came
into common use in local churches as replacement for the
pilgrimage of Via Dolorosa (believed to be the path Jesus
took to Golgotha) in Jerusalem. The fourteen stations, which
you can also find at St. Andrew’s, came to represent the
closest most faithful would ever get to the physical and
spiritual place of Jesus’ last moments.
Regardless of where one did the pilgrimage, in your local
congregation or in Jerusalem itself, it is a calling on the
faithful that leads one to such movement. This sense of
pilgrimage as movement later found a new expression in
labyrinths, many of which were at the front of sanctuary
buildings, giving them apotropaic (“to turn from”) qualities,
a walk of repentance before entering a holy place.

As time continued to go on, and as holy relics (items
claimed to be bones or other property of Jesus, the
apostles, and anyone connected with them) became
points for pilgrimage; several of St. Andrew’s bones were
taken to Scotland, where they remain in the town of St.
Andrew’s to this day—making it a popular place for
pilgrims to move towards. Same thing for the Basilica San
Marco in Venice (They stole St. Mark’s bones from Coptic
Christians in Egypt, a story for another time, along with
general medieval relic smuggling, a hot business then!).
All of this is to say that pilgrimages are very much a part
of past and contemporary Christian experiences (as well
as many other religions—think of the Wailing Wall for
Jews and the Hajj for Muslims, among many others). The
one true pilgrimage I’ve been on was to the bones of the
Japanese and Vietnamese martyrs in the oldest church in
Macau. It was somewhat by accident, as I didn’t know
they were there at all until the day I arrived in Macau.
Once I knew they were there, though, I was eager for my
host at the time to get me there. Walking through Macau
one would be forgiven to mistake it for Lisbon, Portugal,
as the walkways are very much in the same style. The
ruins of the oldest church, St. Paul’s, are only what’s left
of its façade and foundation, where the bones are still
kept, now behind plexiglass to stop onlookers from
engaging in modern reliquary redistribution. Upon
entering, I felt the way a pilgrim ought to—astonished at
the significance and simplicity of the objects I came to
bear witness to.
But a pilgrimage does not mean one must leave home, or
at least not physically. Pilgrimage is always a movement,
though. Whether by foot, heart, or both, where is God
calling you towards? Remember, like Paul Coelho wrote:
“The boat is safer anchored at the port; but that’s not the
aim of boats.” Walk, pilgrims. Walk.
*Williams, Rowan. “A Person that Nobody Knows: a
Paradoxical Tribute to Thomas Merton.” The Merton Journal,
Advent 2002.
**Roden, Renée. “[Dis]placed Poet: Thomas Merton’s
Pilgrimage.” May 16, 2019

...pilgrimages are very much a part of past and
contemporary Christian experiences.
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St. Andrew's Youth: A Pilgrimage Like No Other

he dictionary.com definition of a pilgrimage is, “A journey, especially a long one,
made to some sacred space as an act of religious devotion.”

My intent for all of our High School Summer Service Trips is to do something relevant to
our lives here, in this place, at this time, to serve others not so different from ourselves.
In 2018, we helped in fire relief efforts in Santa Rosa, CA after the devastating wildfires
of the previous fall. When the border crisis began to escalate, I knew that was where God
was calling us and would accompany us along the journey to learn from, listen to, and
see with our own eyes our brothers and sisters in Christ whose lives were in utter and
complete upheaval. In all of the preparation for our journey, I told the youth that this
trip would look different than the rest. In years past, we could see the change we were
making, we could see the walls we were raising of the homes we were helping to build.
This year, the change wouldn’t necessarily be something we could see with our own
eyes; rather the change would be happening within each one of us.

Communicating through the wall

Although Encinitas can appear to be paradise for some, we, too, are a border community. There are families of mixed documentation
status that live in our neighborhoods and attend the same schools as our youth—and that are deported more often than we care to
admit. Last fall, I met with principal Jennifer Bond of Ocean Knoll Elementary School and she shared stories of the fear our neighbors
live in every day. These members of our community know what the I.C.E. trucks look like. When one is spotted in the neighborhood,
massive alerts are sent out to all they know; people don’t go to work and children don’t go to school for days on end.

