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ON THE COVER–  Parishioner Margaret Taylor's lifelong faith 
journey has included reading and Bible study. She is included in 
the new Hall of Faith storytelling project, spearheaded by parish 
photographer Cindy McMillion. Read her story on page 22. 
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ONE FOR THE BOOKS
11th annual Book It 5K raises funds, spirits

By Julie Fike

Despite some rain, the turnout was great for the 
11th annual Book It 5K, Church of the Holy 
Communion’s annual race and community 

event benefitting the Emmanuel Center and Porter-
Leath’s Books From Birth program. The race was 
held on September 18, 2021. 

This year, we were excited to see a lot of 
new faces and so many kids participating!  
The early morning rain gave us a chance to 
put some of our newly-constructed facilities 
– the McNeill Family Gymnasium and Holy 
Communion’s wellness rooms – to good use before and 
after the race. 

In addition to the in-person 5K race and 200-meter 
dash for kids, this year’s Book It included a 1-mile event 
and a virtual 5K option. Overall, 377 participants signed 
up. We welcomed four middle school cross country groups 
that participated in the 5K, and it was fun to hear everyone 
cheering on the kids during the 200-meter dash! 

Paragon Bank, a long-time sponsor, hosted a virtual 5K 
with an in-person run/walk at the bank for its staff and 
families the Thursday night before the race.

Holy Communion’s back parking lot was filled with post-
race fun and community. Kids lined up for pandemic-safe 
hand/arm painting and to visit the balloon artist, and everyone 
enjoyed music and food. This year’s Overall Male first place 
finisher was Holy Communion parishioner David Do, and 
this year’s Overall Female first place finisher was Louise Taylor. 
Louise, age 10 at the time of the race, will also go down in 

history as the first-ever female youth participant to finish first 
in an overall Book It race category. Congratulations! 

On behalf of the clergy and staff of Holy 
Communion, I wish to extend a huge thank-you to this 

year’s Book It 5K Sponsorship and Race Committee 
for your work and commitment. Thank you 
for helping the race persevere through years of 
construction and then through a pandemic. 
You have each said “Yes!” every year to making 
sure the race, in some form, has continued, I 

am grateful for you all.
The Race Committee and Sponsorship Committee 

members this year included:
Steve Maury (Sponsorship Chair), Bill Bateman 

(Sponsorships), Nat Johnson (Sponsorships), Marie Dowling 
(Volunteer Coordinator), Sarah Cowens, Tricia Dewey, Robert 
Propst, and Carter Webster. 

We are also grateful for the help and cooperation from race 
beneficiary representatives Angie Johnson (Emmanuel Center) 
and James O’Toole (Books from Birth).  

Additionally, special thanks goes to Beth Mitchell, Assistant 
Minister of Communication, for her fantastic work on Book 
It graphic design, including our logo, postcards, signs, banners 
and posters. 

Our fundraising proceeds will be announced as soon 
as the remaining race expenses are received, and we will 
present checks to our beneficiaries, Books from Birth and 
the Emmanuel Center on Sunday, December 12 during the 
10:30 a.m. service. 

Photo by Cindy McMillion
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Stewardship 2021: 
Continuing the Good Work of Holy Communion

Photos by Cindy McMillion

Where We’ve Been, 
Where We’re Going

By Dale Jones, Stewardship Chair

It’s a great time to be at Holy 
Communion! 

Stewardship, as you know, is using 
everything that we receive from God 
for the greater glory of God and for the 
betterment of his creation. It’s basically 
made up our time, talent and treasure. 
We’re each and all uniquely gifted by 
God in a variety of ways. And we can give back in variety of ways.

When I said earlier that it was a great time to be at Holy 
Communion, I think that’s probably an understatement. Just consider 
where we’ve been and what we’ve endured over the last few years. We’ve 
pulled off a capital campaign that the professionals said we couldn’t 
come close to. We stuck together through a year of being displaced 
from our program spaces, another year displaced from the nave, and 
then came COVID. Another year displaced.

We met the challenge of the pandemic and made it into an 
opportunity. In the space of one year, we achieved almost all of our five-
year strategic goals around communications and online ministry. We 
also gained momentum. 

We’ve had 13 weddings since the pandemic began. Baptisms? We’ve 
had 24 during COVID. So many churches long for young families and 
small children, but we have them. 

"I was glad when they said to me, let us come into the house of the 
Lord" rang true when familiar faces returned to in-person worship.

We also have visitors among us. A few weeks ago, 13 people visited 
Holy Communion for the first time over a two-Sunday period. A 
number of our visitors found us online during the pandemic, and now 
want to be with us in person. There’s a lot of hard work and dedication 
by clergy and staff to keep us together and make the best of a bad 
situation that we could not see an end to.

I think our faith was definitely tested in this time, but our faith is 
also at work here. It is a great time to be at Holy Communion. Good 
stewardship of our growing congregation and new buildings require our 
commitment. We need to welcome new people, new families, and new 
children in a new way, and we need to communicate in a new way. We 
need to invite the people who already come through our campus for 
our recreation and wellness programs. 

The vestry plans to take hold of this opportunity-filled moment 
by investing in new staff for our hospitality, communication and 
recreation ministries. The vestry plans to roll out an entirely new 
website and mobile app by Easter, making permanent all of the new 
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things we learned how to do over the last 18 months. All of 
these are only examples of our immediate, ever-expanding 
need to continue the good works of the Church of the Holy 
Communion. I ask you to please prayerfully consider your 
commitments this year. 

Ladle 
Thinking

By Jack Nelson,
 Vestry Member

Our culture drives 
us to a life focused 
on serving ourselves. 
This is what the Re-
Imagining Group calls “spoon thinking.” Movies, television, social 
media, and the internet, make it very clear that we can only achieve 
happiness by focusing on our own wants and desires. 

However, what we should focus on instead is “ladle thinking.”
A spoon is used for feeding ourselves. A ladle is used to 

serve others.
Spoon versus ladle thinking is counter to our culture. When 

we put down our spoon and pick up the ladle, we are following 
the example of Christ. How? By choosing to think of others’ 
needs ahead of our own. Ladle thinking can manifest itself in 
many ways, from feeding the hungry to donating to St. Jude 
to church tithing, but it will always, always involve putting off 
selfish desires, and it will always focus us on continuing the 
ministry of Christ. 

The kind of steward that each one of us is reflects in every 
decision that we make. Naturally, this includes a very important 
aspect in our lives: our money. Now, Church of the Holy 
Communion is blessed to have a number of generous givers, but 
what others give is from their ladle. We each have a ladle. Each 
one of us is called to serve others. Stewardship is not really about 
a church’s need to receive, although that’s important. It’s about a 
Christian’s need to give. 

It’s time to put down our spoons and pick up our ladles. It’s 
time to serve others by giving back.

Funding 
Opportunity
By Stephen Maury, 
Senior Warden

I read a strange thing on the 
internet the other day. It said, “I 
don’t know if money can buy 
happiness, but I’ve never been 
sad in a Mexican restaurant.”

I’m not sure about that, but I 
believe most people see money as they should: as a tool to get things 
done. I believe the vestry at Holy Communion does as well.

In a recent meeting, Sandy challenged the vestry to think, 
What if?

He challenged us to think about new ways of learning and 
perhaps measuring the progress of our faith development.
He challenged us to think of new ways to make everyone feel 
welcome and new ways to make all of us more connected to 
each other. He challenged us to think of new ways to achieve a 
long-term financially secure future for our church.

Coming home from his sabbatical, Sandy has been 
pushing us to consider the ways that a culture becoming more 
secularized presents Holy Communion with new challenges 
and opportunities. He asked those at a recent Rector’s Forum 
to consider what we should be doing to prepare the church for 
the future. Here are the answers:

“Social opportunities. Small group ministries. A big 
project to benefit the entire community.” One person 
said, referring to the completed renovations, “Let’s use 
the energy to do even more for our community.” “Classes, 
shows, authors, community concerts, lawn concerts. A 
venue for dances. A drop-by coffee shop.” 

All great ideas and great responses to Sandy’s challenge. 
And all that take resources.

In 2005, our average Sunday attendance was 602. In 
2017, which was our last normal calendar year, it was 396. 
In 2005, the average giving to the church was about $2,500 
per each of those 602 people. In 2017, the average giving to 
the church was about $4,360 per each of those 396 people. 
Six hundred and two people gave $2,500. Three hundred and 
ninety-six people gave $4,360. And that does not include 
the capital campaign. We have some very loyal and generous 
people in this church. 

Last year in 2020, we had just under 1,200 people on the 
rolls, and better than one fifth did not make a pledge, and 
almost that many did not contribute financially at all. We all 
know that some of those on the roll have moved elsewhere, 
and we know that some give in the ways that they can, 
through time and talent.

Coming to church is free. It’s an offering that we as a 
group make to God, and it’s a gift to those in the community. 
Still, we sit here in a time of opportunity. We’ve worked 
hard together to refresh and renew these buildings, and we’re 
incredibly close to finishing that job.

Now we must work hard to refresh and renew our people. 
There is so much that our clergy and staff can do with the 
right resources. There’s so much that we, the parish of Holy 
Communion, can do with the right resources. Please, let’s 
buckle down and start this job. 

I really don’t know if money can buy happiness, but I know 
that I’m rarely sad when I’m here at church, and I’m never 
sad when I’m helping other people. If you’re one of our loyal 
supporters, please try to find room to increase your pledge. If 
you’re one of those who hasn’t ever made a pledge to support 
Church of the Holy Communion, please join the team and 
make a pledge today. 
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A regionally famous 
billboard along I-65 near 
Prattville, Alabama reads: 

“Go to church or the Devil will 
get you.” 

Did a shudder just run down 
your spine? Mine too.

The billboard makes no 
mention of God or faith, of 

selflessness or devotion. Salvation is sold for the price of 
attendance. It calls to mind the famous words of Johan 
Tetzel that so troubled Martin Luther in the days before the 
Reformation: “As soon as a coin in the [church’s] coffer rings, 
the soul from purgatory springs.”

While this billboard’s message feels too transactional for 
my taste, there are transactional elements to the relationship of 
the church and its people. People come to the church looking 
for something and the leaders of sustainable churches need to 
know what that is.

For centuries, avoiding damnation was a major element 
of the transaction between the church and its people. But, 
as Samuel Wells asserts in his introduction to A Future That’s 
Bigger than the Past: “[Around 1860,] people started to stop 
believing in hell...” Let’s leave our theological arguments about 
hell aside for the moment and focus on Wells’ main point: The 
average person today is far less afraid of hell than she would 
have been 500 years ago when Tetzel was in his pulpit, or 300 

years ago when Jonathan Edwards was preaching about sinners 
dangling over a fiery chasm, or even 50 years ago when Billy 
Graham was crusading about the necessity of conversion. 

Other elements of the transaction between the church 
and its people are changing, too. Church affiliation no longer 
fulfills the same social expectation that it once did, nor does 
it afford the same social standing. The church’s moral voice is 
not as commanding as it once was and the role of clergy in the 
public square is far less prominent than it used to be. As one 
colleague put it, “The church used to hold both the sacred and 
the secular arenas of life within its grasp, but now the secular 
portion is slipping away.”

Some would have us lament these changes. Others would 
have us force the church back to the center of community 
life by hook or by crook. But, I wonder if we might think 
more creatively. I wonder if we might redefine the transaction 
between the church and its people in a way that will be 
compelling and relevant for this new, more secular age. 

What do the people in your congregation expect to receive 
from the church? What individual or community needs might 
your church address? (Hint: Don’t assume. Go ask!) 

Specific answers to these questions will vary, but a common 
thread has run through my conversations with colleagues in 
largely secular places: As Western culture continues promoting 
individualism to a degree that even Pelagius never imagined, 
people want the church to connect them to something that is 
greater than themselves. As another colleague put it, “People 
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Give and Take
Redefining the Transaction Between 

the Church and its People
By The Reverend Sandy Webb
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used to fear sinfulness, but now they fear meaninglessness.”
The new transaction is this: People come to the church 

looking to find transformation and transcendence. 

Models of church that rely on obligation and duty are not 
likely survive. People are not likely to continue connecting 
with the church because they think they should. As another 
colleague said, “Everyone in our pews is here by choice. They 
do not come because of social expectations; they come in spite 
of them.”

But, people do still come. 

Churches in secular places may be smaller than they once 
were, but they are still vibrant. People in these places continue 

to affiliate with churches because the church makes them feel 
grounded and cared for in a way that nothing else does. People 
continue to affiliate because they see values being instilled in 
their children and rekindled in themselves. People continue to 
affiliate because the church motivates them to be concerned 
about the needs of their neighbors and their wider community. 

Is this relationship transactional? Perhaps, but in the best 
possible way. 

The opportunity for the church to advance the Kingdom 
of God under these circumstances is immense. If people are 
looking for an invitation to live more intentional, just, and 
selfless lives than their culture demands, or for a model of how 
to live such a life, then the call of Christ as expressed by the 
faithful ministry of his church can literally change the world. 

How focused is your congregation on transforming the 
lives of its people and its community? How effective are you at 
doing it? How might you be (even) more effective? 

This article originally appeared in Vital Practices, a 
publication of the Episcopal Church Foundation, 

on August 25, 2021. 

Father Sandy will lead a virtual discussion of this article 
on Tuesday, November 9 at 7 p.m. 

Please register by e-mailing Mary Beth Darrow: 
mdarrow@holycommunion.org. 

“If people are looking for an 
invitation to live more intentional, 

just, and selfless lives than their 
culture demands, or for a model 

of how to live such a life, then the call 
of Christ as expressed by the faithful 
ministry of his church can literally 

change the world.”
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Get Moving this November at Holy Communion!

Adult Formation
Nov. 7, 14: TBA  
Nov. 21: A Conversation with the Right Reverend 
Mark Edington, Bishop in Charge of the Convocation of 
Episcopal Churches in Europe 

Nov. 28: All-Ages Advent Wreath Workshop

Interfaith Food and Funds Drive 
to Benefit the Mid-South Food Bank 

)*
Saturday, November 20 

from 1 - 4 p.m. 
Gather at Second Baptist Church 

4680 Walnut Grove Road   

Make plans today to take part in an interfaith initiative to 
benefit neighbors being served through the Mid-South Food 
Bank.  Due to COVID-19, nearly 1 in 4 people in the Mid-
South face food insecurity.  Working together with a diverse 
group of members from other congregations, we can make a 
difference in people’s lives during the season of thanksgiving. 

  On Saturday, November 20 from 1:00 p.m. –  4:00 p.m. 
we will join volunteers from Christian, Jewish, and Muslim 
congregations who have been coming together for worship 
for more than 30 years.  Everyone is asked to volunteer for 
a 90-minute shift alongside other people of goodwill from 
across our beloved community.  We will meet 15 minutes 
prior to each shift in the east parking lot of Second Baptist 
Church for a time of prayer and instructions for collecting 
donations.  The food bank needs shelf-stable, non-perishable 
food items as well as funds to support its work.  Just $10 will 
purchase 30 meals.  

Go to https://tinyurl.com/InterfaithThanksgiving2021 to 
sign up to serve. Please contact the Reverend Hester Mathes 
with any questions.  
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Get Moving this November at Holy Communion!

YOUTH
YOUTH ACTIVITIES: Contact Carter Webster for 
more details or questions: cwebster@holycommunion.org 

November 14- Acolyte training for all! 
Whether you have been an acolyte for many years, if this is your 
first year, or if you are interested in learning about the role of 
acolytes, you are strongly encouraged to join for a full acolyte 
training. We have not had a full processional in our renovated 
nave, so this will be an opportunity for a full training- with 
some fun! 11:30-1:30 meet and pick up in Cheney Parish Hall. 

 
November 17- Pilgrimage Thanksgiving 
Potluck Our 2022 Pilgrimage group is invited to a potluck 
Thanksgiving dinner at the Mathes’ Home. Parents are welcome 
and encouraged to stay for dinner too. Carter will be in touch 
with the group with more details! 

 
November 28 - Pre-YC is open to all 4th and 
5th grade youth! Join us for  games, snacks, and prayer! 
Meet and pick up on the front steps of the church.
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The Nathan Pappas Family, 
The Prosterman Family, The Adams Family, 

Bill Falvey & Emily Woodside, 
Rebecca & John Bakke, 
Carmine & Bill Vaughan, 

The Straton Family, Catherine & Bill Bateman, 
David Dowling, M.D.,

The Maury/McCain Family, 
Lilie & Bob Hudson, Alison England, 
Lattie Michael & Laurence Kenner, 

Sarah & Tom Cowens, Kendra & Robert Propst

Book It 5K Sponsor THANK-YOU 
Thank you to our many sponsors for your generosity 
and your commitment each year to support the race. 