Within the first 48-72 hours of our pilgrimage to Las Cruces, NM, we knew it would be different than any other journey we’d taken
together thus far. First, we learned of the bluff collapse at Encinitas’ Grandview Beach, which killed family members of a local
dentist. Then, we learned of the mass shooting at a Walmart in El Paso, TX—just 45 minutes from where we were staying and where
we were supposed to go for worship the following morning. After monitoring the situation overnight, we proceeded to El Paso for
worship, where the pastor read a note from the local bishop that stated something along the lines of El Paso being the most recent
community to suffer from a mass shooting. The reality hit us because, not even that was true anymore—there had been another
mass shooting in Ohio mere hours before.
During the week, we met with Border Patrol agents, witnessed court cases, talked to local judges, visited asylum shelters, spent time
along the fence talking and playing games with beautiful children of God who live on the Southern side of the border, and listened to
stories of people and families torn apart by the border (and yet, they had unwavering faith in spite of physical and political barriers
and challenges urging them at every turn to give up).
One of the powerful stories we heard was from a single woman named Carmen. Carmen was from Juarez and decided years ago to
adopt a 3-year-old daughter who had cerebral palsy. Carmen told of all the challenges the two of them faced for 23 years of her
daughter’s 26-year life trying to access appropriate medical care. We heard of the months she lived in her daughter’s hospital room
in El Paso, TX because she had nowhere else to go; the months she and her daughter lived in the hallway of a friend’s home because
they had to stay close to the hospital but couldn’t afford a room of their own; the way doctors and nurses found her a job earning the
eight dollars per day it cost to stay at the local Ronald McDonald house. At one point, after returning to Juarez, her daughter
experienced medical complications that could not be treated on that side of the border. They were able to return to her doctors in El
Paso; however, it was too late to rectify the damage that had been done and
her daughter succumbed to her various illnesses. With tears streaming
HELP OUR YOUTH SUPPORT
down her face, yet outright assurance in her voice, Carmen explained that
ASYLUM SEEKERS
in God’s eyes and in heaven, there are no borders or divisions between us—
The high school youth group continues
that is humankind’s work.
supporting those asylum seekers asked to wait
in Juarez until their trial dates—up to 9 months
There were moments for all 42 of us that week when we wondered where
away. They only have what they were able to
God was in the face of the border crisis, when the evil and hatred seemed as
carry. A huge need in the shelters is underwear!
insurmountable as the steel fence that stood between us and the beautiful
We are collecting new/packaged underwear
neighbors we had the privilege of meeting. But for as many of those
throughout October. Please purchase any
moments we had, we had infinitely more moments where we knew God was
children's sizes and adult size smalls. Please
standing right in front of us and within us as we opened our eyes, ears,
deposit donations in the assigned plastic tub in
hearts, and minds to who and where God is calling us to be.
the Parish Hall. Thank you!
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Pilgrimages that Heal

e all have friends who have volunteered for projects or
mission trips in other areas of the world. I’m blessed to
be part of a Rotary Club filled with many adventurous and
generous spirits who are always looking for a place to make a
difference. In 2004, four Rotary buddies talked me into going
on my first international Rotary trip, a National Immunization
Day (NID) project tour through northern India.

Going door to door, we showed them photos of our
children and grandchildren. Our clumsy explanations of
our extended families dispelled the myth, spread by some
religious groups, that the polio vaccine would make their
children sterile. The men were not allowed near the
Muslim women, but we could deliver the message—and
the vaccine.

Upon arrival in Delhi, we were each given our assignments,
with our more experienced travelling couple boarding a train to
the west and my two women travel buddies and me joining the
project organizers.