This event would not be possible without the 
enthusiasm and support from so many.  

SAVE THE DATE: 
St. Nicholas Night  
December 8, 
5:30--7:30 p.m.
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Memorials & Honoraria
Received September 16, 2021 –  October 15, 2021

In memory of the
Rev. & Mrs. Charles B. Hoglan
to the Easter to Easter Challenge

Laura Hoglan

In memory of Don Malmo
Walter D. Wills, III

Larry & Bonnie Dickerson
Deborah Matthews
Lattie Michael & 
Laurence Kenner

Ruthie & Edward Taylor
David & P.D. Landreth

Steve & Becky West
Sherry & Mike Murphy
Bob & Miriam Smith

Barbara & Leonard Richman
Rachel & Gabe Gabrielleschi

Chickasaw Country Club
Mr. & Mrs. Kent Wunderlich

Kathy & Ben Adams
Andy & Elizabeth Hyde

Mr. & Mrs. Ben F. Whitten, Jr.
Mr. W. Kent Ingram, Jr.
Senator Keith M. Ingram

Maguire Iron, Inc.
Mike & Jan Jaeger

Debra & Terrell Smith
The Carlson Family

Ms. Tom Keeton 
Lana & Gary Prosterman

Jan Bell
Julie & Scott Fleming

Paul & Pattie Glass
DeeDee & Larry Bryan

Lea Davis
to the Easter to Easter Challenge

Carmine & Bill Vaughan

In memory of 
Barbara Thurmond

Nancy P. Kiser
Daughters of the King 

(Faith Chapter)
Leslie & Joe Haas

The Nalls Sherbakoff Group LLC
to the Easter to Easter Challenge

Carmine & Bill Vaughan

In memory of 
Mike & Bickie McDonnell

Nancy Manire 

In memory of 
Bickie McDonnell

Louise & John Slater 

In memory of 
Michael McDonnell
Lee & Bob Harper

Maelyse & Kyle Webb
Barton Lynch
Ann Duncan

Pam & Will Pierce
Lattie Michael & 
Laurence Kenner

Lana & Gary Prosterman
Jan Bell

Kathy & Albert Carruthers

In memory of Martha & 
Robert “Bobby” Fogelman

to the Hicky Narthex Project
Carolyn & George Kroh
The Pierce Kroh family
The Brent Kroh family

The Rachel Shook family

In memory of David Dando
Van & Julie Spear

to the Easter to Easter Challenge
Robert & Debbie Campbell

In memory of Elaine Turner
Margaret Taylor

to the Easter to Easter Challenge
All Saints’ Guild

In memory of 
Betty & Warren Cruzen

Nancy Manire

In honor of Barbara Wilson’s 
100th birthday
Nancy Manire

In memory of Art Sutherland
Debby & Steve Schadt



SENIOR PARISHIONER INTERVIEW PROJECT 

We will tell to the coming generation
the glorious deeds of the LORD and his might

    and the wonders that he has done…
that the next generation might know them,

    the children yet unborn,
and rise up and tell them to their children,
so that they should set their hope in God. 

Psalm 78:4, 6-7 

 
Throughout the spring and summer of 2021, senior parishioners of Church of the Holy 

Communion were invited to talk with parish photographer Cindy McMillion about their 
faith experiences, both as individuals and as part of a faith community. Twenty-one seniors 
ages 80 to 100 agreed to participate in the interview project. The resulting stories give us 
glimpses into their struggles and triumphs and encourage us to greater faithfulness in the 
kingdom of God. Let us take time to see the world through their eyes and to appreciate the 
wisdom and perspective only they can offer. It is a tremendous honor to be entrusted with 
the stories of our senior parishioners. Hearing them, reading them, is to be on holy ground.  

 

The Reverend Sandy Webb
Rector
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Hall of  Faith

Alice Bolton
I WOULD DESCRIBE THE CHURCH AS A BRIGHT 

shining fixed star in the geography of my life. It has always been 
there. It’s always been an integral part: At my children’s baptisms, 
their confirmations, weddings, just through everything. Church 
is where we learn how to live these lives we’ve been given.

I think what’s most important are the relationships we 
have with other people and our relationship with God, 
which I think is certainly different with every single person. 
I don’t know what God is, but I’m happy and comfortable 
not understanding. I guess if I understood, I’d be like God. 
I think of that verse, “We see through a glass, darkly…”            
[I Corinthians 13:12] and of the poem:

Our little systems have their day;
   They have their day and cease to be:
   They are but broken lights of thee,
And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 

            [Alfred Lord Tennyson, 1809-1892]

As I look back over my life, I can tell that the things that have 
happened to me, the things that have shaped my destiny, so to 
speak, have been things that I had no control over whatsoever. 
I presume it’s God who has done that. And yet, I don’t like to 
think that God has blessed me and not blessed other people, 

those who have not had it so easy. I don’t know why it 
happens that way; it’s just one of those age-old questions, I 

guess. For example, I hear people say, “God bless America.” But 
we want God to bless the whole world, not just America. 

I think my faith plays a great part in the joy and peace I 
have. I was born right at the end of the Depression; I remember 
hearing so much about it. Now, every time something really 
bad happens in politics, the children say, “Oh my goodness! 
It’s just so awful,” and I say, “Well, you don’t remember back 
when this or that happened back in the 50’s or in the 70’s.” 
There’s nothing really new. I’m an optimistic person. It’s not 
that I don’t get upset about things. I do, but I think it makes 
a difference when I try to look for the good. Somebody just 
yesterday asked me how long my husband had been gone. I 
said, “Well, it will be seven years in September.” She said, “Does 
it ever get easier?” And I said, “Yes, it does get easier. It gets 
easier with time.” Even when my son was so sick with cancer – 
and it was awful, it was horrible – even through that, I realized 
I had to find some joy in life. For some reason I’ve always been 
able to find something good.

- Alice Bolton 

Barbara Wilson
I’M ORIGINALLY FROM CALIFORNIA AND MY 

husband is from Illinois, but we moved to Memphis for 
(continued on page 13)
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Hall of  Faith

his job when I was a bride. We lived in the White 
Station area, in Pleasant Acres, and one day I passed 
by a little chapel at the corner of Poplar and Perkins, 
where Seessel’s Supermarket used to be. Eric Greenwood, 
who I found out later was the vicar there, was out 
mowing the lawn, and I decided that’s where I wanted 
to go to church. The first person who greeted me on that 
first day was Mary Crump, Charles Crump’s mother. 
There were a number of people from Calvary Church 
who had started this little annex that became Holy 
Communion, and many attended for several years. Of 
the original Holy Communion people, I’m the only one 
still living who remembers when we were in that little 
chapel on Poplar.

It was January 1950 when the church opened at its 
present location on Walnut Grove. That was a terrible day, 
just pouring rain, but it was a great service. The pews were 
not in the building yet, but we had brought folding chairs 
from the original chapel and then rented more. I don’t 
recall whether the organ had been installed at that point 
– the first organ was given by Frank Norfleet – but there 
was choral music for sure. I got a seat in the balcony, and 
I remember just looking around at everything. A lot of 
the furnishings were given to us by Calvary.

During that first year, my husband came into the 
church and both our children were baptized. The parish 
was small, but there were a lot of young families about 
our age, and since we didn’t know anyone when we 
first came to Memphis, church is where we made our 
closest friends. It was our social life. We had wonderful 
experiences, and our four children benefitted spiritually 
and physically from the youth activities as they were 
growing up. We had big Easter egg hunts out behind the 
church every year too, where the families got together and 
colored real eggs and sold tickets as a fundraiser. There 
were prize eggs too. Everyone enjoyed those hunts. They 
were a lot of fun.

I’ve grown in my understanding of God, thanks to 
Holy Communion. I remember even as a child feeling 
that I was being watched over by someone. Eventually, I 
came to understand that the one watching over me was 
God, and God is spirit, not an old man in the sky. Also, 
I’ve been a part of the Contemporary Theology Class for 
many years now – I like to study the ideas of the thinkers 
– and that has helped me grow in my faith. I experience 
God particularly in nature, but as I get older, I see him 
more and more in people. The relationships I’ve had 
in my life, where I’ve seen compassion and love, have 
shown me what God is like. Those friendships are very 
encouraging; they’re wonderful. You feel God there.

Holy Communion is in a good place now. We 
have a good facility, we’re set up to do a lot, and 

we’ve got a lot to offer. We’re doing some good things 
– groups were meeting here before the pandemic, and I 
think they’ll come back - but I would love to see us do 
even more outreach. I hope we will. 

- Barbara Wilson 

Jet Thompson 
MY HUSBAND AND I HAD ONLY BEEN MARRIED 

for two months when he was sent to Europe. It was 
wartime, he was in heavy combat, and, of course, I wrote 
him every day – letters from home meant so much to the 
men who were serving there. He told me later that my 
faith had helped him with his own faith and that he had 
counted on my prayers to get him through. 

I can’t imagine living my life without God’s help. He’s 
just always been there. My parents and grandparents 
always went to church, so by the time I was grown, I was 
well-grounded in my faith. I’ve had so many wonderful, 
outstanding mentors through the years too. The man who 
was rector when I was confirmed at the age of 12 became 
like a second father to me and later was godparent to my 
daughter Marion. And there have been so many other great 
influences in my life: books - some of my favorites are by 
C.S. Lewis, Frederick Buechner, and Herbert O’Driscoll 

(continued on page 14)
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- commentaries, Lenten speakers, rectors, and other 
ministers. I’ve never really struggled with questions of 
faith, but my concept of God has changed over time; it’s 
grown, and that’s been a beautiful thing to see. 

I can’t overemphasize how important it is to pass on 
your faith to your children. Faith can keep you from 
getting frantic about everything that’s happening in the 
world today. 

- Jet Thompson 

Ruth and Ron Thompson
WE CAME FROM CALVARY, BUT WE’VE BEEN 

at Holy Communion through thick and thin for more 
than fifty years. Eric Greenwood, the first rector, was 
just about to retire when we joined. We’ve always 
loved the church, and we’ve always felt at home here. 
We’ve always said, “Yes, there will be difficult times – 
every church or organization has those - but we’re not 
leaving.” We raised our son and our daughter at Holy 
Communion, and it’s been a very important part of our 
lives for a long time.

Ron: We have a lot of friends at church, but being an 
usher for the past ten years has been a good way to get 
to know more people. A lot of times someone would 
come in and I’d greet them and they would call me 

by name, but I wouldn’t know theirs. When that 
happened, I got out my directory and looked them 

up when I got home.

Ruth: Being part of a church family is so important. 
Thirteen years ago, I had breast cancer, and it was bad. 
Very serious. In fact, I’m surprised I’m still here, but 
I’m fine now. I’ve still got a box of letters and cards that 
people from the church sent during that time, saying 
things like, “I’m thinking about you and wishing for 
a great recovery. I’m praying for you.” Those sorts of 
expressions of caring. Some were from people I knew 
well, some from people I didn’t know as well. But they 
just rallied around, and it meant a lot to me. I still have 
that box, and I always will. 

We were very active in church when we were 
younger: Altar Guild, Vestry, Little League baseball, 
Little League basketball, teaching Sunday School. We 
did all that, and we loved it. We’ve also been involved 
in serving at Grace St. Luke’s More Than A Meal. We 
haven’t done it so much recently because we’ve had 
health problems, but it’s a wonderful thing. We love it. 
It just makes us so happy. The people who come for the 
meals are not all homeless, but most of them are. You 
think about what their lives are like, and you realize 
what your life is like, and you just want to do what you 
can to help. But it’s like you hear people say: You get 
more out of it than they do. Members of our church 
sometimes bring their children to help serve too. It’s 
great that the children can see how other people have 
to live, plus it gives them a chance to learn how to 
give back. I would say to families that it’s important to 
bring your children with you, whether you are serving 
or going to church on Sunday mornings. Sometimes, 
as they get a little bit older, you have to kind of make 
them. But if they come, they’ll hear something that will 
be meaningful to them, either then or later. So even if 
they buck it a little bit, it’s important. 

Ruth: We love Holy Communion, and we love what 
Sandy says at the end of every service: “Do not be 
anxious about anything, but in everything, by prayer 
and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests 
to God. And the peace of God, which transcends all 
understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds 
in Christ Jesus.” [Philippians 4:6-7]. Hearing that 
is very meaningful because there are times that you 
are anxious about things, like I was before my recent 
surgery. It meant something to me to hear that. It 
calmed me. He says that every, every time.

- Ruth and Ron Thompson
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Joel Alexander
I MADE CLAY ANGELS WITH MY STUDENTS 

for years and years when I was an art teacher at Grace 
St. Luke’s. I also made them with kids from different 
churches and organizations, and for a couple of years 
with the children here at Holy Communion. I would 
give each child the right size ball of clay and then show 
them how to split it in half, stick a thumb in and mold 
it into a certain shape, roll the clay out, add the head, 
arms, wings, and so on - I’ve got the way you do it 
down just like a recipe, like the way you would bake 
cookies, where you take a cup of this and a cup of that. 
Once we made the angels, I brought them home to 
dry, put them in the kiln, fired them, and by the next 
Sunday, they were ready. The children bundled them 
up, drew Santa Claus things on the bags, and took 
them home. We made them every year, starting in first 
grade, all the way up to fourth grade. As the kids got 
older, I’d have them make their pets or their family too, 
to go along with the angels. After I’d been doing this 
for a while, I began to find out that the parents really 
treasured those little angels. They loved them and saved 
them. Some of them put them on their mantels and 
kept them forever and forever. 

I love teaching children. They’re so receptive; I still 
miss teaching immensely! There’s a joy I got from the kids 

and a joy that I gave to them, which I think is a great 
contribution to life. If you have a talent and you give 

it to God, I think that’s what you’re intended to do. 

- Joel Alexander 

Eleanor Jordan 
WHEN I WAS A CHILD, GOD WAS A BIG 

granddaddy in the sky. And for a long time, it was my 
mother’s and father’s religion that I practiced. I went 
to church from the time I was a baby - never missed 
a Sunday - because I thought it was the right thing to 
do. And it gave me strength, but it wasn’t really my 
religion. I really didn’t own it until I went to a church 
in Virginia Beach. It was a very old church, but very 
vital. They had Bible studies on Thursday morning. It 
was all lay women - no clergy at all - and they talked 
about Jesus in a way I had never heard before, like he 
was their brother or their cousin. We had a laying-on-
of-hands healing service one night, and I was struck, 
like evangelicals talk about. I was changed. It didn’t 
change the way I acted sometimes; I was still the same 
selfish person, but I just had a different feeling about 
the universe, about life, about everything. It was so real 
to me. And over the years, God gradually has become 
more and more the center of my life. There are times 

(continued on page 16)
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when I feel the love of God just pouring over me. 

In 2005, my mother was dying of cancer, and I was so 
worried and frightened. I didn’t know how I was going 
to do what I had to do. I had all this stress on me. We 
had people staying with Mother 24/7 in her apartment 
at Lutheran Village, and I would go over there on the 
weekends and take a turn. She was on oxycodone, which 
zoned her out, but she would wake up and be aware of 
what was going on. She’d get up and walk around, but the 
cancer had gone to her brain, so she was not herself. One 
Sunday afternoon, she was asleep in the bedroom, I was 
sitting in the living room, and I remember just feeling 
weighed down with worry and fear. I was doing a lot of 
the nitty-gritty, taking care of bills and things like that, 
but how was I going to handle this? I had never sat with 
anybody who was dying. Then it occurred to me: I need 
to talk to God about this. So I said, “God, I can’t do it. 
I just can’t do this. You’re going to have to do it for me.” 
And a sense of peace and calm just flowed down over me. 
It gives me goosebumps to talk about it. Fifteen minutes 
later, a social worker from hospice knocked on the door, 
came in, and walked me through the process of what 
was going to happen. She described it exactly. When my 
mother started to fail and die, it gave me such comfort 
to have that knowledge and to know that God was in it 
with me. This is the story I tell when people talk about 
feeling the presence of God on a mountaintop. I’m not 
denigrating anybody who says that, but you don’t have to 
have a mountaintop experience to be present with God. 
Where you really feel God’s presence most clearly is when 
you’re down at the bottom. I encourage people to talk to 
God as if he were sitting next to you. He is eager to hear 
what we have to say. And he loves us so much.

Parents, teach your children their prayers and talk 
about God as if he is real. If you’ve had experiences 
with God yourself, tell your children about them. That’s 
what I got from my parents and especially my godfather 
when I was a child. My godfather was a surrogate 
father, an older man, and nothing I did could lessen 
the love he had for me. He told me Bible stories in a 
way that was real. Those stories prepared the ground 
for later, when I was ready. They had a big impact on 
me. And take your children to church. It’s important. 
The strength you get from the church community is 
different from what you get anywhere else. 