In India, herculean efforts were needed to comb the cities
and roam the countryside until every child had received
the drops on at least two occasions, It took years of NIDs,
spaced throughout various areas where the polio virus
was detected.

We helped mobilize teams of Indian and American Rotarians
on NID outreach efforts throughout Delhi, Varanasi, and the
surrounding countryside. We worked the intake tables in Delhi,
where thousands of parents brought children and babies to
receive the oral vaccine. Each child opened their mouth wide as
a drop was squeezed from the vial and then a finger was
smudged with black ink, an indicator that they were protected
and had joined the mission to end the devastating scourge of
polio virus in their country.
I have joyous memories of that trip. In between assignments,
we saw the Taj Majal and the Red Fort. We rode tuk tuks
through the city, buses through the countryside and elephants
in Jaipur. We serendipitously were invited to an elaborate
wedding celebration, which lasted well past midnight.
After a day of work at the NID site, I coyly expressed a fondness
for motorcycles to a fellow Indian Rotarian who had arrived on
his motorbike. I soon found myself clinging to his back as we
merged with cars, trucks, buses and taxis, overtook bikes and
tuk tuks, and dodged a camel, some goat carts, and a cow. I was
delighted by the mayhem, and we arrived at his home about
thirty minutes ahead of my compadres, who had piled into a
minivan to join us in the beautiful repast that I helped his wife
set out in their urban apartment home.

Now, India is polio-free.
Near the end of our trip, after we had inoculated children
in Varanasi, our hosts planned a special daybreak outing
on the Ganges, India’s most holy river. We broke into
small groups and went out onto the river in boats.
Funeral pyres glowed orange in the distance. As the day
dawned, we each launched palm-sized creations of
floating blossoms and candles onto the water. Across the
horizon, others were doing the same. At the shoreline,
hundreds were bathing in the promise of a more holy
new day.
Making that day a little better for someone in an
unfamiliar land is what international travel projects are
all about, and I was hooked for life.

Opportunities like these are the heart of international projects
—at their core—as are the many ways we can alter lives for the
better.
When partnered with the Word Health Organization,
wandering through Muslin tenements to offer vaccine for their
children, we women were instrumental in breaking through
the barriers to communication—the fear of their non-Muslim
countrymen, and the mistrust of Western medicine.

A Rotary National Immunization Day
(NID) project tour through northern India

Each child opened their mouth wide as a drop was squeezed from the vial and then a finger
was smudged with black ink, an indicator that they were protected and had joined the
mission to end the devastating scourge of polio virus in their country.
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How Are We Doing?
Survey Results

he Vestry and other church leadership were interested in
learning more about how we can welcome more people
into the various ministries of St. Andrew's and developed a
short survey that would help us start to gather information.
The survey was conducted over the summer.

ver half of the people who could deduct their
contributions to charity lost the tax deduction with the
tax law changes of 2018. One way some people can still get the
tax deduction is with a Donor Advised Fund. With a Donor
Advised Fund, the following occurs:

We used the Net Promoter Score (NPS)—a business tool to
discern customer loyalty—calculated based on responses to a
single question: How likely is it that you would recommend our
company/product/service to a friend or colleague?

You contribute assets such as cash, or appreciated
stocks and real estate, to a Donor Advised Fund
established in your name and managed by a
sponsoring organization.
The sponsoring organization invests your gift as you
direct.
The sponsoring organization makes distributions
from your Fund to charities you recommend, such as
St. Andrew’s Episcopal Church.

The survey asked a few simple questions:
On a scale of 1 to 10, how likely are you to recommend the
[Name of Ministry] to a friend?
What do you value about [Name of Ministry]?
Is there anything you would change?