- Eleanor Jordan 

Walker & Ann Uhlhorn
Ann: My family moved here from Michigan, and I had to 

get a driver’s license for Tennessee, so I went to take the test. 
It was the 5th of July, 1958. I was 18 years old. Walker was 
working at the Highway Patrol at the time, and he’s the one 
who tested me. We chatted some, I took the test, and at the 
end, he said, “You passed. That will be two dollars.” I told him 
I didn’t have any money with me. In those days, $2 was a lot, 
so I was going to have to leave and come back to pay. But he 
said, “I’ll lend you the money.” I said, “No, no, you can’t do 
that. I don’t even know you.” He said, “Well, why don’t you go 
out with me tomorrow night?” So I did. We dated until he left 
for the Navy in August. Then one Sunday night in October, he 
called me from San Diego and asked me to marry him. And 
I said yes. We hadn’t even dated that long, but I knew I had 
fallen in love. We were married in December. I remember on 
the drive from Memphis out to San Diego after the wedding, 
looking at him and thinking, “Dear God, what have I done?” 
[*laughs*] We didn’t really even know each other. But we were 
happy. Walker was in the Navy for five years, and I did a lot 
of praying during that time because we wanted children, but 
nothing was happening. And then when Walker left on his last 
cruise, I started feeling kind of tired and couldn’t figure out 
what was wrong. Well, I found out I was pregnant, and when 
he called me to wish me Merry Christmas, I was able to tell 
him, “We’re going to have a baby!” It was wonderful.

(continued on page 17)
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Walker: We’ve been married sixty-two years and 
have had the most incredible life. We’ve been blessed. 
We have three grown daughters and seven grandchildren. 
Our family is close, and we do a lot of things together. Ann 
and I have played golf together for many years, worked 
at our business together, and traveled the world together. 
We’ve never spent a night apart except for those years I was 
in the Navy.

Ann: We take care of each other. To have a good 
marriage, you have to learn not to make a big deal out of 
things that aren’t really a big deal. You will have differences, 
but if you have a fuss, don’t keep after it. Don’t keep 
bringing it up. Let it go. One thing we’ve tried to do is 
never to go to bed angry.

Walker: I would say to someone just starting out: Love 
each other. Love the other person and don’t leave them. 
Marriage is a commitment. The ceremony itself is special. It 
means something to me.

Ann: That’s something I’ve always admired about Walker. He’s 
honest, he does the right thing, and he keeps his commitments.

- Walker & Ann Uhlhorn

Betty Lyon
I DON’T KNOW WHAT PEOPLE DO WHO DON’T 
have any faith. I’ve had a lot of times where I’ve felt very 

close to God. One time that stands out was when 
we lost our grandbaby to crib death. It was so hard. 

Later, I lost another grandchild. I’ve lost a son, I’ve lost 
my husband. In fact, today is the 21st anniversary of my 
husband’s death. He died on Good Friday and was buried 
on Easter Monday. The church was decorated for Easter 
then, so that part was a blessing. The only thing that really 
helped me then - and has always helped me through my 
life - is finding something in the situation to be thankful 
for. You know the saying: “Have an attitude of gratitude.” 
I remember some bishop way back said, “If you can’t think 
of anything to be thankful for, just be thankful that day is 
over.” I try to be grateful for everything every minute. I’m 
thankful for my good health, so even though I do have 
Parkinson’s, I’m doing very, very well. I have no complaints. 
I really don’t have any great complaints about anything in 
my life. When things are hard, I just think, “Okay, find 
something to be thankful for.”

I see God’s hand everywhere, maybe more now that I’m 
getting older. I’m very aware of the presence of God; I just 
feel him here all the time. He has so much compassion. 
I have a long list of scripture references that I’ve gathered 
into a little book for my children for when I’m gone, 
scriptures that mean a lot to me. I have so many favorites; 
it’s hard to pick and choose, but there are two that I say 
every morning: “This is the day that the Lord has made; 
let us rejoice and be glad in it,” and “May the words of my 
mouth and the meditation of my heart be acceptable in 
your sight, O Lord.” 

God has always been a big part of my life, from as 
far back as I can remember, and I’ve always had friends I 
could share my faith with. It’s never been any other way. 
Murray Lancaster was one of our ministers way back, 
and I remember we all went down to the river – we had a 
communion service there – and it was just beautiful. He 
talked about the sunset and how you don’t wish it had a 
little more red over here or a little more orange over there. 
You just appreciate it the way it is. And that’s the way you 
should be about people. Appreciate them and love them the 
way they are, in their diversity, without wanting to change 
them. Accept them the way they are. Every time I see a 
beautiful sunset, I think about what he said that day. That’s 
the way it should be with your children too. Accept and 
love them the way they are. I taught kindergarten for thirty 
years and have seen parents be so critical of their child when 
there’s a bad mark on a report card. But don’t focus just 
on that. Look at all the good the child has done. Be happy 
about those things.

There is always something to be thankful for in life. 

- Betty Lyon
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Emily Ruch
I WAS BROUGHT UP AT CALVARY AND HAVE 

gone to Sunday School since I was two. My father didn’t go 
to church, but that didn’t seem to bother my mother at all. 
Church meant so much to her, and it meant everything to me 
too. Also, all of my best friends were there. 

I’ve never known a time when I didn’t feel like God was 
with me. I remember once when a friend and I were on a 
trip to Mexico. We were staying in a little town, a pretty 
place. I was out walking around – it was a pretty day - 
looking at the sky and not paying attention to where I 
was going, and I tripped and fell into an empty swimming 
pool. Broke my back and my hip. I remember how it felt, 
being in a hospital in a foreign country and wondering if 
the doctors there were good, but then I just left it in God’s 
hands. And those doctors fixed me up! I spent a week in 
the hospital. The nurses were all wonderful. They were 
fun, they were kind. And the food was delicious. That 
surprised me. It tickles me to think of it. And then my son 
came down and flew back with my friend and me. 

When we got to Memphis, the ambulance people were 
going to take me straight to the hospital, but my husband 
(who was an M.D.) and his partner said, “No, you’re going 
to rehab.” If I had been allowed to go to the hospital with my 
broken back, I might have been stuck in the bed for a long 

time. But they didn’t let that happen. I went to rehab 
and made a perfect recovery. 

Without God, I wouldn’t be here at the age of 91, nearly 
92, with everything that’s happened to me in my life. It never 
even occurred to me that God might not be available. I’ve 
always known he is watching over me. There’s not a doubt in 
my mind. 

- Emily Ruch

Jeanne Crawford
I HAD FRIENDS WHEN I WAS GROWING UP, 

but I was a lonely child, a lonely teenager, not pretty, and not 
a stellar student. I spent a lot of time worrying and trying to 
fit in with the other girls my age. In fact, I still had worries 
about fitting in as I entered adulthood. Most of my friends 
got married right out of college, so by the time I was 27, I 
was beginning to think I wasn’t going to find anybody to love 
me. It was a very lonely time, very distressing. I had had two 
opportunities to marry, but I said no because we didn’t have 
the same goals. They were both fine men, but I would have 
been miserable and would have made their lives miserable. 
I’m glad I didn’t marry them, for their sakes and mine. Still, I 
wondered later: Have I missed my only chance? That’s when 
I threw myself on God’s mercy and begged that he send me 
someone I could love and who could love me. And he did. 

(continued on page 19)
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He sent me Harold. That was a major answer to prayer. 
Having that prayer answered let me know that God 
accepted me and was listening to me.

I believe that God has three answers for us when we 
pray: Yes, No, and Not Yet. The bottom line is to be 
patient. So often when we rush into things, when we 
force things, lo and behold, we look back and think, “I 
shouldn’t have done that.” But if we wait, often we can 
look back and say, “Oh, that turned out well; that’s where 
I was supposed to be. God pushed me into the right 
thing.” We need to have enough patience to wait and see 
what’s going to happen. Harold was worth waiting for. 
He and I had worked together for five years, which is a 
good way to start. We knew each other’s flashpoints. Then 
one day he said to the boss, “Would you mind if I ask 
Jeanne for a date?” The boss said, “I thought you’d never 
get around to it!” Six months later we were married. It’s 
kind of amazing when I look back on it. We had sixty 
years together. No disagreements in philosophy and no 
big fights. He never raised his voice. Our two sons always 
knew they could count on him one hundred percent, and 
I did too. He was a wonderful husband, and I miss him. 
I have meltdowns nearly every night, about nine or 10 
o’clock, because I have things that happen and reactions 
that I want to share with him. He’s not here anymore, but 
I still talk to him. I talk to him and God together. But 
then I pick myself up, as the song goes, and the next day I 
look around for the good.

I’m blessed to be living in this particular place, I can have as 
much time as I want to myself, and I am around many lovely, 
pleasant people here. I still have so much joy in my life. When 
you reach out to other people, you find out amazing things 
about them. I think one of the best ways to stay positive is to 
always have friends.

You don’t always get what you want or ask for in life. I 
don’t think you’re even supposed to. But you always have a 
choice when things don’t turn out the way you think they 
should: You can be bitter, or you can learn to swallow your 
disappointments and move on. Look at the needs around you. 
Look for ways to be interested in what others are doing, see 
what they’re good at, and recognize and appreciate them for 
it. Try to find something in each person you meet, something 
that’s interesting or that you can help with. Look for ways to 
broaden your understanding of people. There’s always a way 
to reach out and do something for somebody else.

- Jeanne Crawford

Lea Davis
MY FATHER LEFT OUR FAMILY WHEN I WAS 

twelve years old, and then it was just the three of us - Bethy, 
Mother, and me - and we had nothing. Nothing. Mother had 
to get a job to support us. We lived in a very small town and 
there wasn’t a place for Mother to work, so we had to move, 
but the good Lord looked after us. We made it. And then we 
found Papa, and he took care of us. I was 14 when he and 
Mother married - a teenager - so I was not the easiest person 
to get along with, but Mother smoothed over everything and 
it turned out fine. Later, Papa even adopted Bethy and me. 

I was married for forty-seven years, and the good Lord 
took care of me then too. My husband and I had a lot of 
good times. We were blessed enough to be able to travel a 
lot, we always took a vacation, we always took the kids to the 
beach, and we had friends to do things with, but our marriage 
was not the very best in the whole wide world. It was difficult. 
I prayed a lot during the years we were married, asking God 
to please help me get through it. I can’t say he gave me peace 
of mind, but I knew he was always with me. 

I’m 85 now; I’ve been on my own for sixteen years, and 
I’m at a stage where I can really enjoy life. I’ve traveled to 
Europe a number of times, and I’ve been to Maine with 
family every summer for twelve years. I don’t feel old. You 

(continued on page 20)
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know, I never have felt old, but I think that’s good genes: 
my mother lived to be 93, and my biological father lived 
up into his 90’s. 

One thing that really gets me about growing older, 
though, is that so many of my friends have died. I lost three 
sorority sisters in less than a year. One of them was my college 
roommate and another one was a dear friend whose wedding 
I was in. Some friends and I were planning a get-together 
a while back, but we had to postpone it. Then one of the 
women had a fall and has been in such pain that I don’t know 
that she’ll be able to come when we do have it. And that just 
makes me really sad. So there are things like that. Still, you 
just have to be thankful for what you do have. And, as I said, 
the good Lord looks after you.

At the end of my life, I’d want it to be said about me that I 
enjoyed people, that I was helpful, that I spoke to people and 
was friendly. 

- Lea Davis

Lena Gray
I HAVE BEEN VERY FORTUNATE IN THIS LIFE. 

I’m 96 years old and I’ve not ever been sick enough to 
go to the hospital, not one time. I feel real fortunate that 
I’ve lived this long. My parents died when I was very 

young, two and three years old, and my aunt took 
me in with her family and raised me. I was an only 

child, so my cousins were like my brothers and sisters. 
We grew up together. My aunt would tell me some 
things about my parents, but I don’t have any memory 
of them. My aunt’s family lived on a farm and raised all 
kinds of vegetables. I’ve always had a little garden too. 
I’ve got eggplant, yellow squash, and tomatoes growing 
right now. I love the outdoors. I just can’t stay cooped up 
in the house all the time. 

I can’t do all the things I used to do when I was 
younger, but I do what I can. I have three girls and a son, 
and I don’t know what I’d do without them. I don’t like 
to have to depend on my children, but I have no choice. 
Two of my daughters live close by; they’re always over here 
helping with anything I need, and they take me where I 
need to go: the beauty parlor, the doctor, the dentist, the 
bank. I’m so thankful I have these girls to help me like 
that, and they act like they’re happy to do it. My oldest girl 
doesn’t live here, but she orders my groceries and has them 
delivered right to my house. It’s really nice, you know. You 
order, and then the next day they come right on time. I 
want to start going back to the store with my daughter 
though, as soon as I can. I like to pick out my own sweet 
potatoes, my own groceries. I used to do all these things 
myself, but the girls have decided that I shouldn’t drive 
anymore. That really hurt me because I’ve always been 
independent and I’ve always gone and done whatever I 
want to do, but I’ve gotten used to it now and I’m okay 
with it. If it weren’t for them, I’d have to leave this house, 
and it’s all I know. My husband and I bought it not long 
after we married. It was new then, built in the fifties, and 
I’ve lived here ever since. I don’t want to leave it. I want to 
continue to stay here as long as I can.

I say my prayers every single day, all through the 
day. When I was younger, I didn’t do that. I didn’t 
think about God as much then, but I started praying 
regularly several years ago, and now I don’t miss a day. 
It’s important, and I think the Lord hears me. I pray for 
my children and grandchildren, and I pray about small 
things too, everyday things. When I have to get my 
garbage can in or out, for instance, I’ll get my cane and 
say a prayer that I’ll have a good safe trip there and back 
and that I won’t fall. I’ve known people who have fallen 
and that was the end of them, you know, so I pray for 
safety. God is holy, he’s wonderful, and he will help you 
if you say your prayers.

- Lena Gray
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Mike and Susan Driscoll
MIKE: AS MY FAITH HAS EVOLVED, I’VE 

learned how to look at mistakes differently. It’s okay. We’re 
going to mess up, but I don’t think it’s the end of the world. 
When I was a child, I always thought it was “Run to the 
confessional and tell God you’re sorry.” I remember one day 
in fourth grade when all the boys in our class were lined up in 
front of the confessional. We were very close to it – probably 
about two feet away - so they could get us in and out in a 
hurry, I guess. We had an old Irish Catholic priest at the time 
who was pretty senile. One little kid in our class went in, and 
a minute later, we heard Father Sullivan shout, ‘You did what?’ 
Nobody knows what this kid did, but we were scared to go 
to confession after that. Now, when I make mistakes, I just 
quietly ask God for forgiveness. I don’t feel that guilt as deeply 
or as prominently as I used to.

Susan: Mike was raised a very serious Catholic, and 
from the time I met him, I could see how important his 
faith was to him. I thought so much of him for having 
that. After we were married, I became Catholic too for a 
few years, but it just wasn’t right for me. It wasn’t a good 
fit. Then later Mike decided, on his own, that he wanted 
to become an Episcopalian, and we ended up here at 
Holy Communion. I started going first, then Mike 
joined me. It was something we did together. We love 

the early service; it’s very relaxed, very spiritual. We 
like the whole ambience. And we’ve gotten to know 

so many people that way. We feel very comfortable at 
church, very welcome.

Mike: The Bible classes at church have been important 
in the evolution of my faith. At Holy Communion, I’ve 
been through Sandy’s Bible survey class a couple of times 
and have also been part of a small group Bible class.

Susan: Faith is important when we face challenges in life 
too. I found out I had MS 40 years ago, but I just ignored 
it and kept going. I never really let it bother me. For the 
longest time, the children didn’t even know. They were in 
grade school when I found out about it, and I thought, 
Why scare them to death? I don’t know what’s going to 
happen, so I just didn’t say anything. In fact, they were in 
college when I finally told them. Faith has had a lot to do 
with my being able to accept it. I just don’t let my mind go 
down dark paths. I’m a positive person, very rarely sad, and 
I accept what I’ve been given and what I have in life. You 
need to keep a positive attitude, instead of saying, “Woe 
is me.” You don’t need to do that. There is a lot to look 
forward to. Mike and I have been married for 55 years, and 
we’ve had a very good life. We have two children who we’re 
so proud of, and two grandchildren we adore. Our life is 
easy right now. That might not be the case tomorrow, but 
right now everybody seems healthy and happy.