All donations are immediately tax deductible and the assets in
the account enjoy tax-free growth. This allows owners of a Donor
Advised Fund to take advantage of maximum tax deductions while
keeping decision-making freedom. There are no limits to the
number of grants that can be made, so donations can be made by
the convenience of the donor. For example, both monthly pledge
amounts and Capital Campaign contributions to St. Andrew’s
could be made from a Donor Advised Fund.
Ask your tax accountant if a Donor Advised Fund can reduce your
income taxes. With a Donor Advised Fund you can bunch your
charitable contributions in one year, then send money out of the
fund to charities over the course of two or more years. To set up a
Donor Advised Fund you can ask your investment adviser to do so.
There are also many national and community charities that can
set one up for you, such as the Episcopal Church Foundation.

An Update from the Sr. Warden
As of September 23rd, when this went to
print, our Capital Campaign has a total of
$1.6M in commitments. When we
interviewed Capital Campaign consultants
last year, every one of them indicated we
could expect to raise around three times
our annual giving. Since our annual pledge
Jim McLenna,
campaign is very close to $500k, we
our Vestry Warden
exceeded the target! Typically, around 140
families pledge annually, so the fact that 120 households have
committed to the Capital Campaign is a great indicator of the
parish-wide desire to replace, upgrade, and expand our facilities. If
all goes as planned, contingent upon city permitting, we hope to
break ground next Easter, and re-occupy the transformed Parish
Hall by Christmas of 2020. Thank you to everyone who is helping
make this vision a reality!
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Using the NPS, respondents are grouped as follows:
Promoters (score 9-10) are loyal enthusiasts who will keep
participating and invite others.
Passives (score 7-8) are satisfied but unenthusiastic
participants.
Detractors (score 0-6) are unhappy participants who can
impede growth through negative word-of-mouth.
Survey Links were distributed to each ministry lead, and
postcard surveys in English and Spanish were supplied for
anyone who wanted them—these were especially helpful in
obtaining responses from our Service Ministries such as Food
Pantry, Showers of Blessings, and Saturday Breakfast.
With over 250 responses, the overall rating was 9.4!
Even better, there was little variation between respondent
types or ministry areas. This is an outstanding score and one
that we would not expect to see in surveys of most business or
retail enterprises.

Respondent
Breakdown:
Volunteer: 75
Client: 98
Participant: 76
Leader: 10

Ministry Areas:
Administration: 10
Christian Formation/Fellowship: 36
Pastoral Care: 5
Service: 176
Welcome: 7
Worship: 59

Individual scores and responses will be sent to each Ministry
Lead whose area received responses so they can read the many
wonderful comments and useful suggestions for themselves.
Thank you to all who shared the service in their ministry and
participated by responding. Special thanks to Estela who helped
many of our Food Pantry Clients with the survey!
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Thoughts on Journeys

ike many today, I have traveled frequently, both for work and for vacation. Sometimes I set off in eager anticipation of what I
was hoping to do or see in the new place, sometimes with sadness for what I was leaving behind.

Journeys are so much more available than they were even 100 years ago, when the only people in my family who had been abroad were
those who fought and died in the world wars. Until she was 70 years old, my grandmother had never been more than 10 miles away
from where she was born. The wife of a Methodist circuit preacher, there were times she dreamed of taking a pilgrimage to the Holy
Land—without any hope of ever doing so. Her daughter, my mother’s oldest sister, grieved over being unable to visit her son’s grave in
Europe.
Throughout history, millions have fled their homes and undertaken journeys to destinations they hope will be better than the ones
they are leaving. My Huguenot ancestors were expelled from France by religious persecution, and their first long-distance voyage was
to the colony of Virginia, where they could practice their faith freely. Countless numbers have traveled to escape poverty, war, or ethnic
persecution.
While they traveled with hope, millions have been forcibly taken places they never wanted to go, from the Israelites in Babylon to
Africans who first arrived in the New World 400 years ago, and those who are trafficked by human smugglers today. These stories have
been repeated many, many times throughout history, and when I consider my own fortunate travels, I think about those whose paths
have been so different from mine.
My best journeys have been the ones that opened my eyes to new things, introduced me to new people, or reunited me with those I
love, and at the end, brought me home. Sometimes home is in the new place; sometimes it is just in the heart. But the heart is also a
destination, as well as our constant companion on the way.