Mike: Faith is comforting when you lose people, and we’ve 
been through that many times through the years. When we 
say grace every evening, I always add: “May the souls of the 
faithful departed, through the mercy of God, rest in peace. 
Amen.” That gives us an opportunity to think of my parents 
and Susan’s parents and of other people we’ve lost.

Susan: It’s a tribute to those who have gone before us.

- Mike and Susan Driscoll

“The Bible classes at church 
have been important in the evolution 

of my faith. At Holy Communion, 
I’ve been through Sandy’s Bible 

survey class a couple of times and 
have also been part of a 
small group Bible class.”

–MIKE DRISCOLL
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Margaret Taylor
I TAUGHT AT GRAHAMWOOD AND AT 

Presbyterian Day School, but I also tutored with the 
dyslexia program for thirty years, working with children 
and young people who could not read fluently for one 
reason or another. The program had come to Memphis 
in 1970 and was housed at the Church of the Holy 
Communion on Saturday mornings, and I taught there 
from 1971-1991. When the program expanded, changed 
locations, and added a month of summer school, I 
continued to volunteer. It doesn’t matter where you teach, 
how many children are in the class, whether they’re boys 
and girls or just one sex, there will be students who need 
help with reading. It is such an important skill; it’s the 
basis for everything else children do in school. 

My most rewarding experience in all the years of 
teaching children to read was after I retired in 1998. In 
the fall I became a volunteer from Holy Communion in 
our tutorial program at Shady Grove Elementary. After 
the vetting process, I went there on a Thursday morning 
and was met by the principal, who asked if I would 
tutor a first-grade student with no notion of how to 
read. I met Chase, who had appeared for the first time 
on opening day.  It turned out that he was an only child 
whose mom had “taught” him at home in Somerville 

the previous year.  His parents had moved to 
Memphis so that he “could learn to read and do 

math.” Chase was quick and eager to learn. By the end 
of the year, he was reading well. He said solemnly one 
day in May, “My mom just didn’t know how to teach 
me.” I could have cried for him.

I’ve always been a big reader, so becoming a lector at 
Holy Communion seemed like a natural fit for me. It 
was a wonderful experience, a really rewarding way to 
serve. I always prepared at home, looking up the scripture 
reference, studying the context, deciding how it should 
be read, and then practicing it aloud. Sometimes the Old 
Testament stories contained difficult names, so I made 
sure to work on the correct pronunciation. You want to 
read the passages fluently and with expression, so you have 
to prepare. I started in the ‘90s, when Reynolds Cheney 
was the rector and did it up until we started meeting in 
the parish hall during renovation. By that time, I was 
feeling my age, and it was difficult to climb the steps into 
the lector’s place and get down again, so I just stopped. I 
would say to anyone who wants to do it, who feels they 
can do a good job with it, to do it. It’s an excellent way to 
serve the parish. I don’t know how many are in the corps 
of lectors now, but I find it encouraging when I see young 
people participating and reading scripture aloud. It’s 
important to our future. 

Bible reading and Bible study have been very 
strengthening to my faith over the years.

We’ve always had excellent Bible study at Holy 
Communion. Reynolds Cheney had a class on Tuesday 
evenings and Wednesday mornings, and I remember people 
writing furiously, taking notes. He’d get so carried away, we 
might only get to ten verses that day; Bible teaching was 
his love, his ministry. And, of course, Sandy has a class on 
Thursday mornings now. 

I would encourage parents to take their children to the 
library, read with them, pray with them. Get a children’s Bible 
story book when they’re older. Establish those habits early. 
Pour into their little minds all those positive things, and then 
build on them. Develop their spiritual interest while they’re 
young and open.

- Margaret Taylor

L
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Peggy Frazer
WHEN YOU’RE MARRIED, YOU NOT ONLY 

HAVE to love each other, you have to like each other. You 
have to listen. I’ve seen couples go out to dinner together and 
not even speak to each other. They just sit there and eat. So 
when we were first starting out, I said to my husband Jack, 
“You bring a topic, and I’ll bring a topic. That way, if we run 
out of things to talk about, we’ll each have something.” Jack 
has been gone twelve years now. He was a wonderful man, he 
really was. He had so much savvy about what to do and what 
not to do. When each of our children turned sixteen, he said 
to them, “Okay, it’s time to come labor on.” That’s the name 
of a hymn, you know, and he would sing it to them. He’d say, 
“Come labor on, go to work, get a job.” And they did. None 
of them have been without a job since. Matter of fact, we 
sang that hymn at Jack’s funeral!

We were always active in church, very involved. I don’t 
know how people manage without a church family. We 
lost our son in a car accident when he was thirty-two, 
which is just the worst thing that ever happened, and 
Reynolds Cheney told me then, “Take every hand that 
reaches out to you.” That’s a piece of advice I have always 
remembered; that’s what you have to do. If you need 
help, people will help you. And then you help them back. 
Things are not going to be perfect all the time, but you 
have to have the attitude that you’re going to get through 

things. You don’t do it by yourself though. Mercy, no. 
You don’t do it by yourself. Holy Communion has 

always been there for me and my family. People were so 
good to Jack during the last nine years of his life when he 
had Parkinson’s. I would drive to church and let him out 
under the portico and someone would be there to help 
him get to his pew. Just little things like that people did 
for us. Practical things. It was wonderful.

Looking back over my life, I must say I have been 
blessed. My health is incredibly good, and I’ve made 
peace with where I am now. I used to move like greased 
lightning, and my friends called me the Energizer Bunny, 
but physically, I can’t do that anymore. I can’t do it all. I 
appreciate the stage I’m in, and I’ve learned not to plan 
too far ahead. You can’t control everything in your life. 
You think you can, but you can’t. So I say to myself, “My 
dear, you have to just do what you can this day” and 
hope things go well. Manage things as they come. I do 
the best I can, and I tell the Lord every day, “Thank you, 
thank you.” 

There’s a scripture I’ve always loved, from Isaiah 41:10: 
“Do not fear, for I am with you. Do not be afraid, for I am 
your God; I will strengthen you, I will help you, I will uphold 
you with my victorious right hand.”

And there’s this I love too, from the Book of Common 
Prayer: “O Lord, support us all the day long, until the 
shadows lengthen, and the evening comes, and the busy 
world is hushed, and the fever of life is over, and our work is 
done. Then in thy mercy, grant us a safe lodging, and a holy 
rest, and peace at the last. Amen.” The evening of your life is 
what it’s talking about. We read that at Jack’s funeral. I want it 
read at mine also.

- Peggy Frazer

There’s a scripture I’ve always loved, 
from Isaiah 41:10: 

“Do not fear, for I am with you. 
Do not be afraid, for I am your God;      
I will strengthen you, I will help you, 
I will uphold you with my victorious 

right hand.”
–PEGGY FRAZER
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Sarah Doyle
MY HUSBAND AND I WERE BOTH CRADLE 

Episcopalians and had always been active in the church, but 
when we came to Holy Communion (from Christ Church 
in Whitehaven), Sonny said, “I’m just going to sit in the 
pew.” Well, that lasted about three weeks. He got involved 
in everything, served on the vestry, and was a chalice bearer. 
In fact, he was the first licensed chalice bearer in the state of 
Tennessee. I joined the choir; I’ve been singing in the choir 
since I was ten years old. I love church music, especially the 
traditional hymns. Yesterday we sang two of my favorites, The 
Church’s One Foundation and Love Divine, All Loves Excelling. 
I love Lift High the Cross too. Music is extremely important 
to me. If I don’t do anything else, I’ve got to be able to have 
music and sing. Choir is my heart.

Sonny and I were very involved at Holy Communion 
and so happy. Then he got sick with Parkinson’s. He didn’t 
shake; he had the “freeze” where messages don’t get from 
your brain to your limbs. You know you want to move 
your legs when you’re walking, but your feet won’t go 
anywhere. The last time I took him to church, it was just 
too hard; it was embarrassing to him. From 2003 until 
he died in 2006, communion was brought to us every 
Sunday. Every single Sunday. First here, and then later 
when he had to go to a nursing home. I cannot tell you 

what that meant.

Sonny was buried on our thirtieth wedding anniversary. 
After he died, I became a Eucharistic minister and served 
for about five years. It was a way I could give back. Taking 
communion to people who were homebound was fulfilling 
and helped me feel closer to God. It gave me peace.

I can’t imagine life without my church.

- Sarah Doyle

Aleine Hansen
IT’S IMPORTANT TO BE PART OF A COMMUNITY 

of people that worships God. I don’t think I could have 
gotten through the difficult things in my life without 
trust and belief in God.  I relied upon God’s advice, his 
understanding of how I felt. The hardest thing I ever 
went through was the death of my husband. We had 
been married 26 years when he died in an airplane crash. 
Our only child was twelve years old at the time. I was 
the rector’s secretary, and I thought I was going to have 
to quit my job because I didn’t have anyone to watch my 
son during the summer, but the rector (Eric Greenwood) 
arranged for Andy to be a counselor at an Episcopal camp 
and got someone to take him there and back every day. 

(continued on page 25)
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He did that until he graduated from high school, so I 
got to keep on working. The church, the clergy, did an 
awful lot of things to help me. I would say to anyone going 
through a difficult time: Believe that you can get through it 
and still have a happy life. I can’t imagine life without God. 
There’s no other way for me to think about living.

- Aleine Hansen

Missie McDonnell
AT THIS STAGE OF OUR LIVES WE’RE LOSING 

our physical health, our mental capacities, our friends; 
it’s just really a tremendous season of loss. But God has 
promised us his joy. To quote Julian of Norwich, “All shall 
be well, and all manner of thing shall be well.” You know, 
we’re just passing through here. To be grateful and to give 
thanks lifts my spirits. St. Teresa of Avila said, “God never 
changes. God alone suffices.” So if we can get off of looking 
at whatever is disturbing us today and look up --- I was out 
early this morning listening to a bird, and it’s beautiful, but 
it’s important to look to the one who made that bird. Look to 
God. Things around us will pass, and then we’re on to glory.

If you can, give thanks in all things. If not in all things, 
then just try in two or three things. I’m thankful that I wake 
up in the morning and thankful that I can get out of the 

bed. I can open the refrigerator and there’s food. I can 
walk to the bathroom and there’s a basin with water 

running. I can go and sit at the kitchen table, I can walk to 
my closet. Do you know how many people in the world have 
none of that? And none of it’s because of anything that I have 
done. Everything is a gift. I’m so blessed. If only God would 
teach me to see everything as a gift and to accept it with 
gratitude. Gratitude gives you deep joy, abiding joy. There’s a 
tremendous difference in happiness and joy. 

Another thing I have really been so blessed with - I don’t 
know how people live without it – is the Christian community. 
I have loved being in small prayer groups and Bible studies, 
probably for the last 50 years, and those women and men have 
been some of my greatest supporters. It’s important to have 
people that you can be honest with, people you can be yourself 
around, where you take off all the masks and the trappings. 
When hard times come, sometimes you think, “Why pray 
anymore?” That’s when you have to let go and know that other 
people are praying for you. And you can feel their prayers. It’s 
like being held up, literally, held up by God. Through sharing 
our wounds with each other, we are healed.

You know that wonderful hymn: We are pilgrims on a 
journey / Fellow travelers on the road / We are here to help each 
other / Lift the burden, carry the load. When you have that 
honest Christian community, you begin to rejoice in other 
people’s good fortune. The envy, jealousy, competing, and 
comparing kind of slides away and makes room for the 
joy. Saint Paul says, “Rejoice. And again, I say rejoice in all 
things.” It makes your heart dance. And sometimes it’s good 
just to sing a song. Think of the people who can’t speak or 
who have never heard a beautiful piece of music. Blessing 
upon blessing. How could we not be joyful? 

I am ninety years old and looking back on my life, it’s 
sometimes not the subtle hand of God, but the strong arm of 
God that has reached down. And in his time, he has answered 
my prayers in ways that I could not possibly have thought of. 
I’ve learned to pray that his will be done, not mine. It all comes 
down to love. God is so patient, and I have to trust him. None 
of us is like anybody else. We don’t cookie-cut our faith. Our 
faith grows because of suffering. It’s been said that we suffer 
into truth. I never would have known God personally, Jesus, 
the Holy Spirit, if I had not suffered. We judge people by what 
we see on the outside. We don’t know the pain in their hearts. 
But as I look back now on my life, it’s been these heartaches 
that have made me what I am, if I am anything. They have 
given me great trust and faith in God. The hard things don’t 
last. We get through them. Sometimes it’s not a day at a time. 
It’s minute by minute. 

- Missie McDonnell
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THE HALL OF FAITH 
storytelling project is truly a 
labor of love decades in the 
making, and it could not have 
happened without the openness 
and cooperation of all the 
individuals who agreed to be 
profiled. You are all a blessing 
to us, and will continue to be so 
for our future generations. 

Minister of Communication 
Emily Austin wishes to express 
her sincerest appreciation 
and gratitude to parish 
photographer Cindy McMillion 
for her profound inspiration, 
care, and tenderness as she 
brought the Hall of Faith 
project to fruition. May we all 
see the beauty of the world - 
the imago dei - as Cindy does. 
Many thanks also to Maryanne 
Macdonald and Beth Mitchell 
for lending their loving talents 
to this project. 

The portraits and stories of 
the Hall of Faith project are 
now installed in the Blaisdell 
Lower Lobby for visitors to 
view anytime.

Photo, right: 
Maryanne Macdonald helps 

hang the Hall of Faith portraits 
and stories in the Blaisdell Lower 

Lobby for viewing by 
the congregation. 

Photo by Cindy McMillion
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Joel Alexander on Aging
WHEN YOU’RE OLD, YOU DON’T HAVE THIS feeling that you have to 

live up to somebody’s expectations of you. You’re not in competition with anybody 
else. You have become what you have become, and you can do what you want. Well, 
I can’t do everything I want, because I’ve got osteoarthritis and have to be careful 
about walking with a cane and all, but everything in life just kind of suits me fine. 
Sometimes I really feel like I’ve already died and gone to heaven because it’s so 
pleasant. I can’t drive anymore, but I have wonderful people who take me places. 
And I have wonderful people who come and spend time with me. I just like it. I 
like being old.

You get to a point, when you’re old, where you’re able to love people more and 
kind of understand where they’re coming from. You might wish you could fix 
whatever is bothering them, but you can’t. You have to let them live out their own 
lives. You know their hardships, you try to help as much as you can, and you just love 
them for who they are. Even if you can’t do a lot for another person, you can smile, 
you can tell a joke, you can do little things to bring them joy. 

You love your mate more as you grow older too. You know, Bob will sit over 
there in his chair sometimes and go to sleep or be nodding off, and my heart 
just almost bursts for him. He has been so good to me. There are a lot of things 
I can’t do, and he does them for me. He’ll lift things, do the dishes, get the milk 
out of the refrigerator, and so on. Some men won’t do that without fussing. So 
I’m blessed. We’re getting close to our 55th wedding anniversary. He won’t want a 
party though; he’s not that kind of guy.

I still feel like I’m about 45, but I’m 86 now. My insides don’t match my 
outsides. That doesn’t matter though, Sugar. It’s not necessary that they match. 
Is anybody going to love you more because you’re pretty and have tight skin and 
don’t have a wrinkle or anything wrong with you? No, they’re not. They’re going 
to love you the way you are. I mean, I’m just all beat to smithereens. I’ve got my 
eye problem, tooth problems, things like that, but I feel good about myself. And I 
think people like me for who I am.

When I come back - in my next life [*laughs*] - I’m going to have a yellow jeep. 
I’m going to put a kayak on it, have a cute little dog, and be a ballet dancer. I was 
afraid to do all those things when I was younger, but I’m not afraid anymore.

- Joel Alexander
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Honoring Our Traditions:
Holy Communion’s Annual Shrimp Dinner

By Kendall Visinsky and Matt Prince
 
Fall is in full swing and with it comes many 
celebrated events and traditions… football 
games, visits to the pumpkin patch, and our 
beloved Holy Communion Shrimp Dinner. 
This wonderful gathering brings together 
friends and families, church members and 
visitors alike for a night of great food and 
fellowship while raising funds for our youth 
pilgrimage.

While the pandemic will not allow us to pack 
Cheney Parish Hall to the gills this year, let’s 
all remember the spirit of the Shrimp Dinner: 
Let’s be thankful for the food and for those who 
prepare and serve it. Let’s share time (safely!) 
with members of our church family and friends. 
Let’s do something to make a difference for other 
people. Let’s keep praying for and supporting our 
upcoming pilgrim class as they prepare for their 
journey to Italy in May.

We will miss being together on All Saints’ Sunday, 
but we can still treasure the memories we’ve had at 
Shrimp Dinners past and look forward to more in 
the future. Thank you for your ongoing support. 