Musical Journeys
St. Andrew’s choir is off to a great start! Thanks to very generous
donors, we are able to continue our Choral Scholarship program. We
now have two students in the program, which provides financial
support for their education as well as opportunities to grow in their
musical lives. Jack Deane, who was our first Choral Scholar, resumes
his place as cantor and tenor in the choir, and will again contribute
his skills as a guitarist when appropriate. He is a student at California
State University, San Marcos, majoring in English. Lauren Juhan, who
joined our soprano section this fall, is studying vocal performance at
Point Loma Nazarene University. She also plays saxophone and will
be singing the role of Musetta in La Bohème with Point Loma Opera
Theatre this fall.
We’ll be singing some great hymns this fall, from favorites like “O
bless the Lord, my soul” and “O for a thousand tongues to sing” to
African American spirituals, “Wade in the Water,” and “Standing in
the need of prayer.” Other familiar hymns will include “Let us talents
and tongues employ,” based on a Jamaican folksong, and “Tu has
venido a la orilla,” (English translation: “You have come to the
lakeshore”). We also have beautiful newer hymns that we sang last
year: “Now let us rise and hymn the grace” and “What gift can we
bring?” for the Ingathering. And as always, St. Andrew’s Adult Choir
will present special anthems throughout the last months of
Pentecost. It’s not too late for YOU to join us, so talk with me after
church or email me at music@standrewsepiscopal.org if you want to
part of our choir family.
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My best journeys have been the ones that opened
my eyes to new things, introduced me to new
people, or reunited me with those I love, and at the
end brought me home.

Lauren Juhan and Jack Deane, St.
Andrew's Choral Scholars
Virginia Sublett is the Music Director at St. Andrew's. She 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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Gigi Miller

continued from p. 3
Gigi, still a young girl, had to put one foot in front of the
other. She enrolled herself into a public high school for her
senior year—she would no longer compromise her God
given values for the fears of her elders—and quietly bore the
indignities of being a child in the home of a nonfunctioning adult, and then got herself into college. She
trudged through, all the way to Catholic University, where
in 1979 she found herself in a phone conversation with her
sister, who convinced her to move to southern California—
and that is what she did. She enrolled at UCLA; in classic
Gigi style, she poo-poos it in our interview, saying, “It was
no big deal back then—not like today.”

There, she met Rich, a handsome accounting student. The
two of them planned a wedding; the year was 1986, her
father had been sober for a couple years, the future was
bright. Then, a few short months before their wedding,
Gigi’s father died in a motor vehicle accident along a lonely
stretch of New Mexico highway. At 26 years old, the only
family Gigi had left was her sister. She. Put. One. Foot. In.
Front. Of. The. Other. Ever forward, Gigi goes.
Her relationship with God was losing life; she appreciated
how the evangelicals have direct access to God instead of
the formality of going through the saints like she did as a
young Episcopalian. But she couldn’t stomach the politics of
the evangelical movement. So she worked in a bank, then in
an insurance company; she became a technical writer; the
young couple moved to San Diego. And then, Kelsey was
born in 1990; Will came in 1994.
Next door to the young family were evangelical neighbors
who had befriended the kids, teaching them about hell and
evil and how to be born again. With a sigh, Gigi scooped up
her young kids and walked down the street to what Kelsey
referred to as “the Barbie church,” a small cinder block
building painted bubble gum pink. This was the St.
Andrew’s of 1996, and here, Gigi would come back to her
faith and find joy in her relationship with God again. Like
Mother Brenda recently preached, there is God lovingly
welcoming us back home.
When Will developed a seizure disorder in early childhood,
Gigi put one foot in front of the other again. She waded
through tests, visits, labs, and medicine that was supposed
to help. And like Gigi’s brother before, Will’s experience
with his illness left him feeling like a not-quite insider,
always having to catch up to his peers. His sweet, sensitive
soul took his differences to heart. And Gigi did her best to
lift up her little boy. But life sucker punched her again.

caused her maternal grandmother’s deadly breast cancer,
her mother’s ovarian cancer, and her sister’s breast cancer;
a gene that’s been passed along to Kelsey. With her
children at 13 and 17 years old, they would now begin to
experience what Gigi did at their age. And so, during her
mastectomy and her radical hysterectomy, Gigi put one
foot in front of the other, accepting the medical advice
from her doctors, while healing Kelsey and Will’s broken
hearts—as they faced their mother’s illness as well as the
sordid paths painted with the kind of bleakness that our
adolescents sometimes wear.
The children, with their hurt and their pain, were a
mission for Gigi. While her waters were troubled by cancer,
surgeries, and too many painful recoveries, she knew her
kids’ journeys couldn’t end with tragedy. And so she
fought for them: she fought for them when they wanted
her to, and she fought for them when they hated her for it,
because their pilgrimages would be filled with the love of
the parents who raised them and the tenacity of someone
who was willing to fight for them—no matter how
exhausting and how painful it would be.
We learned in a recent sermon, God doesn’t divvy up good
and bad things to happen to us to see how we deal with it.
God isn’t a trickster pushing us from grace. Even in the
dark, God finds us. And God did find Gigi—fiery Gigi—who
has a stunning disposition with a beautiful family and a
pretty home. Gigi also has a story—Gigi fought for all that
beauty. Gigi’s physical pilgrimage from coast to coast is a
classic tale of looking for that greener pasture, but her
spiritual pilgrimage is also a classic and not too dissimilar
from Leah and Ruth—filled with ferocious obstacles,
wading through troubled waters in the blackest darkness,
uplifted by God’s small and tender mercies. And though
her pilgrimage isn’t over, her journey from the cherished
baby girl of two doting parents to orphan to mama bear
and cancer survivor, teaches us all that the daily task of
putting one foot in front of the other allows us to get
through the desert—with the glimmer of God’s light
alongside us, there is a verdant promised land worth
fighting for..

Gigi's son, Will,
daughter, Kelsey,
and grandson,
Maverick

On her 47th birthday, Gigi learned she had breast cancer
caused by the BrCA1 mutation. The same mutation that
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Coming Up at St. Andrew's
Make sure to get the information you need about all the fun, spiritual, and educational events St. Andrew's has to offer!

Save the
date!

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
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Anne Heyligers

Realtor

®

BRE Lic. # 01096205

Please don't keep me a secret.
Your referrals are so appreciated.

Sea Coast Exclusive Properties
Cell 760-214-7550

Aheyligers@aol.com • www.aheyligers.com

$1000 will be donated to
St. Andrew's for each closing

BERT'S PLUMBING Marco A. Laguna
Service & Repairs

858 Second St.
Encinitas, CA 92024

760-436-2511
Lic. #715883

Bert, Doug & Karen Long

Gardener

Residential & Commercial

Free Estimates
Very Detailed Work
Sprinklers & Trees

(858) 922-4803

HANNA
PLUMBING

Sales, Service & Repair

$10.00 Discount on
Service Calls

643 S. Santa Fe • Vista

(760) 726-2002

(858) 259-9300
(800) 660-1316

ST. ANDREW'S EPISC. (ENCINITAS) / 159

www.cmpublications.com

License No.
294110

For advertising information, please call (951) 776-0601

890 Balour Dr.
Encinitas, CA 92024
Phone: 760-753-3017
E-mail: contact@standrewsepiscopal.org
Website: standrewsepiscopal.org
October/November 2019

God loves you. No exceptions.

Upcoming Events

Our Mission:
Please visit our website for information on pastoral care, baptisms, weddings, funerals, and to
submit a prayer request: standrewsepiscopal.org.
To Reveal God's Love by Nourishing the Community
Our
Through Acceptance, Worship, and Service
Mission:

